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FEAMLEY PAESOMGE. 



CHAPTER L 

" OlINES OMNIA BONA DICEEB.'* 

When young Mark Robarts was leaving college, his father 
might well declare that all men began to say all good things 
to him, and to extol his fortune in that he had a son blessed 
with so excellent a disposition. This father was a physician 
living at Exeter. He was a gentleman possessed of nc 
private means, but enjoying a lucrative practice, which had 
enabled him to maintain and educate a family with all the 
advantages which money can give in this' country. Mark 
was his eldest son and second child ; and the first page or 
two of this narrative must be consumed in giving a catalogue 
of the good things which chance and conduct together had 
heaped ux>on this young man^s head. 

&s first step forward in life had arisen from his having 
heen sent, while still very young, as a private pupil to the 
house of a clergyman, who was an old fi*iend and intimate 
fiiend. of his father's. This clergyman had one other, and 
only one other, pupil — the young Lord Luflon ; and between 
the two boys, there had sprung up a close alliance. While they 
were both so placed. Lady Luflon had visited her son, and 
then invited young Robarts to pass his next holidays at 
Framley Court. This visit was made ; and it ended in Mark 
going back to Exeter with a letter ftdl of praise fi:om the 
widowed peeress. She had been delighted, she said, in having 
such a companion for her son, and expressed a hope that 
the boys might remain together during the course of their 
education. Dr. Robarts was a man who thought much of tho 
breath of peers and peeresses, and was by no means inclined 

X 



2 FBAMLE7 PAHSONAGE. 

to throw away any advantage which might arise to his chiid 
from such a friendship. When, therefore, the young lord was 
sent to Harrow, Mark Robarts went there also. 

That the lord and his friend often quarrelled, and occa- 
sionally fought, — the fact even that for one period of three 
months they never spoke to each other — ^by no means inter- 
fered with the doctor's hopes. Mark again and again stayed 
a fortnight at Framley Court, and Lady Lufton always wrote 
about him in the highest terms. And then the lads went 
together to Oxford, and here Mark's good fortune followed 
him, consisting rather in the highly respectable manner in 
which he lived, than in any wonderful career of collegiate 
success. His family was proud of him, and the doctor was 
always ready to talk of him to his patients ; not because he 
was a prizeman, and had gotten medals and scholarships, but 
on account of the excellence of his general conduct. He lived 
with the best set — he incurred no debts — he was fond of 
society, but able to avoid low society — liked his glass of wine, 
but was never known to be drunk; and above all things, 
was one of the most popular men in the university. Then 
came the question of a profession for this young Hyperion, 
and on this subject. Dr. Robarts was invited himself to go 
over to Framley Court to discuss the matter with Lady 
Lufton. Dr. Robarts returned with a very strong conception 
that the Church was the profession best suited to his son. 

Lady Lufton had not sent for Dr. Robarts all the way from 
Exeter for nothing. The living of Framley was in the gift 
of the Lufton family, and the next presentation would be in 
Lady Luilon's hands, if it should fall vacant before the young 
lord was twenty-five years of age, and in the young lord's 
hands if it should fall afterwards. But the mother and the 
heir consented to give a joint promise to Dr. Robarts. Now, 
as the present incumbent was over seventy, and as the living 
was worth 900/. a year, there could be no doubt as to the 
eligibility of the clerical profession. And I must further say, 
that the dowager and the doctor were justified in their choice 
by the life and principles of the young man — as far as any 
father can be justified in choosing such a profession for his 
Bon^ and as far as any lay impropriator can be justified in 
making such a promise. Had Lady Lufton had a second son, 
that second son would probably have had the living, and no 
one would have thought it wrong; — certainly not if that 
second son had been such a one as Mark Robarts. 
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I^adj Lufton herself was a woman who thought much on 
religious matters, and would by no means have been disposed 
to place any one in a living, merely because such a one had 
been her son's friend. Her tendencies were High Church, 
and she was enabled to perceive that those of young Mark 
Bobarts ran in the same direction. She was very desirous 
that her son should make an associate of his clergyman, and 
bj this step she would insure, at any rate, that. She was 
anxious that the parish yicar G^ould be one with whom she 
could herself fully co-operate, and was perhaps unconsciously 
wishful that he might in some measure be subject to her 
influence. Should she appoint an elder man, 'this might pro- 
bably not be the case to the same extent ; and should her 
son have the giil, it might probably not be the case at all. 
And, therefore, it was resolved that the living shotdd be given 
to young Robarts. 

He took his degree — ^not with any brilliancy, but quite in 
the manner that his father desired ; he then travelled for eight 
or ten months with Lord Lufton and a college don, and almost 
unmediately afler his return home was ordained. 

The living of Framley is in the diocese of Barchester ; 
and, seeing what were Mark's hopes with reference to that 
diocese, it was by no means difficult to get him a curacy 
within it But this curacy he was not allowed long to fill. 
He had not been in it above a twelvemonth, when poor old 
Br. Stopford, the then vicar of Framley, was gathered to his 
£&thers, and the full fruition of his rich hopes fell upon his 
(iioulders. 

^ut even yet more must be told of his good fortune before 
^e can come to the actual incidents of our story. Lady 
^nfton, who, as I have said, thought much of clerical matters, 
did not carry her High Church principles so far as to advo- 
cate celibacy for the clergy. On the contrary, she had an 
i<]ea that a man could not be a good parish parson without a 
wife. So, having given to her favourite a position in the 
World, and an income sufficient for a gentleman's wants, she 
set herself to work to find him a partner in those blessings. 
And here also, as in other matters, he fell in with the views 
of his patroness — ^not, however, that they were declared to 
him in that marked manner in which the affair of the living 
bad been broached. Lady Luflon was much too highly 
gifted with woman's craft for that. She never told the young 
Ticar that Miss Monsell 'accompanied her ladyship's married 

1— « 



4 FBAMLEY PABSONAGB. 

daughter to Framley Court expressly that he, Mark, might 
fall in love nvith her ; but such was in truth the case. 

Lady Lufton had but two children. The eldest, a daughter, 
had been married some four or five years to Sir George Mere- 
dith, and this Miss Monsell was a dear friend of hers. And 
now looms before me the novelist^s great difficulty. Miss 
Monsell — or, rather, Mrs. Mark Robarts — ^must be described. 
As Miss Monsell, our tale will have to take no prolonged 
note of her. And yet we will call her Fanny Monsell, when 
we declare that she was one of the pleasantest companions 
that could be brought near to a man, as the future partner 
of his home, and owner of his heart. And if high principles 
without asperity, female gentleness without weakness, a love 
of laughter without malice, and a true loving heart, can 
qualify a woman to be a parson's wife, then was Fanny 
Monsell qualified to fill that station. In person she was 
somewhat larger than common. Her face would have been 
-beautiful but that her mouth was large. Her hair, which was 
copioxis, was of a bright brown ; her eyes also were brown, 
and, being so, were the distinctive featm*e of her face, for 
brown eyes are not common. They were liquid, large, and 
full either of tenderness or of mirth. Mark Robarts still 
had his accustomed luck, when such a girl as this was brought 
to Framley for his wooing. And he did woo her — and won 
her. For Mark himself was a handsome fellow. At this 
time the vicar was about twenty-five years of age, and the 
future Mrs. Robarts was two or three years younger. Nor 
did she come quite empty-handed to the vicarage. It cannot 
be said that Fanny Monsell was an heiress, but she had been 
left with a provision of some few thousand pounds. This was 
BO settled, that the interest of his wife's money paid the heavy 
insurance on his life which yoimg Robarts effected, and there 
was left to him, over and above, sufificient to furnish his par- 
sonage in the very best style of clerical comfort, and to start 
him on the road of life rejoicing. 

So much did Lady Luflon do for her protege, and it may 
well be imagined that the Devonshire physician, sitting medi- 
tative over his parlour fire, looking back, as men will look 
back on the upshot of their life, was well contented with that 
upshot, as regarded his eldest offshoot, the Rev. Mark Robarts, 
the vicar of Framley. 

But little has as yet been said, personally, as to our hero 
bimself| and perhaps it may not be necessary to say mueh^ 
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Let us hope that by degrees he may come forth upon the 
canraBy showing to the beholder the nature of the man 
iawaidly and outwardly. Here it may suffice to say that he 
was no bom heaven's cherub, neither was he a bom fallen 
devil's spirit. Such as his training made him, such he was. 
He had large capabilities for good — ^and aptitudes also for 
evil, quite enough : quite enough to make it needful that he 
should repel temptation as temptation only can be repelled. 
Much had been done to spoil him, but in the ordinary accep- 
tation of the word he was not spoiled. He had too much 
tact, too much common sense, to belieye himself to be the 
paragon which his mother thought him. Self-conceit was 
not, perhaps, his greatest danger. Had he possessed more of 
it, he might have been a less agreeable man, but his course 
before him might on that account have been the safer. In 
person he was manly, tall, and Mr-haired, with a square 
Ibrehead, denoting intelligence rather than thought, with clear 
white hands, filbert nails, and a power of dressing himself 
in such a manner that no one should ever obserre of him 
that his clothes were either good or bad, diabby or smart. 

Such was Mark Hobarts when, at the age of twenty-five, or 
a little more, he married Fanny Monsell. The marriage was 
celebrated in his own church, for Miss Monsell had no home 
of her own, and had been staying for the last three months afc 
Framley Court. She was given away by Sir Greorge Mere- 
dith, and Lady Luflon herself saw that the wedding was what 
it should be, with almost as much care as she had bestowed 
en that of her own daughter. The deed of marrying, the 
absolute tying of the knot, was performed by ike Very 
Beyerend the Dean of fiarchester, an esteemed friend of Lady 
Lufton*8. And Mrs. Arabin, the dean's wife, was of the 
party, though the distance from Barchester to Framley is 
long, and the roads deep, and no railway lends its assistance. 
And Lord Lufton was there of course ; and people pix)tested 
that he would surely fall in love with one of the four beau- 
tiful bridesmaids, of whom Blanche Kobarts, the vicar's 
second sister, was by common acknowledgment by far the 
most beautifiil. And l^ere was there another and a yoimger 
sister of Mark's — ^who did not officiate at the ceremony, 
though she was present — and of whom no prediction was 
made, seeing that she was then only sixteen, but of whom 
mention is made here, as it will come to pass that my readers 
will know her hereafter. Her name was Lucy Robarts. 
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And tben tbe yicar and his wifo went off on their wedding 
tour, the old curate taking care of the Framley souls the 
while. And in due time they returned ; and after a further 
interval, in due course a child was bom to them ; and then 
another; and after that came- the period at which we will 
begin our story. But before doing so, may I not assert that 
all men were right in saying all manner of good things to the 
Devonshire physician, and in praising his luck in having such 
a son? 

" You were up at the house to-day, I suppose ? " said 
Mark to his wife, as he sat stretching himself in an easy 
chair in the drawing-room, before the fire, previously to his 
dressing for dinner. It was a November evening, and he 
had been out all day, and on such occasions the aptitude for 
delay in dressing is very powerful. A strong-minded man 
goes direct from the hall door to his chamber without encoun- 
tering the temptation of the drawing-room fire. 

" No ; but Lady Lufton was down here." 

" Full of arguments in favour of Sarah Thompson?" 

" Exactly so, Mark." 

" And what did you say about Sarah Thompson ? " 

"Very little as coming from myself: but I did hint that 
you thought, or that I thought that you thought, that one of 
the regular trained schoolmistresses would be better." 

" But her ladyship did not agree ? " 

"Well, I won't exactly say that; — ^though I think that 
perhaps she did not." 

" I am sure she did not. When she has a point to carry, 
she is very fond of carrying it." 

" But then, Mark, her points are generally so good." 

" But, you see, in this affair of the school she is thinking 
more of her protegee than she does of the children." 

" Tell her that, and I am sure she will give way." And 
then again they were both silent. And the vicar having 
thoroughly warmed himself, as far as this might be done by 
facing the fire, turned round and began the operation h tergo, 

" CJome, Mark, it is twenty minutes past six. Will you go 
and dress?" 

" I'll tell you what, Fanny : she must have her way about 
Sarah Thompson, You can see her to-morrow and tell 
her so." 

" I am sure, Mark, I would not give way, if I thought it 
wrong. Nor would she expect it." 
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" If I persist this time, I shall certainly have to yield the 
next ; and then the next may probably be more important.'* 
" But if it's wrong, Mark ? " 

" I didn't say it was wrong. Besides, if it is wrong, wrong 
in some infinitesimal degree, one must put up with it. Sarah 
Thompson is very respectable ; the only qtiestion is whether 
she can teach." 

The young wife, though she did not say so, had some idea 
that her husband was in error. It is true that one must put 
up with wrong, with a great deal of wrong. But no one need 
put up with wrong that he can remedy. Why should he, the 
vicar, consent to receive an incompetent teacher for the parish 
• children, when he was able to procure one that was compe- 
tent? In such a case — so tfiought Mrs. Robarts to herself— 
she would have fought the matter out with Lady Luflon. On 
the next morning, however, she did as she was bid, and signi- 
fied to the dowager that all objection to Sarah Thompson would 
he "withdrawn. 

" Ah 1 I was sure he would agree with me," said her lady- 
ship, " when he learned what sort of person she is. I know I 
had only to explain ; " — ^and then she plumed her feathers, 
and was very gracious ; for to tell the truth, Lady Lufton did 
not like to be opposed in things which concerned the parish 
nearly. 

" And, Fanny,'* said Lady Lufton, in her kindest manner, 
" you are not going anywhere on Saturday, are you ? " 
" No, I think not." 

" Then you must come to us. Jnstinia is to be here, you 
know " — ^Lady Meredith was named Justinia — " and you and 
Mr. Robarts had better stay with us till Monday. He can 
We the little book-room all to himself on Sunday. Tho 
Merediths go on Monday ; and Justinia won't be happy if you 
are not with her." It would be unjust to say that Lady 
Lufton had determined not to invite the Eobartses if she were 
not allowed to have her own way about Sarah Thompson. 
Bat such would have been the result. As it was, however, 
she was aU kindness ; and when Mrs. Kobarts made some 
little excuse, saying that she was afraid she must return home 
in the evening, because of the children. Lady Lufton declared 
that there was room enough at Framley Court for baby and 
nurse, and so settled the matter in her own way, with a 
couple of nods and three taps of her umbrella. This was on 
a Tuesday morning, and on the same evening, before dinnert 
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the vicar again seated himself in the same chair before Jthe 
drawing-room fire, as soon as he had seen his horse led into 
the stable. 

" Mark," said his wife, " the Merediths are to be at Framley 
on Saturday and Sunday ; and I have promised that we will 
go up and stay over till Monday." 

" You don't mean it ! Goodness gracious, how provoking I " 

" Why ? I thought you wouldn't mind it. And Justinia 
would think it imkind if I were not there." 

" You can go, my dear, and of course will go. But as for 
me, it is impossible." 

"But why, love?" 

" Why ? Just now, at the school-house, I answered a letter 
that was brought to me from Chaldicotes. Sowerby insists on 
my going over there for a week or so ; and I have said that I 
would." 

" Go to Chaldicotes for a week, Mark ? " 

" I believe I have even consented to ten days." 

" And be away two Sundays ? " 

" No, Fanny, only one. Don't be so censorious." 

" Don't call me censorious, Mark ; you know I am not so. 
But I am so sorry. It is just what Lady Luflon won't like. 
Besides, you were away in Scotland two Sundays last month." 

" In September, Fanny. And that is being censorious." 

." Oh, but, Mark, dear Mark ; don't say so. You know I 
don't mean it. But Lady Luflon does not like those Chaldi- 
cotes people. You know Lord Luflon was with you the last 
time you were there ; and how annoyed she was 1 " 

" Lord Luflon won't be with me now, for he is still in Scot- 
land. And the reason why I am going is this : Harold Smith 
and his wife will be there, and I am very anxious to know 
more of them. I have no doubt that Harold Smith will be in 
the government some day, and I cannot afford to neglect sucb 
a man's acquaintance." 

" But, Mark, what do you want of any government ? " 

" Well, Fanny, of course I am bound to say that I want 
nothing ; neither in one sense do I ; but, nevertheless, I shall 
go and meet the Harold Smiths." 

" Could you not be back before Sunday?" 

" I have promised to preach at Chaldicotes. Harold Smith 
is. going to lecture at Barchester, about the Australasian archi- 
pelago, and I am to preach a charity sermon on the same 
subject. They want to send out more missionaries." 
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''A cLaiitj sermon at Chaldicotes !" 

"And why not ? The house will be quite full, you know ; 
and I dare say the Arabins will be there." 

*' I think not ; Mrs. Arabin may get on with Mrs. Harold 
Smith, though I doubt that ; but Pm sure she^s not fond of 
Mns. Smith's brother. I don't think she would stay at Chal- 
dicotes." 

" And the bishop will probably be there for a day or two.** 
"That is much more likely, Mark. If the pleasure of 
meeting Mrs. Proudie is taking you to Chaldicotes, I have not 
a word more to say." 

"I am not a bit more fond of Mrs. Proudie than you are, 
Fanny," said the vicar, with something like vexation in the 
tone of his voice, for he thought that his wife was hard upon 
him. << But it is generally thought that a parish clergyman 
ddes well to meet his bishop now and then. And as I was 
invited there, especially to preach while all these people are 
staying at the place, I could not well refuse." Ajid then he 
got up, and taking his candlestick, escaped to his dressing- 
room. 

" But what am I to say to Lady Luflon ? " his wife said to 
Mm, in the course of the evening. 

" Just write her a note, and tell her that you find I had 
promised to preach at Chaldicotes next Sunday. You'll go 
of course?" 

" Yes : but I know she'll be annoyed. You were away the 
^t time she had people there.'* 

" It can't be helped. She mus^ put it down against Sarah 
^^ompson. She ought not to expect to win always." 

"lahould not have minded it, if she had lost, as you call 
'^ about Sai-ah Thompson. That was a case in which you 
^•^ht to have had your own way." 

"And this other is a case in which I shall have it. It's a 
pity that there should be such a difference ; isn't it ? 

Then the wife perceived that, vexed as she was, it would 
^ better that she should say nothing further ; and before she 
^ent to bed, she wrote the note to Lady Luflon, as her hus- 
band recommended. 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE FRAMLEY SET, AND THE OHALDICOTES SET. 

It will bo necessary that I should say a word or two of some 
of the people named in the few preceding pages, and also of 
the localities in which they lived. Of Lady Lufton herself 
enongh, perhaps, has been written to introduce her to my 
readers. The Framley property belonged to her son ; but as 
Lufton Park — an ancient ramshackle place in another county 
— ^had heretofore been the family residence of the Lufton 
family, Framley Court had been apportioned to her for her 
residence for life. Lord Lufton himself was still unmarried ; 
and as he had no establishment at Lufton Park — which indeed 
had not been inhabited since his grandfather died — ^he lived 
with his mother when it suited him to live anywhere in that 
neighbourhood. The widow would fain have seen more of him 
than he allowed her to do. He had a shooting lodge in Scot- 
land, and apartments in London, and a string of hoi'ses in 
Leicestershire — much to the disgust of the county gentry 
around him, who held that their own hunting was as good as 
any that England could afford. His lordship, however, paid 
his subscription to the East Barsetshire pack, and then thought 
himself at liberty to follow his own pleasure as to his own 
amusement. 

Framley itself was a pleasant country place, having about 
it nothing of seignorial dignity or grandeur, but possessing 
everything necessary for the comfort of country life. The 
house was a low building of two stories, built at different 
periods, and devoid of all pretensions to any style of archi- 
tecture; but the rooms, though not lofty, were warm and 
comfortable, and the gardens were trim and neat beyond all 
others in the county. Indeed, it was for its gardens only that 
Framley Court was celebrated. Village there was none, pro- 
perly speaking. The high road went winding about through 
the Framley paddocks, shrubberies, and wood-skirted home 
fields, for a mile and a half, not two hundred yards of which 
ran in a straight line ; and there was a cross-road which passed 
down through the domain, whereby there came to be a locality 
called Framley Cross, Here stood the "Lufton Arms," and 
here, at Framley Cross, the hounds occasionally would meet ; 
for the Framley woods were drawn in spite of the young lord's 
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tmant disposition ; and then, at the Cross also, lived the shoe* 
maker, who kept the post-office. 

Framley church was distant from this just a quarter of a 
mile, and stood immediately opposite to the chief entrance to 
Framley Court. It was but a mean, ugly building, having 
been erected about a hundred years since, when all churches 
then built were made to be mean and ugly ; nor was it large 
enough for the congregation, some of whom were thus driven 
to the dissenting chapels, the Sions and Ebenezers, which had 
got themselves established on each side of the parish, in put- 
ting down which Lady Luflon thought that her pet parson 
was hardly as energetic as he might be. It was, therefore, a 
matter near to Lady Luflon's heart to see a new church built, 
and she was urgent in her eloquence both with her son and 
with the vicar, to have this good work commenced. 

Beyond the church, but close to it, were the boys* school 
and girls' school, two distinct buildings, which owed their 
erection to Lady Luilon's energy; then came a neat little 
grocer's shop, the neat grocer being the clerk and sexton, and 
the neat grocer's wife, the pew-opener in the church. Podgens 
was their name, and they were great favourites with her lady- 
Bbip, both having been servants up at the house. And hei*e 
the road took a sudden turn to the left, turning, as it were, 
away from Framley Court ; and just beyond the turn was the 
vicarage, so that there was a little garden path running from 
the back of the vicarage grounds into the churchyard, cutting 
the Podgens off into an isolated comer of their own ; — ^from 
whence, to tell the truth, the vicar would have been glad to 
banish them and their cabbages, could he have had the power 
to do so. For has not the small vineyard of Naboth been 
always an eyesore to neighbouring potentates ? 

The potentate in this case had as little excuse as Ahab, for 
nothing in the parsonage way could be more perfect than his 
parsonage. It had all the details requisite for the house of a 
moderate gentleman with moderate means, and none of those 
expensive superfluities which immoderate gentlemen demand, 
or which themselves demand immoderate means. And then 
the gardens and paddocks were exactly suited to it ; and 
everything was in good order ; — not exactly new, so as to be 
raw and uncovered, and redolent of workmen ; but just at 
that era of their existence in which newness gives way to 
comfortable homeliness. 

Other village at Framley there was none. At the back of 
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the Court, up one of those cross-roads, there was another 
small shop or two, and there was a very neat cottage resi- 
dence, in which lived the widow of a former curate, another 
protege of Lady Luilon's ; and there was a big, staring, brick 
house, in which the present curate lived ; but this was a full 
mile distant from the church, and farther from Fi*amley Court, 
standing on that cross-road which runs from Framley Cross 
in a direction away from the mansion. This gentleman, the 
Rev. Evan Jones, might, from his age, have been the vicar's 
&ther ; but he had been for many years curate of Framley ; 
and though he was personally disliked by Lady Lutton, as 
being I^ow Church in his principles, and unsightly in his 
appearance, nevertheless, she would not urge his removal. He 
had two or three pupils in that large brick house, and, if 
turned out from these and from his curacy, might find it diffi- 
cult to establish himself elsewhere. On this account mercy 
was extended to the liev. E. Jones, and, in spite of his red 
&ce and aw^kward big feet, he was invited to dine at Framley 
Court, with his plain daughter, once in every three months. 

Over and above these, there was hardly a house in the 
parish of Framley, outside the bounds of Framley Court, 
except those of farmers and farm labourers; and yet the parish 
was of large extent. 

Framley is in the eastern division of the county of Barset- 
shire, which, as all the world knows, is, politically speaking, 
as true blue a county as any in England. There have been 
backslidings even here, it is true ; but then, in what county 
have there not been such backslidings? Where, in these 
pinchbeck days, can we hope to find the old agricultural 
virtue in all its purity? But, among those backsliders, I 
regret to say, that men now reckon Lord Lufton. Not that he 
is a violent Whig, or perhaps that he is a Whig at all. But 
he jeers and sneers at the old county doings ; declares, when 
solicited on the subject, that, as far as he is concerned, Mr. 
Bright may sit for the county, if he pleases ; and alleges, that 
being unfortunately a peer, he has no right even to interest 
himself in the question. All this is deeply regretted, for, in 
the old days, there was no portion of the county more 
decidedly true blue than that Framley district ; and, indeed, 
up to the present day, the dowager is able to give an occasional 
helping hand. 

Chaldicotes is the seat of Nathaniel Sowerby, Esq., who, 
at the moment supposed to be now present, is one of the 
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members for the Western Division of Barsetshire. Bat this 
Western Diyision can boast none of the fine political attri- 
butes which grace its twin brother. It is decidedly Whig, 
and is almost governed in its politics by one or two great 
Whig ^milies. It has been said that Mark Eobarts was about 
to pay a visit to Ghaldicotes, and it has been hinted that his 
mie would have been as well pleased had this not been the 
case. Such was certsdnly the fact; £>r she, dear, prudent, 
excellent wife as she was, knew that Mr. Sowerby was not 
the most eligible friend in the world for a young cleigyman, 
and knew, sdso, that there was but one other house in the 
whole county the name of which was so distasteful to Lady 
Luflon. The reasons for this were, I^may say, manifold. In 
the first place, Mr. Sowerby was a Whig, and was seated in 
Parliament mainly by the interest of that great Whig autocrat 
the Duke of Omnium, whose residence was more dangerous 
even than that of Mr. Sowerby, and whom Lady Luflon 
regarded as an impcraonation of Lucifer upon ea^th. Mr. 
Sowerby, too, was unmarried — as indeed, also, was Lord 
Lufton, much to his mother's grief. Mr. Sowerby, it is true, 
was fifl^, whereas the young lord was as yet only twenty-six, 
but, nevertheless, her ladyship was becoming anxious on the 
subject. In her mind every man was bound to marry as soon 
as he could maintain a wife ; and she held an idea — ^a quite 
private tenet, of which she was herself but imperfectly con- 
scious — that men in general were inclined to neglect this duty 
for their own selfish gratifications, that the wicked ones 
encouraged the more innocent in this neglect, and that many 
wotdd not marry at all, were not an unseen coercion exercised 
agsuDstthem by the other sex. The Duke of Omnium was 
the very head of all such sinners, and Lady Lufion greatly 
feared that her son might be made subject to the baneful 
Omnium influence, by means of Mr. Sowerby and Chaldicotes. 
And then Mr. Sowerby was known to be a very poor man, 
with a very large estate. He had wasted, men said, much on 
electioneering, and more in gambling. A considerable portion 
of his property had already gone into the hands of the duke, 
who, as a rule, bought up everything around him that was to 
be purchased. Indeed it was said of him by his enemies, that 
so covetous was he of Barsetshire property, that he would 
lead ar young neighbour on to his ruin, in order that he might 
get his land. Wfiiat — oh ! what if he should come to be pos- 
sessed in this way of any of the fair acres of Eramley Court 7 
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What if he should become possessed of them all ? It can 
hardly be wondered at that Lady Luflon should not like 
Chaldicotes. 

The Chaldicotes set, as Lady Luflon called them, were in 
every .way opposed to what a set should be according to her 
ideas. She liked cheerful, quiet, well-to-do people, who loved 
their Church, their country, and their Queen, and who were 
not too anxious to make a noise in the world. She desired 
that all the farmers round her should be able to pay their 
rents without trouble, that all the old women should have 
warm flannel petticoats, that the working men should be 
saved from rheumatism by healtfiy food and dry houses, that 
they should all be obedient to their pastors and masters — 
temporal as well as spiritual. That was her idea of loving 
her country. She desired also that the copses should be full 
of pheastmts, the stubble-fielci of partridges, and the gorse 
covers of foxes; in that way, also, she loved her country. 
She had ardently longed, during that Crimean war, that the 
Russians might be beaten — but not by the French, to the 
exclusion of the English, as had seemed to her to be too 
much the case ; and hardly by the English under the 
dictatorship of Lord Palmerston. Indeed, she had had but 
little faith in that war aAier Lord Aberdeen had been expelled. 
If, indeed. Lord Derby could have come in I But now as to 
this Chaldicotes set. After all, there was nothing so very 
dangerous about them; for it was in London, not in the 
country, that Mr. Sowerby indulged, if he did indulge, his 
bachelor mal-practices. Speaking of them as a set, the chief 
offender was Mr. Harold Smith, or perhaps his wife. He 
also was a member of Parhament, and, as many thought, a 
rising man. His father had been for many years a debater in 
the House, and had held high office. Harold, in early life, 
had intended himself for the cabinet; and if working hard 
at his trade could ensure success, he ought to obtain it sooner 
or later. He had already filled more than one subordinate 
station, had been at the Treasury, and for a month or two at 
the Admiralty, astonishing official mankind by his diligence. 
Those last-named few months had been under Lord Aberdeen, 
with whom he had been forced to retire. He was a younger 
son, and not possessed of any large fortune. Politics, as a 
profession, was, therefore, of importance to him. He had in * 
early life married a sister of Mr. Sowerby; and as the lady was 
8ome six or seven years older than himself, and had brought 
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with her but a scanty dowry, people thought that in this 
matter Mr. Harold Smith had not been perspicadouci. Mr. 
Haxold Smith was not personally a popular man with any 
party, though some judged him to be eminently useful. He 
was laborious, well-informed, and, on the whole, honest ; but 
he was conceited, long-winded, and pompous. 

Mrs. Harold Smith was the very opposite of her lord. She 
was a clever, bright woman, good-looking for her time of 
life — and she was now over forty — ^with a keen sense of the 
value of all worldly things, and a keen relish for all the 
world's pleasures. She was neither laborious, nor well- 
informed, nor perhaps altogether honest — ^what woman ever 
understood the necessity or recognized the advantage of poli- 
tical honesty ? but then she was neither dull nor pompous, 
and if she was conceited, she did not show it. She was a 
disappointed woman, as regards her husband ; seeing that she 
had married him on the speculation that he would at once 
become politically important ; and as yet Mr. Smith had not 
quite fulfilled the prophecies of his early life. 

And Lady Lufton, when she spoke of the Chaldicotes set, 
distinctly included, in her own mind, the Bishop of Barchester, 
and his wife and daughter. Seeing that Bishop Proudie was, 
of course, a man much addicted to religion and to religious 
thinking, and that Mr.Sowerby himself had no peculiar reli- 
gious sentiments whatever, there would not at first sight 
appear to be ground for much intercourse, and perhaps there 
was not much of such intercourse; but Mrs. Proudie and 
Mrs. Harold Smith were firm friends of four or five years' 
standing — ever since the Proudies came into the diocese ; and 
therefore the bishop was usually taken to Chaldicotes when- 
ever Mrs. Smith paid her brother a visit. Now Bishop Proudie 
was by no means a High Church dignitary, and Lady Luflon 
bad never forgiven him for coming into that diocese. She 
had, instinctively, a high respect for the episcopal ofiSce ; but 
of Bishop Proudie himself she hardly thought better than she 
did of Mr. Sowerby, or of that fabricator of evil, the Duke 
of Omnium. Whenever Mr. Robarts would plead that in 
going anywhere he would have the benefit of meeting the 
biahop, Lady LuHon would slightly curl her upper lip. She 
could not say in words that Bishop Proudie — bishop as he 
certainly must be called — was no better than he ought to 
be; but by that curl of her lip she did explain to those 
who knew hex that such was the imier feeling of her heart. 
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And then it was understood — Mark Robarts, at least, had 
80 heard, and the information soon reached Framley Court — 
that Mr. Supplehouse was to make one of the Chaldicotes 
party. Now Mr. Supplehouse was a worse companion for a 
gentlemanlike, young, High Church, conservative county par- 
son than even Harold Smith. He also was in Parliament, 
and had been extolled during the early days of that Kussian 
wat by some portion of the metropolitan daily press, as the 
only man who could save -the country. Let him be in the 
ministry, the Jupiter had said, and there would be some hope 
of reform, some chance that England's ancient glory would 
not be allowed in these perilous times to go headlong to 
oblivion. And upon this the ministry, not anticipating much 
salvation from Mr. Supplehouse, but willing, as they usually 
are, to have the Jupiter at their back, did send for that gen- 
tleman, and gave him some footing among them. But how 
can a man born to save a nation, and to lead a people, be 
content to fill the chair of an under-secretary ? Supplehouse 
was not content, and soon gave it to be understood that his 
place was much higher than any yet tendered to him. The 
seals of high office, or war to the knife, was the alternative 
which he offered to a much-belaboured Head of AfiPairs — 
nothing doubting that the Head of Affairs would recognize, 
the claimant's value, and would have before his eyes a whole- 
some fear of the Jupiter, But the Head of Affairs, much 
belaboured as he was, knew that he might pay too Irigh even 
for Mr. Supplehouse and the Jupiter ; and the saviour of the 
nation was told that he might swing his tomahawk. Since 
that time he had been swinging his tomahawk, but not with 
so much effect as had been anticipated. He also was veiy 
intimate with Mr. Sowerby, and was decidedly one of the 
Chaldicotes set. And there were many others included in 
the stigma whose sins were political or religious rather than 
moral. But they were gall and wormwood to Lady Lufcon, 
who regarded them as children of the Lost One, and who 
grieved with a mother's grief when she knew that her son was 
among them, and felt all a patron's anger when she heard 
that her clerical protege was about to seek such society. 
Mrs. Bobarts might well say that Lady Lufton would be 
annoyed. 

"You .won't call at the house before you go, will you?" 
the wife asked on the following morning. He was to start 
atUx lunch on that day, driving himself in his own gi$y so aa 
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to reach Ghaldiootesy some twenty-four miles distant, before 
dinner. 

" No, I think not. What good should I do 7 
'^ Wei], I can't explain; but I think I should call: partlj, 
perhaps, to show her that, as I had determined to go, I was not 
afraid of telling her so." 

" Afraid I That's nonsense, Fanny. Fm not afraid of her. 
But I don't soe why I should bring down upon myself the 
disagreeable things she will S9.y. Besides, I have not time. 
I must walk up and see Jones about the duties ; and then, 
what with getting ready, I shall have enough to do to get off 
in time." 

He paid his visit to Mr. Jones, the curate, feeling no 
qualms of conscience there, as he rather boasted of all the 
members of Parliament he was going to meet, and of the 
bishop who would be with them. Mr. Evan Jones was only 
his curate, and in speaking to him on the matter he could 
talk as though it were quite the proper thing for a vicar to 
meet his bishop at the house of a county member. And one 
would be inclined to say that it was proper : only why could 
he not talk of it in the same* tone to Lady Liiflon ? And 
then, having kissed his wife and children, he drove off, well 
pleased with his prospect for the coming ten days, but already 
anticipating some discomfort on his return. 

On the three following days, Mrs. Hobarta did not meet 
her ladyship. She did not exactly take any steps to avoid 
such a meeting, but she did not purposely go up to the big 
house. She went to her school as usual, and made one or two 
calls among the farmers' wives, but put no foot within the 
Framley Court grounds. She was braver than her husband, 
but even she did not wish to anticipate the evil day. On the 
Saturday, just before it began to get dusk, when she was 
thinking of preparing for the fatal plunge, her friend, Lady 
Meredith, came to her. 

'^ So, Fanny, we shall again be so unfortunate as to miss 
Mr, Robarts," said her ladyship. 

" Yes. Did you ever know anything so imlucky ? But 
he had promised Mr. Sowerby before he heard that you were 
coming. Pray do not think that he would have gone away 
had he known it." 

" We should have been sorry to keep him from so much 
more amusing a party." 

"Now Justinia, you are tuiMr. You intend to imply 
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that he has gone to Ghaldicotes, because he likes it better 
than Framley Court ; but that is not the case. I hope Lady 
Luflon does not think that it is.*' 

Lady Meredith laughed as she put her arm round her 
friend's waist. " Don't lose your eloquence in defending him 
to me," she said. " You'll want all that for my mother." 

" But is your mother angry ? " asked Mrs. Robarts, show- 
ing by her countenance how eager she was for true tidings on 
the subject. 

"Well, Fanny, you know her ladyship as well as I do. 
She thinks so very highly of the vicar of Framley, that she 
does begrudge him to those politicians at Chaldicotes." 

" But, Justinia, the bishop is to be there, you know." 

" I don't think that that consideration wiU at all reconcile 
my mother to the gentleman's absence. He ought to be very 
proud, I know, to find that he is so much thought of. But 
come, Fanny, I want you to walk back with me, and you can 
dress at the house. And now we'll go and look at the 
children." 

After that, as they walked together to Framley Court, Mrs. 
Hobarts made her friend promise that she would stand by 
her if any serious attack were made on the absent clergyman. 

"Are you going up to your room at once?" said the 
vicar's wife, as soon as they were inside the porch leading into 
the haJl. Lady Meredith immediately knew what her friend 
meant, and decided that the evil day should not be postponed. 
" We had better go in and have it over," she said, " and then 
we shall be comfortable for the evening." So the drawing- 
room door was opened, and there was Lady Lufton alone upon 
the sofa. 

" Now, mamma," said the daughter, " you mustn't scold 
Fanny much about Mr. Robarts. He has gone to preach a 
charity sermon before the bishop, and, under those circum- 
stances, perhaps, he could not refuse." This was a stretch on 
the part of Lady Meredith — put in with much good-nature, 
no doubt ; but still a stretch ; for no one had supposed that 
the bishop would remain at Chaldicotes for the Sunday. 

" How do you do, Fanny ? " said Lady Lufton, getting up. 
" I am not going to scold her ; and I don't know how you can 
talk such nonsense, Justinia. Of course, we are very sorry not 
to have Mr. Robarts ; more especially as he was not here the 
last Sunday that Sir George was with us. I do like to see 
Mr. Robarts in his own church, certainly ; and I don't like 
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anj other clergyman there as well. If Fanny takes that for 
scolding, why " 

" Oh ! no, Lady Lufton ; and it's so kind of you to say so. 
Bat Mr. Hobarts was so sorry that he had accepted this invi- 
taticn to Chaldicotes, before he heard that Sir George was 
coming, and " 

" Oh, I know that Chaldicotes has great attractions which 
we cannot offer," said Lady Lufton. 

" Indeed, it was not that. But he was asked to preach, 

you know; and Mr. Harold Smith " Poor Fanny was 

only making it worse. Had she been worldly wise, she 
would have accepted the little compUment implied in Lady 
Lufton's first rebuke, and then have held her peace. 

" Oh, yes ; the Harold Smiths I They are irresistible," I 
know. How could any man refuse to join a X)arty, graced 
both by Mrs. Harold Smith and Mrs. Proudie — even though 
his duty should require him to stay away ? " 

" Now, mamma " said Justinia. 

" Well, my dear, what am I to say ? You would not wish 
me to tell a fib. I don't like Mrs. Harold Smith — at least, 
what I hear of her ; for it has not been my fortime to meet 
her since her marriage. It may be conceited ; but to own 
the truth, I think that Mr. Bobarts would be better off with 
US at Framley than with the Harold Smiths at Chaldicotes — 
even though Mrs. Proudie be thrown into the bargain." 

It was nearly dark, and therefore the rising colour in the 
fece of Mrs. Robarts could not be seen. She, however, was 
too good a wife to hear these things said without some anger 
^t^ her bosom. She could bhmte her husband in her own 
xnind ; but it was intolerable to her that others should blame 
Um in her hearing. 

"He would undoubtedly be better off," she said; "but 
then, Lady Lufton, people can't always go exactly where they 
will be best off. Gentlemen sometimes must " 

" ^ell — ^well, my dear, that will do. He has not taken 
you, at any rate ; and so we will forgive him." And Lady 
Lufton kissed her. " As it is," — and she affected a low whisper 
between the two young wives — " as it is, we must e'en put 
up with poor old Evan Jones. He is to be here to-night, and 
We liiust go and dress to receive him." 

And so tliey went off. Lady Lufton was quite good 
enough at heart to like Mrs. Robarts all the better for stand- 
ing up for her absent lord. 
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CHAPTER III. 
OHALDICOTES. 

Ghaldicotes is a house of much more pretension than Fram- 
ley Court. Indeed, if one looks at the ancient marks about 
it, rather than at those of the present day, it is a place of very 
considerable pretension. There is an old forest, not altogether 
belonging to the property, but attached to it, called the Chase 
of Ghaldicotes. A portion of this forest comes up close behind 
the mansion, and of itself gives a character and celebrity to 
the place. The Chase of Ghaldicotes— the greater part of it, 
at least — ^is, as all the world knows. Crown property, and now, 
in these utilitarian days, is to be disforested. In former times 
it was a great forest, stretching half across the country, almost 
as &.r as Silverbridge; and there are bits of it, here and there, 
still to be seen at intervals throughout the whole distance; 
but the larger remaning portion, consisting of aged hollow 
oaks, centuries old, and wide- spreading withered beeches, 
stands in the two parishes of Ghaldicotes and Uffley. People 
still come from afar to see the oaks of Ghaldicotes, and to hear 
their feet rustle among the thick autumn leaves. But they will 
soon come no longer. The giants of past ages are to give way 
to wheat and turnips ; a ru&less Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
disregarding old associations and rural beauty, requires money 
returns from the lands ; and the Chase of Ghaldicotes is to 
vanish from the earth's surface. 

Some part of it, however, is the private property of Mr. 
Sowerby, who hitherto, through all his pecuniary distresses, 
has managed to save from the axe and the auction-mart that 
portion of his paternal heritage. The house of Ghaldicotes 
is a large stone building, probably of the time of Charles the 
Second. It is approached on both fronts by a heavy .double 
flight of stone steps. In the front of the house a long, solemn, 
straight avenue through a double row of lime-trees, leads away 
to lodge-gates, which stand in the centre of the village ot 
Ghaldicotes ; but to the rear the windows open upon four dif- 
ferent vistas, which run down through the forest : four open 
green rides, which all converge together at a large iron gate- 
way, the barrier which divides the private groimds from the 
Chase. The Sowerbys, for many generations, have been 
rangers of the Chase of Ghaldicotes, thus having almost as 
wide an authority over the Crpwn forest as over their 
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own. But now all this is to cease, for the forest will be dis- 



It iras nearly dark as Mark Robarts droye np through the 
avenue of lime-trees to the hall-door ; but it was easy to see 
ih&k the house, which was dead and silent as the grave through 
nine months of the year, was now alive in all its parts. There 
were lights in many of the windows, and a noise of voices 
came from the stables, and servants were moving about, and 
dogs barked, and the dark gravel before the front steps was cut 
up with many a coach- wheel. 

" Oh, be that you, sir, Mr. Robarts?" said a groom, taking 
the parson's horse by the head, and touching his own hat. '* I 
hope I see your reverence well ? " 

"^ Quite well, Bob, thank you. All well at Ghaldicotes 7 " 

"Pretty bobbish, Mr. Robarts. Deal of life going on here 
now, sir. The bishop and his lady came this morning." 

" Oh — ^ah — ^yes I I understood they were to be here. Any 
of the young ladies ? " 

" One young lady. Miss Olivia, I think they call her, your 
reverence." 

"And how's Mr. Sowerby ?" 

" Very well, your reverence. He, and Mr. Harold Smith, 
and Mr. Fothergill — ^that's the duke's man of business, you 
know — is getting off their horses now in the stable-yard 
there?" 

" Home from hunting— eh. Bob ?" 

" Tes, sir, just home, this minute." And then Mr. Robarts 
walked into the house, his portmanteau following on a foot- 
boy's shoulder. 

It will be seen that our young vicar was very intimate at 
Cbaldiootes; so much so that the groom knew him, and talked 
to him about the people in the house. Yes ; he was intimate 
there : much more than he had given the Framley people to 
understand. Not that he had wilfully and overtly deceived 
anyone; not that he had ever spoken a false word about 
Ghaldicotes. But he had never boasted at home that he and 
Sowerby were near allies. Neither had he told them there 
how often Mr. Sowerby and Lord Luilon were together in 
London. Why trouble women with such matters? Why 
annoy so excellent a woman as Lady Luflon? And then 
Mr. Sowerby was one whose intimacy few young men would 
wish to reject. He was fifty, and had lived, perhaps, not the 
most salutary life ; but he dressed young, and usually looked 
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well. He was bald, with a good forehead, and sparkling moist 
ejes. He was a clever man, and a pleasant companion, and 
always good-humoured when it so suited him. He was a 
gentleman, too, of high breeding and good birth, whose ances- 
tors had been known in that county — longer, the farmers 
around would boast, than those of any other landowner in 
it, unless it be the Thomes of Ullathome, or perhaps the 
Greshams of Greshamsbury — much longer than the De 
Courcys at Courcy Castle. As for the Duke of Omnium, 
he, comparatively speaking, was a new man. And then he 
was a member of Parliament, a friend of some men in power, 
and of others who might be there ; a man who could talk 
about the world as one knowing the matter of which he 
talked. And moreover, whatever might be his ways of life 
at other times, when in the presence of a clergyman he rarely 
made himself offensive to clerical tastes. He neither swore, 
nor brought his vices on the carpet, nor sneered at the faith 
of the Church. If he was no churchman himself, he at least 
knew how to live with those who were. • 

How was it possible that such a one a.s our vicar should 
not relish the intimacy of Mr. Sowerby ? It might be very 
well, he would say to himself, for a woman like Lady Lufton 
to turn up her nose at him — for Lady Lufton, who spent ten 
months of the year at Framley Court, and who during those 
ten months, and for the matter of that, during the two months 
also which she spent in London, saw no one out of her own 
set. Women did not understand such things, the vicar said 
to himself; even his own wife — ^good, and nice, and sensible, 
and intelligent as she was — even she did not understand that 
a man in the world must meet all sorts of men ; and that in 
these days it did not do for a clergyman to be a hermit. 
'Twas thus that Mark Robarts argued when he found himself 
called upon to defend himself before the bar of his own con- 
science for going to Chaldicotes and increasing his intimacy 
with Mr. Sowerby. He did know that Mr. Sowerby was a 
dangerous man ; he was aware that he was over head and ears 
in debt, and that he had already entangled young Lord Lufton 
in some pecuniary embarrassment ; his conscience did tell him 
that it would be well for him, as one of Christ's soldiers, to 
look out for companions of a different stamp. But neverthe- 
less he went to Chaldicotes, not satisfied with. himself indeed, 
but repeating to himself a great many arguments why he 
should be so satisfied. 
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He was shown into the drawing-room at once, and there 
he found Mrs. Harold Smith, with Mrs. and Miss Proudie^ 
and a lady whom he had never before seen, and whose name 
he did not at first bear mentioned. 

''Is that Mr. Robarts?" said Mrs. Harold Smith, getting 
up to greet him, and screening her pretended ignorance under 
the veil of the darkness. " And have you really driven over 
four-and-twenty miles of Barsetshire roads on such a day as 
this to assist us in our little difficulties 7 Well, we can pro- 
mise you gratitude at any rate." And then the vicar shook 
hands with Mrs. Proudie, in that deferential manner which 
is due from a vicar to his bishop's wife ; and Mrs. Proudie 
returned the greeting with all that smiling condescension 
which a bishop's wife should show to a vicar. Miss Proudie 
was not quite so civil. Had Mr. Kobarts been still unmarried, 
she also could have smiled sweetly ; but she had been exer- 
cising smiles on clei^ymen too long to waste them now on 
a married parish parson. 

'' And what are the difficulties, Mrs. Smith, in which I am 
to assist you ? " 

"We have six or seven gentlemen here, Mr. Robarts, and 
they always go out hunting before breakfast, and they never 
come back — I was going to say — ^till after dinner. I wish it 
were so, for then we should not have to wait for them." 

"Excepting Mr. Supplehouse, you know," said the un* 
known lady, in a loud voice. 
" And he is generally shut up in the library, writing articles." 
" He'd be better employed if he were trying to break his 
neck like the others," said the unknown lady. 

"Only he would never succeed," says Mrs. Harold Smith. 
"Bat perhaps, Mr. Kobarts, you are as bad as the rest; 
perhaps you, too, will be hunting to-morrow.'* 

"My dear Mrs. Smith I" said Mrs. Proudie, in a lon^ 
denoting plight reproach, and modified horror. 

"Ohl I forgot. No, of course, you won't be hunting 
Mr. Robarts ; you'll only be wishing that you could." 
" Why can't he ? " said the lady, with a loud voice. 
" My dear Miss Dunstable 1 a clergyman hunt, while he is 
staying in the same house with the bishop? Think of the 
proprieties ! " 

"Oh — ahl Thfe bishop wouldn't like it— wouldn't he? 
Now, do tell me, sir, what would the bishop do to you if you 
did hunt?*' 



> 
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<'It would depend upon his mood at the time, madam/* 
aaid Mr. Robarts. " If that were very stern, he might per- 
haps have me beheaded before the palace gates." 

Mrs. Proudie drew herself up in her chair, showing that 
she did not like the tone of the conversation ; and Misd 
Proudie fixed her eyes vehemently on her book, showing that 
Miss Dunstable and her conversation were both beneath her 
notice. 

" If these gentlemen do not mean to break their necks to- 
night," said Mrs. Harold Smith, " I wish they'd let us know 
it. It's half-past six already." And then Mr. Hobarts gave 
them to tmderstand that no such catastrophe could be looked 
for that day, as Mr. Sowerby and the other sportsmen were 
within the stable-yard when he entered the door. 

"Then, ladies, we may as well dress," said Mrs. Harold 
Smith. But as she moved towards the door, it opened, and a 
short gentleman, with a slow, quiet step, entered the room ; 
but was not yet to be distinguished through the dusk by 
the eyes of Mr. Robarts. " Oh 1 bishop, is that you ? " said 
Mrs. Smith. " Here is one of the luminaries of your diocese." 
And then the bishop, feeling through the dark, made his way 
up to the vicar and shook him cordially by the hand. " He 
was delighted to meet Mr. Robarts at Chaldicotes," he said — 
" quite delighted. Was he not going to preach on behalf of 
the Papuan Mission next Simday 7 Ah I so he, the bishop, 
had heard. It was a good work, an excellent work." And 
then Dr. Proudie expressed himself as much grieved that he 
could not remain at Chaldicotes, and hear the sermon. It 
was plain that his bishop thought no ill of him on accoimt of 
his intimacy with Mr. Sowerby. But then he felt in his own 
heart that he did not much regard his bishop's opinion. 

" Ah, Robarts, I'm delighted to see you," said Mr. Sowerby, 
when they met on the drawing-room rug before dinner. 
" You know Harold Smith ? Yes, of course you do. Well, 
who else is there ? Oh ! Supplehouse. Mr. Supplehouse, 
allow me to introduce to you my friend Mr. Robarts. It is 
he who will extract the five-pound note out of your pocket 
next Sunday for these poor Papuans whom we are going to 
Christianize. That is, if Harold Smith does not finish the 
work out of hand at his Saturday lecture. And, Robarts, 
you have seen the bishop, of coiu-se : " this he said in a 
whisper. " A fine thing to be a bishop, isn't it ? I wish I 
had half your chance. But, my dear fellow, I've made such 
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a mistake ; I haven't got a bachelor parson for Min Proudie. 
You must help me out, and take her in to dinner." And 
then the great gong sounded, and off they went in pairs. 

At dinner Mark found himself seated between Miss Proudie 
and the lady whom he had heard named as Miss Dunstable. 
Of the former he was not very fond, and, in spite of his host's 
petition, was not inclined to play bachelor parson for her 
benefit. With the other lady he would willingly haye chatted 
daring the dinner, only that everybody else at table seemed to 
be intent on doing the same thing. She was neither young, 
nor beautiful, nor peculiarly ladylike ; yet she seemed to 
enjoy a popularity which must have excited the envy of 
Mr. Suppleliouse, and which certainly was not altogether to 
the taste of Mrs. Proudie — ^who, however, fited her as much 
as did the others. So that our clergyman found himself 
unable to obtain more than an inconsiderable share of the 
lady's attention. 

" Bishop," said she, speaking across the table, " we have 
missed you so all day ! we have had no one on earth to say a 
word to us." 

*^ My dear Miss Dunstable, had I known that But I 

really was engaged on business of some importance." 

" I don't believe in business of importance ; do you, Mrs. 
Smith?" 

" Do I not ? " said Mrs. Smith. " If you were married to 
Mr. Harold Smith for one week, you'd believe in it." 

"Should I, now? What a pity that I can't have that 
chance of improving my faith ! But you are a man of 
btisiness, also, Mr. Supplehouse ; so they tell me." And she 
turned to her neighbour on her right hand. 

"I cannot compare myself to Harold Smith," said he. 
" But perhaps I may equal the bishop." 

" What does a man do, now, when he sits himself down to 
business? How does he set about it? What are his tools? 
A quire of blotting paper, I suppose, to begin with ? " 

" That depends, I should say, on his trade. A shoemaker 
begins by waxing his thread." 

"And Mr. Harold Smith ? " 

"By counting up his yesterday's figures,' generally, I should 
say ; or else by unrolling a ball of red tape. Weil-docketed 
papers and statistical facts are his forte." 

"And what does a bishop do ? Can you tell me that ? " 

" He sends forth to his clergy either blessings or blowings- 
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up, according to the state of his digestiTe organs. Bat 
Mrs. Proudie can explain all that to jou with the greatest 
accuracy." 

'' Can she now ? I understand what you mean, but I don't 
believe a word of it. The bishop manages his own aSaira 
himself, quite as much as you do, or Mr. Harold Smith." 

" I, Miss Dunstable ? " 

" Yes, you." 

'' But I, unluckily, have not a wife to manage them for me." 

" Then you should not laugh at those who have, for you don't 
know what you may come to yourself, when you're married." 

Mr. Supplehouse began to make a pretty speech, saying 
that he would be delighted to incur any danger in that respect 
to which he might be subjected by the companionship of 
Miss Dunstable. But before he was half through it, she 
had turned her back upon him, and begun a conversation with 
Mark Kobarts. 

" Have you much work in your parish, Mr. Kobarts? " she 
asked. Now, Mark was not aware that she knew his name, 
or the fact of his having a parish, and was rather surprised by 
the question. And he had not quite liked the tone in whidi 
she had seemed to speak of the bishop and his work. His 
desire for her further acquaintance was therefore somewhat 
moderated, and he was not prepared to answer her question 
with much zeal. 

" All parish clergymen have plenty of work, if they choose 
to do it." 

" Ah, that is it ; is it not, Mr. Robarts ? If they choose to 
do it ? A great many do — many that I know, do ; and see 
what a result they have. But many neglect it — and see what 
a result they have. I think it ought to be the happiest life 
that a man can lead, that of a parish clergyman, with a wife 
and family and a sufficient income." 

" I think it is," said Mark Eobarts, asking himself whether 
the contentment accruing to him from such blessings had 
made him satisfied at all points. He had all these things of 
which Miss Dunstable spoke, and yet he had told his wife, the 
other day, that he could not afford to neglect the acquaintance 
of a rising politician like Harold Smith. 

" What I find fault with is this," continued Miss Dunstable, 
" that we expect clergymen to do their duty, and don't give 
them a sufficient income — ^give them hardly any income at 
all. Is it not a scandal, that an educated gentleman with a 
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family should be made to work half his lifey and perhaps the 
whole, for a pittance of seventy potrnda a year/' Mark said 
that it was a scandal, and thought of Mr. Evan Jones and his 
daughter; and thought also of his own worth, and his own 
house, and his own nine hundred a year. 

"And yet you clergymen ai*e so proud — aristocratic would 
be the genteel word, I know — ^that you won't take the money 
of common, ordinary poor people. You must be paid from 
land and endowments, from tithe and church property. You 
can't bring yourself to work for what you earn, as lawyers 
and doctors do. It is better that curates should starve than 
undergo such ignominy as that." 
" It is a long subject. Miss Dunstable." 
" A very long one ; and that means that I am not to say 
any more about it." 
" I did not mean that exactly." 

" Oh, but you did though, Mr. Robarts. And I can take a 
hint of that kind when I get it. You clergymen like to keep 
those long subjects for your sermons, when no one can answer 
you. Now if I have a longing heart's desire for anything at 
all in this world, it is to be able to get up into a pulpit, and 
preach a sermon." 

"You can't conceive how soon that appetite would pall 
upon you, after its first indulgence." 

" That would depend upon whether I could get people to 

listen to me. It does not pall upon Mr. Spurgeon, I suppose," 

Then her attention was called away by some question from 

Mr. Sowerby, and Mark Robarts foimd himself bound to 

«^dres3 his conversation to Miss Proudie. Miss Proudie, 

however, was not thankful, and gave him little but mono- 

fiyiiables for his pains. 

" Of course you know Harold Smith is going to give us a 
lecture about these islanders," Mr. Sowerby said to him, as 
they sat round the fire over their wine after dinner. Mark 
said that he had been so informed, and should be dehghted to 
be one of the listeners. 

" You are bound to do that, as he is going to listen to you 
the day afterwards — or, at any rate, to pretend to do so, which 
is as much as you will do for him. It '11 be a terrible bore — 
the lecture, I mean, not the sermon." And .he spoke very low 
into his friend's ear. " Fancy having to drive ten miles after 
dusk, and ten "miles back, to hear Harold Smith talk for two 
hours about Borneo I One must do it, you know." 
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'* I daresay it will be veiy interesting." 

" My dear fellow, you haven't undergone so many of these 
things as I have. But he*8 right to do it. It's his line of 
life ; and when a man begins a thing he ought to go on with 
it. Where's Lufton all this time ? " 

'^ In Scotland, when I last heard from him ; but he*8 pro- 
bably at Melton now." 

'* It's deuced shabby of him, not hunting here in his own 
county. He escapes all the bore of going to lectures, and 
giving feeds to the neighbours ; that's why he treats us so. 
He has no idea of his duty, has he 7 " 

'' Lady Lufton does all that, you know." 

" I wish I'd a Mrs. Sowerby were to do it for me. But 
then Luflon has no constituents to look afler — lucky dog I 
By-the-by, has he spoken to you about selling that outlying 
bit of land of his in Oxfordshire? It belongs to the Lufton 
property, and yet it doesn't. In my mind it gives more 
trouble than it's worth." Lord Lufton had spoken to Mark 
about this sale, and had explained to him that such a sacrifice 
was absolutely necessary, in consequence of certain pecuniary 
transactions between him. Lord Luft»n, and Mr. Sowerby. 
But it was found impracticable to complete the business with- 
out Lady Lufton's knowledge, and her son had commissioned 
Mr. Bobarts not only to inform her ladyship, but to talk her 
over, and to appease her wrath. This commission he had not 
yet attempted to execute, and it was probable that this visit 
to Chaldicotes would not do much to facilitate the business. 

'' They are the most magnificent islands under the sun," 
said Harold Smith to the bishop. 

" Are they, indeed I " said the bishop, opening his eyes 
wide, and assuming a look of intense interest. 

^* And the most intelligent people." 

'' Dear me I " said the bishop. 

" All they want is guidance, encouragement, instruction — '* 

'' And Christianity," suggested. the bishop. 

** And Christianity, of course," said Mr. Smith, remember- 
ing that he was speaking to a dignitary of the Church. It 
was well to humour such people, Mr. Smith thought. But 
the Christianity was to be done in the Sunday sermon, and 
was not part of his work. 

" And how do you intend to begin with them ? " asked 
Mr. Supplehouse, ^e business of whose life it had been to 
guggest difficulties. 
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" Begin with them-— oh— why— it's very easy to hegin with 
them. The difficulty is to go on with them, after the money 
IB all spent. We'll begin by explaining to them the benefit! 
of civilization." 

*^ Capital plan 1 " said Mr. Supplehonse. " But how do you 
set about it, Smith 7 " 

''How do we set about it ? How did we set about it with 
Australia and America 7 It is very easy to criticize ; but in 
sQcb matters the great thing is to put one's shoulder to the 
wheel" 

" We sent our felons to Australia," said Supplehonse, '' and 
they began the work for us. And as to America, we exter- 
minated the people instead of civilizing them." 

^ We did not exterminate the inhabitants of India," said 
Harold Smith, angrily. 

" Nor have we attempted to Christianize them, as the bishop 
60 properly wishes to do with your islanders." • 

" Supplehonse, you are not fair," said Mr. Sowerby, "neither 
to Harold Smith nor to us; — ^you are making him rehearse 
his lecture, which is bad for him ; and making us hear the 
rehearsal, which is bad for us." 

" Supplehonse belongs to a clique which monopolizes the 
wisdom of England," said Harold Smith, '' or, at any rate, 
thinks that it does. But the worst of them is that they are 
given to talk leading articles." 

" Better that, than talk articles which are not leading," said 
Mr. Supplehonse. " Some first-class ofiSicial men do that." 

" Shall I meet you at the duke's next week, Mr. Robarts?" 
said the bishop to him, soon after they had gone into the 
drawing-room. Meet him at the duke's! — the established 
enemy of Barsetshire mankind, as Lady Luflon regarded his 
grace 1 No idea of going to the duke's had ever entered our 
hero's mind ; nor had he been aware that the duke was about 
to entertain any one. 

''No, my lord; I think not. Indeed, I have no acquain- 
tance with his grace." 

" Oh — ah I I did not know. Because Mr. Sowerby is going; 
and so are the Harold Smiths, and, I think, Mr. Suppldouse« 
An excellent man is the duke ; — that is, as regards. all the 
county interests," added the bishop, remembering that the 
moral character of his bachelor grace was not the very best 
in the world. And then his lord^ip began to ask some ques- 
tions about the church a£^s of Fraxnley, in which a little 
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interest as to Framley Court was also mixed up, when he waa 
interrupted by a rather sharp voice, to which he instantly 
attended. 

" Bishop," said the rather sharp voice ; and the bishop 
trotted across the room to the back of the sofa, on which his 
wife was sitting. " Miss Dunstable thinks that she will be able 
to come to us for a couple of days, after we leave the duke's." 

" I shall be delighted above all things,'* said the bishop, 
bowing low to the dominant lady of the day. For be it 
known to all men, that Miss Dunstable was the great heiress 
of that name. 

** Mrs. Proudie is so very kind as to say that she will take 
me in, with my poodle, parrot, and pet old woman." 

" I tell Miss Dunstable that we shall have quite room for 
any of her suite," said Mrs. Proudie. " And that it will give 
us no trouble." 

" * The labour we delight in physics pain,' " said the gallant 
bishop, bowing low, and putting his hand upon his heart. In 
the meantime Mr. Fothergill had got hold of Mark Bobarts. 
Mr. Fothergill was a gentleman and a magistrate of the county, 
but he occupied the position of managing man on the Duke of 
Omnium's estates. He was not exactly his agent ; that is to 
say, he did not receive his rents ; but he *' managed" for him, 
saw people, went about the county, wrote letters, sapported 
the electioneering interest, did popularity when it was too 
much trouble for the duke to do it himself, and was, in fact, 
invaluable. People in West Barsetshire would ofken say that 
they did not know what on earth the duke would do, if it 
were not for Mr. Fothergill. Indeed, Mr. Fothergill was useful 
to the duke. 

" Mr. Robarts," he said, " I am very happy to have the 
pleasure of meeting you — very happy indeed. I have often 
heard of you from our friend Sowerby." Mark bowed, and 
said that he was delighted to have the honour of making Mr. 
Fothergill's acquaintance. '* I am commissioned by the Duke 
of Omnium," continued Mr. Fothergill, "to say how glad he will 
be if you will join his grace's party at Gatherum Castle next 
week. The bishop wiU be there, and indeed nearly the whole 
set who are here now. The duke would have written when 
he heard that you were to be at Chaldicotes ; but things were 
hardly quite arranged then, so his grace has left it for me to 
tell you how happy he will be to make your acquaintance 
in his own house. I have spoken to Sowerby," continued 
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Mr. Eothergill, ." and he very much hopes that 70U will be 
able to join us." 

Mark felt that his face became red when this proposition 
was made to him. The party in the cotmty to which he pro- 
perly belonged — he and his wife, and all that made him happy 
and respectable — looked npon the Duke of Omnium wi^ 
horror and amazement ; and now he had absolutely received 
an invitation to the duke^s house ! A proposition was made 
to him that he should be numbered among tibe duke*8 friends ! 

And though in one sense he was sony that the proposition 
was made to him, yet in another he was proud of it. It is 
not every young man, let his profession be what it may, who 
can receive overtures of friendship from dukes without some 
elation. Mark, too, had risen in the world, as far as he had 
yet risen, by knowing great people ; and he certainly had an 
ambition to rise higher. I will not degrade him by calling 
him a tuft-hunter ; but he undoubtedly had a feeling that the 
paths most pleasant for a clergyman's feet were those which 
were trodden by the great ones of the earth. Nevertheless, 
at the moment he declined the duke*s invitation. He was very 
much flattered, he said, but the duties of his parish would 
require him to return direct from Chaldicotes to Framley. 

" You need not give me an answer to-night, you know," 
said Mr. FothergilL " Before the week is past, we will talk 
it over with Sowerby and the bishop. It will be a thousand 
pities, Mr. Bobarts, if you will allow me to say so, that you 
ihould neglect such an opportunity of knowing his grace." 

When Mark went to bed, his mind was still set against 
going to the duke's ; but, nevertheless, he did feel that it was 
Bpity that he should not do so. After all, was it necessary 
tht be should obey Lady Luflon in all things ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A IfATTEB OF CONSCIENCE. 



It is no doubt very wrong to long after a naughty thing. But 
nevertheless we all do so. One may say that hankering after 
naughty things is the very essence of the evil into which we 
nave been precipitated by Adam's fall. When we confess that 
we jpre J|ii sinners, we confess that we all long after naughty 
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things. And ambition is a great vice — ^as Mark Anthony told 
us a long time ago — a great vice, no doubt, if the ambition of 
the man be with reference to his own advancement, and not 
to the advancement of others. But then, how many of us are 
there who are not ambitious in this vicious manner 7 And 
there is nothing viler than the desire to know great people — 
people of great rank, I should say ; nothing worse than the 
hunting of titles and worshipping of wealth. We all know 
this, and say it every day of our lives. But presuming that a 
way into the society of Park Lane was open to us, and a way 
also into that of Bedford Row, how many of us are there who 
would prefer Bedford Row because it is so vile to worship 
wealth and title ? 

I am led into these rather trite remarks by the necessity of 
putting forward some sort of excuse for that frame of mind in 
which the Rev. Mark Robarts awoke on the morning ailer his 
arrival at Chaldicotes. And I trust that the fact of his being 
a clergyman will not be allowed to press against him unfiiirly. 
Clergymen are subject to the same passions as other men; 
and, as far as I can see, give way to them, in one line or in 
another, almost as frequently. Every clergyman should, by 
canonical rule, feel a personal disinclination to a bishopric; 
but yet we do not believe that such personal disinclination is 
generally very strong. Mark's first thoughts when he woke 
on that morning flew back to Mr. Fothergill's invitation. 
The duke had sent a special message to say how peculiarly 
glad he, the duke, would be to make acquaintance with 
him, the parson I How much of this message had been of 
Mr. Fothergill's own manufacture, that Mark Robarts did not 
consider. He had obtained a living at an age when other 
young clergymen are beginning to think of a curacy, and he 
had obtained such a living as middle-aged parsons in their 
dreams regard as a possible Paradise for their old years. Of 
course he thought that all these good things had been the 
results of his own peculiar merits. Of course he felt that he 
was different from other parsons, — more fitted by nature for 
intimacy with great persons, more urbane, more polished, 
and more richly endowed with modem clerical well-to-do 
aptitudes. He was grateful to Lady Luiton for what she had 
done for him ; but perhaps not so grateful as he should have 
been. 

At any rate he was not Lady Lufton's servant, nor even 
her dependant. So much he had repeated to himself on 
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many occasioDs, and had gone so &r as to hint the same idea 

to his wife. In his career as parish priest he must in most 

things be the judge of his own actions — and in many also it 

was his dnty to be the judge of those of his patroness. The 

, fact of Lady Lufton having placed him in the living, could by 

no means make her the proper judge of his actions. This he 

oflen said to himself ; and he said as often that Lady Lufton 

certainly had a hankering afler such a judgment-seat. 

Of whom generally did prime ministers and official bigwigs 
think it expedient to make bishops and deans ? Was it not, 
as a role, of those clergymen who had shown themselves able 
to perform their clerical duties efficiently, and able also to 
take their place with ease in high society? He was very 
well off certainly at Framley ; but he could never hope for 
anything beyond Framley, if he allowed himself to regard 
Lady Luilon as a bugbear. Putting Lady Lufton and her 
prejudices out of the question, was there any reason why he 
ought not to accept the duke's invitation 7 He could not see 
that there was any such reason. If any one could be a better 
judge on such a subject than himself, it must be his bishop. 
And it was clear that the bishop wished him to go to Gatherum 
Castle. 

The matter was still left open to him. Mr. FothergiU 

had especially explained that; and therefore his ultimate 

decision was as yet within his own power. Such a visit 

would cost him some money, for he knew that a man does 

not stay at great houses without expense ; and then, in spite 

of his good income, he was not very flush of money. He had 

been down this year with Lord Lufton in Scotland. Perhaps 

it might be more prudent for him to return home. But then 

An idea came to him that it behoved him as a man and a 

priest to break through that Framley thraldom under which 

he felt that he did to a certain extent exist. Was it not the 

fact that he was about to decline this invitation from fear ot 

Lady Lufton ? and if so, was that a motive by which he ought 

to be actuated ? It was incumbent on him to rid himsell* of 

that feeling. And in this spirit he got up and dressed. 

There was hunting again on that day ; and as the hounds 
were to meet near Chaldicotes, and to draw some coverts 
lying on the verge of the chase, the ladies were to go in car- 
riages through the drives of the forest, and Mr. Kobarts was 
to escort them on horseback. Indeed it was one of those 
himting-days got up rather for the ladies than for the sport. 

3 
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Great nuisances they are to steady, middle-aged bunting men ^ 
but tbe young fellows like them because they have thereby 
an oppoi-tunity of showing off their sporting finery, and of 
doing a little flirtation on. horseback. The bishop, also, had 
been minded to be of the party ; so, at least, he had said on 
the previous evening ; and a place in one of the carriages had 
been set apart for him : but since that, he and Mrs. Proudie 
had discussed the matter in private, and at breakfast his lord- 
ship declared that he had changed his mind. 

Mr, Sowerby was one of those men who are known to be 
very poor — as poor as debt can make a man — but who, never- 
theless, enjoy all the luxuries which money can give. It was 
believed that he could not live Iq England out of jail but for 
his protectioil as a member of Parliament ; and yet it seemed 
that there was no end to his horses and carriages, his servants 
and retinue. He had been at this work for a great many 
years, and practice, they say, makes perfect. Such com- 
panions are very dangerous. There is no cholera, no yellow- 
iever, no small-pox, more contagious than debt. If one lives 
habitually among embarrassed men, one catches it to a cer- 
tainty. No one had injured the community in this way more 
fataUy than Mr. Sowerby. But still he carried on the game 
himself; and now, on this morning, carriages and horses 
thronged at his gate, as though he were as substantially rich 
as his friend the Puke of Omnium. 

" Robarts, my dear fellow," said Mr. Sowerby, when they 
were well under way down one of the glades of the forest, — 
for the place where the hounds met was some four or five 
miles from the house of Chaldicotes, — "ride on with me a 
moment. I want to speak to you ; and if I stay behind we 
shall never get to the hounds." So Mark, who had come 
expressly to escort the ladies, rode on alongside of Mr. Sowerby 
in his pink coat. 

" My dear fellow, Fothergill tells me that you have some 
hesitation about going to Gatherum Castle." 

" Well, I did decline, certainly. You know I am not a man 
of pleasure, as you are. I have some duties to attend to." 

** Gammon ! " said Mr. Sowerby ; and as he said it, he looked 
with a kind of derisive smile into the clergyman's face. 

" It is easy enough to say that, Sowerby ; and perhaps I 
have no right to expect that you should understand me." 

" Ah, but I do understand you ; and I say it is gammon. I 
would be the last man in the world to ridicule your scruples 
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About dafy, if this Hesitation on your part arose irom any sach 

flcruple. But answer me honestly, do you not know that such 

is not the case ? " 
" I know nothing of the kind." 

'' Ab, but I think you do. If you persist in refusing thid 
invitation ^ill it not be because you are afraid of making 
Lady Lufton angiy ? I do not know what there can be in 
that woman that she is able to hold both you and Luflon in 
leading-strings." Robarts, of course, denied the charge, and 
protested that he was not to be taken back to his own par- 
sonage by any fear of Lady Luflon. But though he made 
such protest with warmth, he knew that he did so ineffectually. 
Sowerby only smiled, and said that the proof of the pudding 
was in the eating. 

"What is the good of a man keeping a curate if it be not 
to save him from that sort of drudgery ? " he asked. 

"Drudgery I If I were a drudge how could I be here 
to-day?" 

" Well, Hobarts, look here. I am speaking now, perhaps, 
with more of the energy of an old iHend than circumstances 
fully warrant ; but I am an older man than you, and as I 
have a regard for you I do not like to see you tiirow up a 
good game wlien it is in your hands." 

" Oh, as &.V as that goes, Sowerby, I need hardly tell you 
that I appreciate your kindness." 

"If you are content," continued the man of the world, "to 
live at Framley all your life, and to warm yourself in the 
Buiahine of the dowager there, why, in such case, it may 
perhaps be useless for you to extend ihe circle of your friends; 
but if you have higher ideas than these, you will be very 
wrong to omit the present opportunity of going to the duke's. 
I never knew the duke go so much out of his way to be civil 
to a clergyman as he has done in this instance." 

" I am sure I am very much obliged to him." 

." The fact is, that you may, if you please, make yourseli 
popular in the county ; but you cannot do it by obeying all 
Lady Lufton's behests. She is a dear old woman, I am sure." 

** She is, Sowerby; and you would say so, if you knew her." 

" I don't doubt it ; but it would not do for you or me to 

live exactly according to her ideas. Now, here, in this case, 

the bishop of the diocese is to be one of the party, and he 

has, I believe, already expressed a wish that you should hm 

another." 

3— a 
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** He asked me if I were going.*' 

** Exactly ; and Archdeacon Grantly will be there " 

" Will he ? " asked Mark. Now, that would be a gr«it 
point gained, for Archdeacon Grantly was a close friend of 
Lady Luflon. 

" So I nnderatand from Fothergill. Indeed, it will be very 
wrong of you not to go, and I tell you so plainly ; and what 
is more, when you talk about your duty — ^you having a 
curate as you have — ^why, it is gammon." These last words 
he spoke looking back over his shoulder -as he stood up in 
his stirrups, for he had caught the eye of the huntsman, who 
was surrounded by his hounds, and was now trotting on to 
join him. During a great portion of the day, Mark found 
himself riding by the side of Mrs. Proudie, as that lady 
leaned back in her carriage. And Mrs. Proudie smiled on 
him graciously, though her daughter would not do so. Mrs. 
Proudie was fond of having an attendant clergyman ; and as 
it was evident that Mr. Robarts lived among nice people- 
titled dowagers, members of Parliament, and people of that 
sort — she was quite willing to instal him as a sort of honorary 
chaplain pro tern, 

" I'll tell you what we have settled, Mrs. Harold Smith and 
I," said Mrs. Proudie to him. " This lecture at Barchester 
will be so late on Saturday evening, that you had all better 
come and dine with us." Mark bowed and thanked her, and 
declared that he should be very happy to make one of such a 
party. Even Lady Luflon could not object to this, although 
she was not especially fond of Mrs. Proudie. 

" And then they are to sleep at the hotel. It will really 
be too late for ladies to think of going back so far at this time 
of the year. I told Mrs. Harold Smith, and Miss Dunstable, 
too, that we could manage to make room at any rate for 
them. But they will not leave the other ladies ; so they go 
to the hotel for that night. But, Mr. Robarts, the bishop will 
never allow you to stay at the inn, so of coui'se you will take 
a bed at the palace." 

It immediately occurred to Mark that as the lecture was to 
be given on Saturday evening, the next morning would be 
Sunday ; and, on that Sunday, he would have to preach at 
Chaldicotes. " I thought they were all going to return the 
£ame night," said he. 

"Well, they did intend it; but you see Mrs. Smith W 
afraid." 
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" I should have to get back here on the Sunday morning, 
Mra. Proudie." 

** Ah, yes, that is bad — very bad indeed. No one dislikei 
any interference with the Sabbath more than I do. Indeed, 
if I am particular about anything it is about that. But 
some works are works of necessity, Mr. Robarts; are they 
not? Now you must necessarily be back at Chaldicotes on 
Smiday morning I " And so the matter was settled. Mrs. 
Proudie was very firm in general in the matter of Sabbath- 
day obsenrances ; but when she had to deal with such persons 
as Mrs. Harold Smith, it was expedient that she should give 
way a little. '' You can start as soon as it's daylight, yoii 
know, if you like it, Mr. Robarts," said Mrs. Proudie. 

There was not much to boast of as to the hunting, but it 
was a very pleasant day for the ladies. The men rode up 
and down the grass roads through the chase, sometimes in the 
greatest possible hurry as though they never could go quick 
enough ; and then the coachmen woidd drive very fast also, 
though they did not know why, for a fast pace of movement 
is another of those contagious diseases. And then again the 
sportsmen would move at an undertaker's pace, when the fox 
had traversed and the hounds would be at a loss to know 
which was the hunt and which was the heel ; and then the 
carriage also would go slowly, and the ladies would stand up 
and talk. And then the time for lunch came ; and altogether 
the day went by pleasantly enough. 

" And so that's hunting, is it ? " said Miss Dunstable. 

" Yes, that's hunting," said Mr. Sowerby. 

^ I did not see any gentleman do anything that I could not 
do myself, except there was one young man slipped oiF into 
the mud ; and I shouldn't like that." 

" But there was no breaking of bones, was there, my dear?" 
said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

"And nobody caught any foxes," said Miss Dunstable. 
" The fact is, Mrs. Smith, that I don't think much more of 
their sport than I do of their business. I shall take to hunt- 
"ig a pack of hounds myself after this." 

"Bo, my dear, and I'll be your whipper-in. I wonder 
whether Mrs. Proudie would join us." 

" I shall be writing to the duke to-night," said Mr. Fother- 
gill to Mark, as they were all riding up to the stable-yard 
together. ** You will let me tell his grace that you wiU accept 
his invitation — ^will you not ? " 



38 FBAHLEY PABSOKAGE. 

" Upon my word, the duke is very kind," said Mark. 

" He is very anxious to know you, I can assure you," said 
Fotbergill. What could a young flattered fool of a parson do, 
but say that he would go ? Mark did say that he would go ; 
and in the course of the evening his Mend Mr. Sowerby con- 
gratulated him, and the bishop joked with him and said that 
he knew that he would not give up good company so soon ; 
and Miss Dunstable said she would make him her chaplain 
as soon as Parliament would allow quack doctors to have sucli 
articles — an allusion which Mark did not understand, till he 
learned that Miss Dunstable was herself the proprietress of 
the celebrated Oil of Lebanon, invented by her late respected 
father, and patented by him with such wonderful results in 
the way of accumulated fortune ; and Mrs. Proudie made him 
quite one of their party, talking to him about all manner of 
church subjects ; and then at last, even Miss Proudie smiled 
on him, vihen she learned that he had been thought worthy of 
a bed at a duke's castle. And all the world seemed to be 
open to him. 

But he could not make himself happy that evening. On 
the next morning he must write to his wife ; and he could 
already see the look of painful sorrow which would Mi upon 
his Fanny's brow when she learned that her husband was 
going to be a guest at the Duke of Omnium's. And he must 
tell her to send him money, and money was scarce. And 
then, as to Lady Luflon, should he send her some message, 
or should he not? In either case he must declare war against 
her. And then did he not owe everything to Lady Lufton ? 
And thus in spite of all his triumphs he could not get himself 
to bed in a happy frame of mind. 

On the next day, which was Friday, he postponed lihe dis- 
agreeable task of writing. ■ Saturday would do as well ; and 
on Saturday morning, before they all started for Barchester, 
he did write. And his letter ran as follows : — 

" Chaldicotes, — ^November, 185—. 
" Deabest Love,— You will be astonished when I tell you how gaf 
we all are here, and what ftirther dissipations are in store for us. The 
Arabins, as you supposed, are not of our party ; hut ihe Proudies 
are, — as you supposed also. Your suppositions are always right. And 
what will you think when I tell you that I am to sleep at the palace on 
Saturday ? You know that tiiere is to be a lecture in Barchester on 
tiiat day. Well ; we must all go, of course, as Harold Smith, one m 
our set here, is to give it. And now it turns out ihat we cannot get 
back the same night because there is no moon ; and Mrs. Bishop wowd 
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not allow that my cloth should be contaminated bj an hotel ;-*Tdi7 
kind and considerate, is it not ? 

" But I have a more astounding piece of news for 70a tban this. 

There is to be a great party at Gra^erum Castle next week, and they 

have talked me over into accepting an invitation which the duke sent 

expressly to me. I refused at first ; but everybody here said that my 

doing so wotdd be so strange ; and then they all wanted to know my 

reason. When I came to render it, I did not know what reason I had 

to give. The bishop is going, and he thought it very odd that I should 

not go also, seeing that I was asked. I know what my own darling 

will think, and I £ow that she wiU not be pleased, and I must put off 

my defence till I return to her from this ogre-land, — if ever I do get 

back alive. But joking apart, Fanny, I thii^L that I should haye hSen 

wrong to stand out, when so much was said about it. I should have 

been seeming to take upon myself to sit in judgment upon the duke. 

I doubt if there be a single clergyman in the diocese, under fifty yean 

of age, who would have refused the invitation under such circnmstanoes, 

^unless it be Crawley, who is so mad on the subject that he thinks 

it almost wrong to take a walk out of his own parish. I must stay at 

Gkithennn Castle over Sunday week — indeed, we only go there on 

fViday. I have written to Jones about the duties. I can make it up 

to him, as I know he wishes to go into Wales at Christmas. My 

wanderings wiU all be over then, and he may go for a couple of montlifl 

if he pleases. I suppose you will take my classes in the school on 

Sunday, as well as your own ; but pray make them have a good fire. If 

this is too much for you, make Mrs. Fodgens take the lx>y8. Indeed 

I think that will be better. 

" Of course you will tell her ladyship of my whereabouts. Tell her 
from me, that as regards the bishop, as well as regarding another great 
personage, the colour has been laid on perhaps a little too thickly. 
Not that Lady Lufton would ever Ukd him. Make her understand that 
my going to the duke's has almost become a matter of conscience with 
me. I have not known how to make it appear that it would be right 
for me to refuse, without absolutely making a party matter of it I 
saw that it would be said, that I, coming fix)m Lady Lufton's parish, 
cotild not go to the Duke of Omnium's. This I did not choose. 

I find that I shall want a Uttle more money before I leave here, five or 
ten pounds — say ten pounds. If you cannot spare it, get it from David. 
He owes me more than that, a good deal. And now, Grod bless and 
preserve you, my own love. Kiss my darling bairns for papa, and gjlve 
them my blessing. 

'" Always and ever yotir own, 

: « M.U" 

And then there was written, on an out^de scrap whioli was 
folded round the full-written sheet of paper, " Make it aa 
amooth at Framley Court as possible." However strong, and 
reasonable, and unanswerable the body of Mark's letter may 
We been, all bis hesitation, weakness, doabt, and fear, were 
expressed in tbis short postscript. 
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CHAPTER V. 

, AlffANTIUM IRM AMOBIS INTEGEATIO. 

And now, with my ready's consent, I will follow the postman 
with that letter to Framley ; not by its own circuitous route 
indeed, or by the same mode of conveyance ; for that letter 
went into Barchester by the Courcy night mail-cart, which, 
on its road, passes through the villages of Uffley and Chaldi- 
cotes, reaching Barchester in time for the up mail-train to 
London. By that train, the letter was sent towards the 
metropolis as far .as the junction of the Barset branch line, 
but there it was turned in its course, and came down again by 
the main line as far as Silverbridge ; at which place, between 
six and seven in the morning, it was shouldered by the Framley 
footpost messenger, and in due course delivered at the Framley 
Parsonage exactly as Mrs. Kobarts had finished reading 
prayers to the four servants. Or, I should say rather, that 
such would in its usual course have been that letter's destiny. 
As it was, however, it reached Silverbridge on Sunday, and 
lay there till the Monday, as the Framley people have declined 
their Sunday post. Aid then again, when the letter was 
delivered at the parsonage, on tibat wet Monday morning, 
Mrs. Kobarts was not at home. As we are aU aware, she was 
staying with her ladyship at Framley Court. 

" Oh, but it's mortial wet," said the shivering postman as 
he handed in that and the vicar's newspaper. The vicar was 
a man of the world, and took the Jupiter, 

" Come in, Eobin postman, and warm theeself awhile," s^d 
Jemima the cook, pushing a stool a little to one side, but still 
well in front of the big kitchen fire. 

" Well, I dudna jist know how it'll be. The wery 'edges 
'as eyes and tells on me in Silverbridge, if I so much as 8top0 
to pick a blackberry." 

** There bain't no hedges here, mon, nor yet no blackberries ; 
80 sit thee down and warm theeself. That's better nor black- 
berries, I'm thinking," and she handed him a bowl of tea with 
a slice of buttered toast. Robin postman took the proffered 
tea, put his dripping hat on the ground, and thanked Jemima 
cook. « But I dudna jist know how it'll be," 'said he ; " only 
it do pour so tarnation heavy." Which among us, ViJ 
readers, could have withstood that temptation ? 
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Such was the drciutous course of Mark's letter ; but as it 

left Ghaldicotes on Saturday evening, and reached Mrs. Robarts 

on the following morning, or would have donOi but for that 

inteireziing Sunday, doing all its peregrinations during the 

iiiglit, it may be held that its course of transport was not 

inconveniently arranged. We, however, will travel by a 

mnch shorter route. Bobin, in the course of his daily travels, 

passed, first the post-office at Framley, then the Framley 

Court back entrance, and then the vicar's house, so that on 

this wet morning Jemima cook was not able to make use of 

his services in transporting this letter back to her mistress ; 

for Bobin had got another village before him, expectant of its 

letters. 

" Why didn't thee leave it, mon, with Mr. Applejohn at the 
Court ? " Mr. Applejohn was the butler who took the letter- 
^* " Thee know'st as how missus was there." And then 
Robin, mindful of the tea and toast, explained to her courte- 
ously how the law made it imperative on him to bring the 
letter to the very house that was indicated, let the owner ot 
the letter be where she might ; and he laid down the law very 
satisfactorily with simdry long-worded quotations. Not to 
much effect, however, for the housemaid called him an oaf; 
And Bobin would decidedly have had the worst of it had not 
the gardener come in and taken his part. "They women 
^owB notbin', and understands nothinV' said the gardener. 
" Give us hold of the letter. Til take it up to the house. It's 
the master's fist." And then Bobin postman went on one 
^&y, and the gardener, he went the other. The gardener 
^ever disliked an excuse for going up to the Court gardens, 
^en on so wet a day as this. 

^6. Bobarts was sitting over the drawing-room fire with 
^y Meredith, when her husband's letter was brought to her. 
The Framley Court letter-bag had been discussed at breakfast ; 
but that was now nearly an hour since, and Lady Luflon, as 
was her wont, was JLj in her own room writing her own 
letters, and looking after her own matters : for Lady Lufton 
was a person who dealt in figures herself, and understood 
business ahnost as well as Harold Smith. And on that 
morning she also had received a letter which had displeased 
her not a little. Whence arose this displeasure neither 
Mrs. Bobarts nor Lady Meredith knew; but her ladyship^s 
brow had grown black at breakfast time ; she had bundled up 
an ominous-looking epistle into her bag without speaking of 
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it, and Lad lefl the room immediately that breakfast was 
over. 

" There's something wrong," said Sir Greorge. 

" Mamma does fret herseli* so much about Ludovic's money 
matters," said Lady Meredith. Ludovic was Lord Lufton, — 
Ludovic Luflon, Baron Luilon of Luflon, in the county of 
Oxfordshire. 

" And yet I don't think Lufton gets much astray," said Sir 
George, as he sauntered out of tiie room. ** Well, Justy ; 
we'll put off going then till to-morrow ; but remember, it 
must be the first train." Lady Meredith said she would 
remember, and then they went into the drawing-room, and 
there Mrs. Robarts received her letter. Fanny, when she read 
it, hardly at first realized to herself the idea that her husband, 
the clergyman of Framley, the family clerical friend of Lady 
Lufion's establishment, was going to stay with the Duke of 
Omnium. It was so thoroughly understood at Framley Ck)urt 
that the duke and all belonging to him was noxious and 
damnable. He was a Whig, he was a bachelor, he was a 
gambler, he was inunoral in every way, he was a man of no 
church principle, a corrupter of youth, a sworn foe of young 
wives, a swallower up of small men's patrimonies; a man 
whom mothers feared for their sons, and sisters for their 
brothers ; and worse again, whom fathers had cause to fear 
for their daughters, and brothers for their sisters; — ^a man 
who, with his belongings, dwelt, and must dwell, poles asun- 
der from Lady Lufton and her belongings I And it must be 
remembered that all these evil things were fuUy believed by 
fin. Bobarts. Could it really be that her husband was going 
to dwell in the halls of Apollyon, to shelter himself beneath 
the wings of this very Lucifer ? A clot^ of sorrow settled 
npon her face, and then she read the letter again very slowly^ 
not omitting iJie tell-tale postscript. 

'' Oh, Justinia 1 " at last she said. 

" What, have you got bad news, too ?" 

" I hardly know how to tell you what has occurred. There; 
I suppose you had better read it ; " and she handed her hus- 
band's epistle to Lady Meredith, — ^keeping back, however, the 
postscript. 

"What on earth will her ladyship say now?" said Lady 
Meredith, as she folded the paper, and rejdticed it in- the 
envelope. 
. "* What had I better do^ Jtutinia ? how had I better tell 
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lier?" And then the two ladies pat their heads together, 

bethinldng themsdves how they might best deprecate the 

wrath of Lady Luilon. It had been arranged that Mrs. 

jRobarts should go back to the parsonage after lunch, and she 

had persisted in her intention afber it had been settled that the 

Merediths were to stay over that evening. Lady Meredith 

now advised her friend to carry ont this determination without 

saying anything about her husband's terrible iniquities, and 

then to send the letter np to Lady Luilon as soon as she 

reached the parsonage. " Mamma will never know that you 

received it here," said Lady Meredith. But Mrs. Bobarts 

would not consent to this. Such a course seemed to her to be 

cowardly. She knew that her husband was doing wrong ; 

&he felt that he knew it himself; but still it was necessary 

that she should defend him. However terrible might be the 

Btorm, it must break upon her own head. 80 she at once 

went up and tapped at Lady Lufbon's private door ; and as 

she did so Lady Meredith followed her. 

'^ Gome in," said Lady Lufbon, and the voice did not sound 
soil and pleasant. When they entered, they found her sitting 
at her little writing table, witii her head resting on her arm, 
and that letter which she had received that morning was lying 
open on the table before her. Indeed there were two letters 
now there, one firom a London lawyer to herself, and the other 
from her son to that London lawyer. It needs only be 
explained that the subject of those letters was the immediate 
sale of that outlying portion of the Luflon property in Oxford- 
i^hire, as to which Mr. Sowerby once spoke. Lord Lufbon had 
UAdthe lav^yer that the thing must be done at once, adding 
lathis friend Bobarts would have explained the whole aflur 
to his mother. And then the lawyer had written to Lady 
Luilon, as indeed was necessary; but unfortunately Lady 
Lufbon had not hitherto heard a word of the matter. In her 
Bjes the sale of family property was horrible ; the &ct that a 
young man with some fifbeen or twenly thousand a year should 
require subsidiary money was horrible; that her own son 
should have not written to her himself was horrible ; and it 
Was also horrible that her own pet, the clergyman whom she 
had brought there to be her son's friend, should be mixed up 
in the matter ; should be cognizant of it while she was not 
cognizant ; shoidd be employed in it as a go-between and 
agent in her son's bad courses. It was all horrible, and Lady 
Lufbon was sitting there with a black brow and an uneasy 
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heart. As regarded our poor parson, we may say lihat in tbis 
matter he was blameless, except that he had hitherto lacked 
the courage to execute his friend's commission. 

** What is it, Fanny ?'' said Lady Lufton, as soon as the 
door was opened ; ^' I ^ould have been down in half-an-hour, 
if you wanted me, Justinia." 

"Fanny has received a letter which makes her wish to 
speak to jou at once," said Lady Meredith. 

" What letter, Fanny ? '* Poor Fanny's heart was in her 
mouth ; she held it in her hand, but had not yet quite made 
up her mind whether she would show it bodily to Lady Luflon. 
" From Mr. Bobarts," she said. 

" Well ; I suppose he is going to stay another week at 
Chaldicotes. For my part I should be as well pleased ; " and 
Lady Luflon's voice was not friendly, for she was thinking of 
that farm in Oxfordshire. The imprudence of the young is 
very sore to the prudence of their elders. No woman could 
be less covetous, less grasping than Lady Luilon ; but the sale 
of a portion of the old family propeity was to her as the loss 
of her own heart's blood. 

" Here is the letter, Lady Lufton ; perhaps you had better 
read it ;" and Fanny handed it to her, again keeping back the 
postscript. She had read and re-read the letter downstairs, 
but could not make out whether her husband had intended 
her to show it. From the line of the argument she thought 
that he must have done so. At any rate he said for himself 
more than she could say for him, and so, probably, it was best 
that her ladyship should see it. Lady Luflon took it, and 
read it, and her face grew blacker and blacker. Her mind 
was set against the writer before she began it, and every word 
in it tended to make her feel more estranged ifrom him. " Oh, 
he is going to the palace, is he ? well ; he must choos^ his own 
friends. Harold Smith one of his party ! It's a pity, my dear, 
he did not see Miss Proudie before he met you, he might have 
lived to be the bishop's chaplain. Gatherum Castle ! You 
don't mean to tell me that he is going there ? Then I tell 
you fairly, Fanny, that I have done with him." 

" Oh, Lady Lufton, don't say that," said Mrs. Robarts, with 
tears in her eyes. 

" Mamma, mamma, don't speak in that way," said Lady 
Meredith. 

" But, my dear, what am I to say ? I must speak in that 
way. You would not wish me to speak Msehoods, would you ? 
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A man must choose for himself, but he oan*t live with two 

diferent sets of people ; at least, not if I belong to one and 

the Duke of Omnium to the other. The bishop going indeed 1 
Jf^ere be anything that I hate it is hypocrisy." 

" There is no hypocrisy in that, Lady Lnfton.'* 

" But I say there is, Fanny. Very strange, indeed ! ' Put 
off his defence ! ' Why should a man need any defence to 
his wife if he acts in a straightforward way. His own 
langoage condemns him : ' Wrong to stand out 1' Now, will 
either of you tell me that Mr. Robarts would really have 
thought it wrong to refuse that invitation ? I say that that 
is hypocrisy. There is no other word for it." By this time 
the poor wife, who had been in tears, was wiping them away 
and preparing for action. Lady Luflon's extreme severity 
gave her courage. She knew that it behoved her to fight for 
her husband when he was thus attacked. Had Lady Lufton 
been moderate in her remarks Mrs. Bobarts would not have 
had a word to say. 

'* My husband may have been ill-judged," she said, '^ but 
he is no hypocrite." 

" Very well, my dear, I daresay you know better than I ; 
but to me it looks extremely like hypocrisy ; eh, Justinia 7 " 

'' Oh, mamma, do be moderate." 

*' Moderate ! That's all very well. How is one to mode- 
rate one's feelings when one has been betrayed ? " 

" You do not mean that Mr. Bobarts has betrayed you ? " 
8aid the wife. 

" Oh, no ; of course not." And then she went on reading 
the letter : " ' Seem to have been standing in judgment upon 
tbedoke.' Might he not use the same argument as to going 
into any house in the kingdom, however infamous ? We must 
all stand in judgment one upon another in that sense. ^ Craw- 
ley ! ' Yes ; if he were a little more like Mr. Crawley it would 
be a good thing for me, and for the parish, and for you too, my 
dear. God forgive me for bringing him here ; that's all." 

*' Lady Luflon, I must say that you are very hard upon 
him — ^very hard. I did not expect it from such a friend." 

" My dear, you ought to know me well enough to be sure 
that I shall speak my mind. * Written to Jones '—yes ; it is 
easy enough to write to poor Jones. He had better write to 
Jones, and bid him do the whole duty. Then he can go and 
be the duke's domestic chaplain." 

" I believe my husband does as much of his own duty as 
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any deigyman in the whole diooesei*' said Mrs. Bobarts, now 
again in tears. 

'' And you are to take his work in the school; you and 
Mrs. Podgens. What with his curate and his wife and Mrs. 
Podgens, I don't see why he should come back at all." 

'^Oh, mamma/' said Justinia, ^^pray, pray don't be so 
harsh to her." 

" Let me finish it, my dear;— oh, here I come. * Tell her 
ladyship my whereabouts.' He little thought you'd show me 
this letter." 

^' Didn't he ? " said Mrs. Bobarts, putting out her hand to 
get it back, but in vain. '* I thought it was for the best; I 
did indeed." 

^* I had better finish it now, if you please. What is this ? 
How does he dare send his ribald jokes to me in such a 
matter 7 No, I do not suppose I ever shall like Dr. Proudie ; 
I have never expected it. A matter of conscience with him I 
Well — well, well. Had I not read it myself, I could not have 
believed it of him. I woitld not positively have believed it. 
* Coming from my parish he could not go to the Duke of 
Omnium 1' And it is what I would wish to have said. 
People fit for this parish should not be fit for the Duke of 
Omnium's house. And I had trusted that he would have this 
feeling more strongly than any one else' in it. I have been 
deceived — that's all." 

" He has done nothing to deceive you. Lady Lufton." 

" I hope he will not have deceived you, my dear. ' More 
money ; ' yes, it is probable that he will want more money. 
There is your letter, Fanny. I am very sorry for it. I can 
say nothing more." And she folded up the letter and gave it 
back to Mrs. Robarts. 

" I thought it right to show it to you," said Mrs. Robarts. 

" It did not much matter whether you did or no ; of course 
I must have been told." 

" He especially begs me to tell you." 

« Why, yes ; he could not very well have kept me in the 
dark in such a matter. He could not neglect his own work, 
and go and live with gamblers and adulterers at the Duke 
of Omnium's without my knowing it." And now Fanny 
Robarts's cup was full, full to the overflowing. When she 
heard these words she forgot all about Lady Luflon, all about 
Lady Meredith, and remembered only her husband — ^that he 
was her husband, and, in spite of his faults^ a good and loving 
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liQsband; — and that other fact also she remembered, that uht 

was his wife. 

^ Lady Luflon/' she said, '' you forget yourself in speaking 
in that way of my husband." 

'^ What ! " said her ladyship ; ^' you are to show me such a 
letter as that, and I am not to tell yoa what I think ? ^ 

''Not if you think such hard things as that. Even yoa 
are not justified in speaking to me in that way, and I will 
not hear it." 

" Heighty-tighty ! " said her ladyship. 

"Whether or no he is right in going to the Duke of 
Onudum's, I will not pretend to judge. He is the judge of 
liis own actions, and neither you nor I." 

" And when he leaves you mth the butcher's bill unpaid 
and no money to buy shoes for the children, who will be the 
judge then?" 

" Not you. Lady Lufton. If such bad days should ever 
come — ^and neither you nor I have a right to expect them— I 
will not come to you in my troubles ; • not after ^is." 

" Very well, my dear. You may go to the Duke of Omnium 
if that suits you better." 

"Fanny, come away," said Lady Meredith. " Why should 
70U try to anger my mother ? ** 

'* I don't want to anger her ; but I won't hear him abused 
in that way without speaking up for him. If I don't defend 
him, who will ? Lady Ludon has said terrible things about 
him; and^they are not true." " Oh, Fanny 1" said Justinia. 

" Very well, very well I " said Lady Lufton. " This is the 
wrt of return that olie gets." 

" I don't know what you mean by return, Lady Luflon : 
bnt would you wish me to stand by quietly and hear such 
tHingB said of my husband? He does not live with such 
people as you have named. He does not neglect his duties. 
If every clergyman were as much in his parish, it would be 
well for some of them. And in going to such a house as the 
Duke of Omnium's it does make a difference that he goes 
there in company with the bishop. I can't explain why, but 
I know that it does." 

" Especially when the bishop is coupled up with the devil, 
as Mr. Robarts has done," said Lady Lufton ; " he can join 
the duke with them and then they'll stand for the three Graces, 
won't they, Justinia?" And Lady Lufton laughed a bitter 
Uttle laugh at her own wit. . 
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" I sappose I may go now, Lady Lafton.*' 

" Oh, yes, certainly, my dear." 

" I am sorry if I have made you angry with me ; but I will 
not allow any one to speak against Mr. Kobarts without 
answering them. You have been very unjust to him ; and 
even though I do anger you, I must say so." 

" Come, Fanny ; this is too bad," said Lady Luflon. 
" You have been scolding me for the last half-hour because 
I would not congratulate you on this new friend that your 
husband has made, and now you are going to begin it all 
over again. That is more than I can stand. If you have 
nothing else particular to say, you might as well leave me." 
And Lady Luzon's face as i^e spoke was unbending, severe, 
and harsh. Mrs. Robarts had never before been so spoken to 
by her old friend ; indeed, she had never been so spoken to 
by any one, and she hardly knew how to bear herself. 

" Very well. Lady Luiton," she said ; " then I will go. 
Good-bye." 

" Good-bye," said Lady Luflon, and turning herself to her 
table she began to arrange her papers. Fanny had never 
before lefl Framley Court to go back to her own parsonage 
without a warm embrace. Now she was to do so without 
even having her hand taken. Had it come to this, that there 
was absolutely to be a quarrel between them — ^a quarrel for ever? 

" Fanny is going, you know, mamma," said Lady Meredith. 
" She will be home before you are down again." 

" I cannot help it, my dear. Fanny must do as she 
pleases. I am not to be the judge of her actions. She has 
just told me so." Mrs. Kobarts had said nothing of the kind, 
but she was far too proud to point this out. So with a 
gentle step she retreated through the door, and then Lady 
Meredith, having tried what a conciliatory whisper with her 
mother would do, followed her. Alas, the conciliatory 
whisper was altogether ineffectual. 

The two ladies said nothing as they descended the stairs, 
but when they had regained the drawing-room they looked 
with blank horror into each other's faces. What were they 
to do now ? Of such a tragedy as this they had had no 
remotest preconception. Was it absolutely the case that 
Fanny Robarts was to walk out of Lady Lufton's house as a 
declared enemy — she who, before her marriage as well as 
since, had been almost treated as an adopted daughter of the 
fiunily? 
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"Oh, Fanny, why did you answer my mother in that way ? ** 
laid Lady Meredith. ^* You saw that she was vexed. She 
had other things to vex her besides this about Mr. Kobarta.*' 

"iiud would not you answer any one who attacked Sir 
George ? " 
^^No, not my own mother. I would let her say what she 

pleased, and leave Sir George to fight his own battles.'* 
"Ah, but it is different with you. You are her daughter, 

and Sir George she would not dare to speak in that way 

as to Sir George's doings." 
"Indeed she would, if it pleased her. I am sorry I let 

you go up to her." 
" It is as well that it should be over, Justinia. As those 

are her thoughts about Mr. Robarts, it is quite as well that 

we should know them. Even for all that I owe to her, and 

all the love I bear to you, I will not come to this house if I 

am to hear my husband abused — ^not into any house." 
" My dearest Fanny, we all know what happens when two 

angry people get together." 
** I was not angry when I went up to her ; not in the least." 
"It is no good looking back. What are we to do now, 

Fanny?" 

"I suppose I had better go home," said Mrs. Hobarts. 
^ I will go and put my things up, and then I will send James. 
for them." 

" Wait till afler lunch, and then you will be able to kiss 
my mother before you leave us." 

" No, Justinia ; I cannot wait. I must answer Mr. Robarts 
^y tibia post, and I must think v/hat I have to say to him. I 
could not write that letter here, and the post goes at four/' 
•^d Mrs. Robarts got up from her chair, preparatory to her 
^ departure. 

"I shall come to you before dinner," said Lady Meredith ; 
" and if I can bring you good tidings, I shall expect you to 
come back here with me. It is out of the question that I 
should go away from Framley leaving you and my mother at 
enmity with each other." To this Mrs. Robarts made no 
answer ; and in a very few minutes afterwards she was in her 
own nursery, kissing her children, and teaching the elder one 
to say something about papa. But, even as she taught him, 
the tears stood in her eyes, and the little fellow knew that 
everything was not right. And there she sat till about two, 
doing little odds and ends of things for the children, and 

4 
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allowing that occupation to stand as an excuse to her for not 
oommencxDg her letter. But then there remained only two 
hours to her, and it might be that the letter would be difficult 
in the writing — would require thought and changes, and must 
needs be copied, perhaps, more than once. As to the money, 
that she had in the house — as much, at least, as Mark now 
wanted, though the sending of it would leave her nearly 
penniless. She could, however, in case of personal need, 
resort to Davis as desired by him. 

So she got out her desk in the drawing-room and sat down 
and wrote her letter. It was difficult, though she found that 
it hardly took so long as she expected. It was difficult, for 
she felt bound to tell him the truth ; and yet she was anxious 
not to spoil all his pleasure among his friends. * She told him, 
however, that Lady Lufton was very aogry, " unreasonably- 
angry, I must say,'! she put in, in order to show that she had 
not sided against him., ^^And, indeed, we have quite 
quarrelled, and this has made me unhappy, as it will you, 
dearest ; I know that. But we both know how good she is 
at heart, and Justinia thinks that she had other things to 
trouble her ; and I hope it will all be made up before you 
come home ; only, dearest Mark, pray do not be long;er than 
you said in your last letter." And then there were three or 
four paragraphs about the babies, and two about the schools^ 
which I may as well omit. She had just finished her letter, 
and wa« carefully folding it for its envelope, with the two 
whole five-pound notes imprudently placed within it, when 
she heard a footstep on the gravel path which led up from a 
small wicket to the front door. The path ran near the 
drawing-room window, and she was just in time to catch a 
glimpse of the last fold of a passing cloak. '^ It is Justinia," 
she said to herself; and her heart became disturbed at the 
idea of again discussing the morning's adventure. " What 
am I to do," she had -said to herself before, ** if she wants me 
to beg her pardon ? I will not own before her that he is in 
the wrong." 

And then the door opened — for the visitor made her 
entrance without the aid of any servant — and Lady Lufton 
herself stood before her. " Fanny," she said at once, " I have 
come to beg your pardon." 

" Oh, Lady Lufton I " 

" I was very much harassed when you came to me just 
now ; — ^by more things than one, my dear. But, nevertheless^ 
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Islionid not have spoken to you of your husband as I did, 

and so I have come to beg your pardon." Mrs. Bobarts was 
past answenng by the time that this was said, past answering 
at least in words ; so she jumped up, and with her eyes full of 
tearsj threw heraieA£ into her old friend's arms. '* Oh, Lady 
Lttfton I " she sobbed forth again. 

"You will forgive me, won't you? " said her ladyship, as 
she returned her young friend's caress. " WeU, that's right. 
I have not been at all happy since you left my den this 
morning, and I don't suppose you have. But, Fanny, dearest, 
we love each other too well, and know each other too 
thoroughly, to have a long quarrel, don't we ? " 

" Oh, yes, Lady Luilon." 

" Of course we do. Friends are not to be picked up on the 
road-side every day ; nor are they to be thrown away lightly. 
And now sit down, my love, and let us have a little talk. 
There, I must take my bonnet off. You have pulled the 
strings so that you have almost choked me.'* And Lady 
Lufton deposited her bonnet on the table, and seated herself 
comfortably in the corner of the so&. 

" My dear," she said, " there is no duty which any woman 
owes to any other human being at all equal to that which 
she owes to her husband, and, therefore, you were quite right 
to stand up for Mr. Robarts this morning." Upon this 
Mrs. Robarts said nothing, but she got her hand within that 
of her ladyship and gave it a slight squeeze. 

" And I loved you for what you were doing all the time. 
I did, my dear ; though you were a little fierce, you know. 
^ven Justinia admits that, and she has been at me ever since 
jou went away. And, indeed, I did not know that it was in 
you to look in that way out of those pretty eyes of yours." 

" Oh, Lady Luilon ! '* 

"But I looked fierce enough too myself, I daresay; so 
we'll say nothing more about that ; will we ? But now, about 
this good man of yours? " 

" Dear Lady Lufton, you must forgive him.'* 

" Well, as you ask me, I will. We'll have nothing more 
said about the duke, either now or when he comes back ; not 
a word. Let me see — he's to be back ; — ^when is it ? ** 

" Wednesday week, I think.** 

" Ah, Wednesday. Well, tell him to come and dine up at 
the house on Wednesday. He'll be in time, I suppose, and 
there shan't be a word said about this horrid duke." 

4—1 
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" I am so much obliged to you, Lady Lufton." 

"But look here, my dear; believe me, he's better off 
without such friends." 

" Oh, I know he is ; much better off." 

" Well, I'm glad you admit that, for I thought you seemed 
to be in favour of the duke." 

" Oh, no. Lady Lufton." 

" That's right, then. And now, if you'll take my advice, 
you'll use your influence, as a good, dear sweet wife as you 
are, to prevent his going there any more. I'm an old woman 
and he is a young man, and it's very natural that he should 
think me behind the times. I'm not angry at that. But 
he'll find that it's better for him, better for him in everyway, 
to stick to his old friends. It will be better for his peace of 
mind, belter for his character as a clergyman, better for his 
pocket, better for his children and for you, — and better for his 
eternal welfare. The duke is not such a companion as he 
should seek ; — nor if he is sought, should he allow himself to 
be led away." And then Lady Luflon ceased, and Fanny 
Robarts kneeling at her feet sobbed, with her face hidden on 
her friend's knees. She had not a word now to say as to her 
husband's capability of judging for himself. 

" And now I must be going again ; but Justinia has made 
me promise, — promise, mind you, most solemnly, that I would 
have you back to dinner to-night, — by force if necessary. It 
was the only way I could make my peace with her ; so you 
must not leave me in the lurch." Of course, Fanny said that 
she would go and dine at Framley Court. 

"And you must not send that letter, by any means," said 
her ladyship as she was leaving the room, poking with her 
umbrella at the epistle, which lay directed on Mrs. Robarts 
desk. " I can understand very well what it contains. You 
must alter it altogether, my dear." And then Lady Luflon 
went. 

Mrs. Robarts instantly rushed to her desk and tore open 
her letter. She looked ^t her watch and it was past four. 
She had hardly begun another when the postman came. " Oh, 
Mary," ehe said, " do make him wait. If he'll wait a quarter 
of an hour I'll give him a shilling." 

" There's no need of that, ma'am. Let him have a glass 
of beer." 

" Very well, Mary ; but don't give him too much, for fear 
lie should drop the letters about. I'll be ready in ten minutes. 
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And in fiye minntes she iiad scrawled a yeiy different sort of 
8 letter. But he might want the money immediatelji so she 
would not delay it for a day. 



CHAPTER VI. 

MB. HABOLD SMITHES LECTUBB. 

On the whole the party at Chaldicotes was very pleasant, and 
the time passed away quickly enough. Mr. £obarts*s chief 
Mend there, independently of Mr. Sowerby, was Miss Dun- 
stable, who seemed to take a great fsLUcy to him, whereas she 
was not very accessible to the blandishments of Mr. Supple- 
house, nor more specially courteous even to her host than good 
manners required of her. But then Mr. Supplehouse and 
Mr. Sowerby were both bachelors, while Mark Bobarts was a 
married man. With Mr. Sowerby Bobarts had more than 
one commimication respecting Lord Lufton and his affairs, 
which he would willingly have avoided had it been possible. 
Sowerby was one of those men who are always mixing up 
business with pleasure, and who have usually some scheme in 
their mind which requires forwarding. Men of this class 
have, as a rule, no daily work, no regular routine of labour ; 
but it may be doubted whether they do not toil much more 
incessantly than those who have. 

"Lufton is so dilatory," Mr. Sowerby said. "Why did he 
not arrange this at once, when he promised it ? And then he 
i» 80 afraid of that old woman at Framley Court. Well, my 
dear fellow, say what you will ; she is an old woman, and 
shell never be yoimger. But do write to Lufton, and tell him 
that this delay is inconvenient to me ; he'll do anything for 
you, I know." Mark said that he would write, and, indeed, did 
do 80 ; but he did not at first like the tone of the conversation 
into which he was dragged. It was very painful to him to 
hear Lady Lufton called an old woman, and hardly less so to 
discuss the propriety of Lord Luftwn's parting with lus property. 
This was irksome to him, till habit made it easy. But by 
degrees his feelings became less acute, and he accustomed him- 
self to his friend Sowerby's mode of talking. 

And then on Saturday afternoon they all went over to 
Barchester. Harold Smith during the last forty-eight hours 
had become orammed to overflowing with Sarawak, Labuan, 
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New Guinea, and the Salomon Islands. As is the case with 
all men labouring imder temporary specialities, he for the time 
had &ith in nothing else, and was not content that any one 
near him should have any other faith. They called him 
Viscount Papua and Baron Borneo ; and his wife, who headed 
the joke against him, insisted on having her title. Miss 
Dunstable swore that she would wed none but a South Sea 
islander ; and to Mark was offered the income and duties of 
Bishop of Spices. Nor did the Proudie femily set themselves 
against these little sarcastic quips with any overwhelming 
severity. It is sweet to unbend oneself at the proper oppor- 
tunity, and this was the proper opportunity for Mrs. Proudie*s 
unbending. No mortal can be seriously wise at all hours; 
and in these happy hours did that usually wise mortal, the 
bishop, lay aside for awhile his serious wisdom. 

" We think of dining at five to-morrow, my Lady Papua," 
said the facetious bishop ; " will that suit his lordship and 
the affairs of State ? he ! he ! he ! " And the good prelate 
laughed at the fun. How pleasantly yoimg men and women 
of fifty or thereabouts can joke and flirt and poke their ilin 
about, laughing and holding their sides, dealing in little 
innuendoes axid rejoicing in nicknames, when they have no 
Mentors of twenty-five or thirty near them to keep them in 
order I The vicar of Framley might perhaps hiave been 
regarded as such a Mentor, were it not for that capability of 
adapting himself to the company immediately around hiin on 
which he so much piqued himself. He therefore also talked 
to my Lady Papua, and was jocose about the Baron, — ^not 
altogether to the satisfaction of Mr. Harold Smith himself. 
For Mr. Harold Smith was in earnest, and did not quite 
relish these jocundities. He had an idea that he could in 
about three months talk the British world into civilizing New 
Guinea, and that the world of Barsetshire would be made to 
go with him by one night's efforts. He did not understand 
why others should be less serious, and was inclined to resent 
somewhat stifily the amenities of our friend Mark. 

" We must not keep the Baron waiting," said Mark, as they 
were preparing to start for Barchester. 

"I don't Imow what you mean by the Baron, sir," said 
Harold Smith. "But perhaps the joke will be against you, 
when you are getting up into your pulpit to-morrow, and 
sending the hat round among the clod-hoppers of Chaldicotes. 

^ Those who live in glass houses shouldn't throw stones ; efay 



XB. HABOLD 8XrrH*S LBOTUEB. &5 

Baron ?" said Miss Dunstable. '< Mr. Robarts's aennon will 

be too near akin to year lecture to allow of his laughing.** 
^ If we can do nothing towards instructing the outer world 

till it's done by the parsons," said Harold Smith, " the outer 
world will hare to wait a long time I fear/ 

" Nobody can do anything of that kind short of a member 
of parhament and a would-be minister," whispered Mrs. Harold. 
And so they were all very pleasant together, in spite of a 
little fencing with edge-tools; and at three o'dock the cortege 
of carriages started for Barchester, that of the bishop, of 
course, leading the way. His lordsliip, however, was not 
in it. 

" Mrs. Proudie, I'm sure you'll let me go with you,** said 
Miss Dunstable, at the last moment, as she came down the 
big stone steps. " I want to hear the rest of that story about 
Mr. Slope.'* Now this upset everything. The bishop waa 
to have gone with his wife, Mrs. Smith, and Mark Bobarts ; 
and Mr. Sowerby had so arranged matters that he could have 
accompanied Miss Dunstable in his phaeton. But no one 
ever dreamed of denying Miss Dunstable anjrthing. Of course 
Mark gave way; but it ended in the bishop declaring that 
he had no special predilection for his own carriage, which he 
did in compliance with a glance from his wife's eye. Then 
other changes of course followed, and, at last, Mr. Sowerby 
and Harold Smith were the joint occupants of the phaeton. 
The poor lecturer, as he seated himself, made some remark 
such as those he had been making for the last two days — for 
out of a full heart the mouth speaketh. But he spoke to an 

wapatient listener. "D the South Sea islanders," said 

Mr. Sowerby. " You'll have it all your own way in a few 
^'nates, like a bull in a china-shop ; but for Heaven's sake 
let us have a little peace till that time comes." It appeared 
that Mr.Sowerby's little plan of having Miss Dunstable for 
his companion was not quite insignificant; and, indeed, it 
may be said that but few of his little plans were so. At the 
present moment he flung himself back in the carriage and 
prepared for sleep. He could further no plan of his by a 
tete-a-tete conversation with his brother-in-law. And then 
Mrs. Proudie began her story about Mr. Slope, or rather 
recommenced it She was very fond of talking about this 
gentleman, who bad once been her pet chaplain, but was now 
her bitterest foe ; and in telling the story, she had sometimes 
to whisper to Miss Dunstable, for there were one or two fie-fie 
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litUe anecdotes about a married ladj, not altogether fit for 
joung Mr. Bobarts's ears. But Mrs. Harold Smith insisted 
on having them out loud, and Miss Dimstable would gratiiy 
that lady in spite of Mrs. Proudie's winks. 

'^What, kissing her hand, and he a clergyman I" said 
Miss Dimstable. '* I did not think they ever did such things, 
Mr. Robarts." 

" Still waters run deepest," said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

" Hush-h-h," looked, rather than spoke, Mrs. Proudie. 
" The grief of spirit which that bad man caused me nearly 
broke my heart, and all the while, you know, he was courting — " 
and then Mrs. Proudie whispered a name. 

" What, the dean's wife ! " shouted Miss Dunstable, in a 
voice which made the coachman of the next carriage give a 
chuck to his horses as he overheard her. 

" The archdeacon's sister-in-law ! " screamed Mrs. Harold 
Smith. 

"What nught he not have attempted next?" said MIbb 
Dunstable. 

" She wasn't the dean's wife then, you know," said Mrs 
Proudie, explaining. 

" Well, you've a gay set in the chapter, I must say," said 
Miss Dunstable. "You ought to make one of them in 
Barchester, Mr. Bobarts." 

" Only perhaps Mrs. Robarts might not like it," said Mrs. 
Harold Smith. 

" And then the schemes which he tried on with the bishop ! " 
said Mrs. Proudie. 

" It's all fair in love and war, you know," said Miss 
Dunstable. 

" But he little knew whom he had to deal with when he 
began that," said Mrs. Proudie. 

" The bishop was too many for him," suggested Mrs. Harold 
Smith, very maliciously. 

" If the bishop was not, somebody else was ; and he was 
obliged to leave Barchester in utter disgrace. He has since 
married the wife of some tallow-chandler." 

" The wife ! " said Miss Dunstable. " What a man ! " 

" Widow, I mean ; but it's all one to him." 

" The gentleman was clearly born when Venus was in the 
ascendant," said Mrs. Smith. " You clergymen usually are, 
I believe, Mr. Robarts." So that Mrs. Proudie's carriage waa 
by no means the dullest as they drove into Barchester that 
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diij ; and by degrees our friend Mark became aocostomed to 

ius companions, and before thej reached the palace he acknow* 
iedged to himself that Miss Dunstable was very good fiin* 
We cannot linger over the bishop^s dinner, though it was yeiy 
good of its kind ; and as Mr. Sowerby contrived to sit next to 
Miss Dunstable, thereby overturning a little scheme made by 
Mr. Supplehouse, he again shone forth in unclouded good 
humour. But Mr. Harold Smith became impatient imme- 
diately on the withdrawal of the cloth. The lecture was to 
b^in at seven, and according to his watch that hour had 
already come. He declared that Sowerby and Supplehouse 
were endeavouring to delay matters in order that the Bar- 
chesterians might become vexed and impatient; and so the 
bishop was not allowed to exercise his hospitality in true 
episcopal &shion. 

" You forget, Sowerby," said Supplehouse, " that the world 
here for the last fortnight has been looking forward to nothing 
else." 

" The world shall be gratified at once," said Mrs. Harold, 
obeying a little nod from Mrs. Proudie. " Come, my, dear," 
and she took hold of Miss Dunstable's arm, '* don't let us keep 
Barchester waiting. We shaU be ready in a quarter-of-an- 
hour, shall we not, Mrs. Proudie ? " and so they sailed off. 

" And we shall have time for one glass of claret," said the 
bishop. 

^* There ; that's seven by the cathedral," said Harold Smith, 
jumping up from his chair as he heard the clock. ^' If the 
people have come it would not be right in me to keep them 
waiting, and I shall go." 

" Just one glass of claret, Mr. Smith, and we'll be off," said 
the bishop. 

" Those women will keep me an hour," said Harold, filling 
his glass, and drinking it standing. '^ They do it on purpose." 
He was thinking of his wife, but it seemed to the bishop as 
though his guest were actually speaking of Mrs. Proudie. 

It was rather late when they all found themselves in the 
big room of the Mechanics' Institute ; but I do not know 
whether this on the whole did them any harm. 'Most of 
Mr. Smith's hearers, excepting the party from the palace, were 
Barchester tradesmen with their wives and families; and they 
waited, not impatiently, for the big people. And then the 
lecture was gratis, a fact which is always borne in mind by 
an Englishman when he comes to reckon up and calculate the 
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wfty in which he is treated. When he pays his money, ihen 
he takes his choice; he may be impatient or. not as he likes. 
His sense of justice teaches him so much, and in accordance 
with that sense he usually acts. So the people on the benches 
rose graciously when the palace party enter^ the room. Seats 
for them had been kept in the front. There were three arm- 
chairs, which were filled, after some little hesitation, by the 
biahop, Mrs. Proudie, and Miss Dunstable — Mrs. Smith posi- 
tively declining to take one of them ; though, as she admitted, her 
rank as Lady Papua of the islands did give her some claim. And 
this remark, as it was made quite out loud, reached Mr. Smith's 
ears as he stood behind a little table on a small raised dais, 
holding his white kid gloves ; and it amioyed him and rather 
put him out. He did not like that joke about Lady Papua. 
And then the others of the party sat upon a front bench 
covered with red cloth. '* We shall find this very hard and 
very narrow about the second hour," said Mr. Sowerby, and 
Mr. Smith on his dais again overheard the words, and dashed 
his gloves down to the table. He felt that all the room would 
hear it. 

And there were one or two gentlemen On the second seat 
who shook hands with some of our party. There was Mr. 
Thome, of Ullathome, a good-natured old bachelor, whose 
residence was near enough to Barchester to allow of his coming 
in without much personal inconvenience; and next to him 
was Mr. Harding, an old clergyman of the chapter, with whom 
Mrs. Proudie shook hands very graciously, making way for 
him to seat himself close behind her if he would so please. 
But Mr. Harding did not so please. Having paid his respects 
to the bishop he returned quietly to the side of his old firiend 
Mr. Thorne, thereby angering Mrs. Proudie, as might easily be 
seen by her face. And Mr. Chadwick also was there, the 
episcopal man of business for the diocese ; but he also adhered 
to the two gentlemen above named. And now that the bishop 
and the ladies had taken their places, Mr. Harold Smith reHf^^ed 
his gloves and again laid them down, hummed three times dis- 
tinctly, and then began. 

" It was," he said, " the most peculiar characteristic of the 
present era in the British islands that those who were high 
placed before the world in rank, wealth, and education were 
willing to come forward and give their time and knowledge 
without fee or reward, for the advantage and amelioration at 
those who did not stand so hi^h in the social scale.*' And 
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then he paused for a moment, during which Mrs. Smilii 

remarked to Miss Dunstable that that was pretty well for a 

boning ; and Miss Dunstable replied, " that as for herself 
she felt very grateiill to rank, wedth, and education." Mr. 
Sowerbj winked to Mr. Supplehouse, who opened hb eyes vexy 
wide and shrugged his shpulders. But the Barchesteriana 
took it all in good part and gave the lecturer the applause of 
their hands and feet. And then, weU pleased, he recommenced 
— " I do not make these remarks with reference to mysel f ■ * * 

^' I hope he's not going to be modest," said Miss Dunstable. 

" It will be quite new if he is," replied Mrs. Smith. 

'^ so much as to many noble and talented lords and 

members of the lower House who have lately from time to time 
devoted themselves to this good work." And then he went 
through a long list of peers and members of Parliament, begins 
ning, of course, with Lord Boanerges, and ending with Mr. Green 
Walker, a young gentleman who had lately been returned by 
his uncle's interest for the borough of Crewe Junction, and had 
immediately made his entrance into public life by giving a lec- 
ture on the grammarians of the Latin language as exemplified at 
Eton school. " On the present occasion," Mr. Smith continued, 
" our object is to learn something as to those grand and mag- 
nificent islands which lie far away, beyond the Lidies, in the 
Southern Ocean ; the lands of which produce rich spices and 
glorious fruits, and whose seas are embedded with pearls and 
corals, — Papua and the Philippines, Borneo and the Moluccas. 
My friends, you are femiliar with yoiu: maps, and you know 
tlie track wluch the equator makes for itself through those dis- 
^t oceans." And then many heads were turned down, and 
there wa a rustle of leaves ; for not a few of those " who 
stood not so high in the social scale " had brought their maps 
with them, and refreshed their memories as to the whereabouts 
of these wondrous islands. 

And then Mr. Smith also, with a map in his hand, and 
pointing occasionally to uiother large map which hung 
against the wall, went into the geography of the matter. 
" We might have foimd that out from om: atlases, I think, 
without coming all the way to Barchester," said that unsym- 
pathizing helpmate, Mrs. Harold, very cruelly — ^most illogi- 
cally too, for there be so many things which we coidd find 
out ourselves by search, but which we never do find out unless 
they be specially told us ; and why should not the latitude 
and longitude of Labuan be one—- or rather two of theso 
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things? And then, when he had duly marked the path of 
the line through Borneo, Celebes, and Gilolo, through the 
Macassar strait and the Molucca passage, Mr. Harold Smith 
•rose to a higher flight. '^ But what," said he, " avails all 
that Grod can give to man, unless man will open his hand to 
receive the gift? And what is this opening of the hand but 
the process of civilization — ^yes, my friends, the process of 
civilization ? These South Sea islanders have all that a kind 
Providence can bestow on them; but that all is as nothing 
without education. That education and that civilization it is 
for you to bestow upon them — ^yes, my friends, for you ; for 
you, citizens of Barchester as you are." And lien he paused 
again, in order that the feet and hands might go to work. The 
feet and hands did go to work, during which Mr. Smith took 
a slight drink of water. Ue was now quite in his element, 
and had got into the proper way of punching the table with 
his fists. A few words dropping from Mr. Sowerby did now 
and again find their way to his ears, but the sound of his 
own voice had brought with it the accustomed charm, and he 
ran on fix)m platitude to truism, and from truism back to plati- 
tude, with an eloquence that was charming to himself. 

** Civilization," he exclaimed, lifting up his eyes and hands 
to the ceiling. " O Civilization " 

" There will not be a chance for us now for the next hour 
and a half," said Mr. Supplehouse, groaning. Harold Smith 
cast one eye down at him, but it immediately flew back to the 
ceiling. 

*' O Civilization ! thou that ennoblest mankind and makest 
him equal to the gods, what is like unto thee?" Here 
Mrs. Proudie showed evident signs of disapprobation, which 
no doubt would have been shared by the bishop, had not that 
worthy prelate been asleep. But Mr. Smith continued unob- 
servant; or at any rate regardless. " What is like unto thee? 
Thou art the irrigating stream which makest fertile the barren 
plain. Till thou comest all is dark and dreary ; but at thy 
advent the noontide sun shines out, the earth gives forth her 
increase ; the deep bowels of the rocks render up their 
tribute. Forms which were dull and hideous become 
endowed with grace and beauty, and vegetable existence rises 
to the scale of celestial life. Then, too, Genius appears clad 
in a panoply of translucent armour, grasping in his hand the 
whole terrestrial sur&ce, and making every rood of earth 
subservient to his purposes ;^-6enius, the child cf Civiliza* 
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tioD, the motiher of the Arts I" The last litUe bit, taken from 

the Pedigree of Progress, had a great saccess, and all Bar* 
cheater went to work with its hands and feet ;— -all Barchesteri 
except that ill-natured aristocratic firont-row together with the 
three arm-chairs at the corner of it. The aristocratic front- 
row felt itself to be too intimate with civilization to care much 
aboQt it ; and the thrt:e arm-chaii's, or rather that special one 
which contained Mrs. Proudie, considered that there was a 
certain heathenness, a pagan sentimentality almost amounting 
to infidelity, contained in the lecturer's remarks, with which 
she, a pillar of the Church, could not put up, seated as she 
was now in public conclave. 

"It is to civilization that we must look," continued 
Mr. Harold Smith, descending from poetry to prose as a 
lecturer well knows how, and thereby showing the value of 
both — " for any material progress in these islands; and " 

" And to Christianity," shouted Mrs. Proudie, to the great 
amazement of the assembled people, and to the thorough 
wakening of the bishop, who, jumping up in his chair at the 
sound of the well-known voice, exclaimed, " Certainly, cer- 
tainly." 

" Hear, hear, hear," said those on the benches who par- 
ticularly belonged to Mrs. Proudie's school of divinity in the 
city, and among the voices was distinctly heard that of a new 
verger in whose behalf she had greatly interested herself. 

" Oh, yes, Christianity of course," said Harold Smith, upon 
whom the interruption did not seem to operate favourably. 

" Christianity and Sabbath-day observance," exclaimed 
Mrs. Proudie, who, now that she had obtained the ear of the 
public, seemed well inclined to keep it. " Let us never forget 
tfaat these islanders can never prosper unless they keep the 
Sabbath holy." Poor . Mr. Smith, having been so rudely 
dragged from his high horse, was never able to mount it 
again, and completed the lecture in a manner not at all com- 
fortable to himself. He had there, on the table before him, a 
huge bundle of statistics, with which he had meant to convince 
the reason of his hearers, after he had taken full possession 
of their feelings. But they fell very dull and flat. And at 
the moment when he was interrupted, he was about to explain 
that that material progress to which he had alluded could not 
be attained without money ; and that it behoved them, the 
people of Barchester before him, to come forward with their 
purses like men and brothers. He did also attempt this ; but 
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from the moment of that fatal onslaught from the arm-chair, 
it was clear to him, and to every one else, that Mrs. Proudic 
"WBfi now the hero of the hour. His time had gone by, and 
the people of Barchester did not care a straw for his appeal. 
From these causes the lecture was over full twenty minutes 
earlier than any one had expected, to the great delight of Messrs. 
Sowerby and Supplehouse, who, on that evening, moved and 
carried a vote of thanks to Mrs. Proudie. For they had gay 
doings yet before they went to their beds. 

" Robarts, here one moment," Mr. Sowerby said, as they 
were standing at the door of the Mechanics* Institute. '* Don't 
you go off with Mr. and Mrs. Bishop. We are going to have 
a little supper at the Dragon of Wantly, and, after what we 
have gone" thfbugh, upon my word we want it. You can tell 
one of the palace servants to let you in." Mark considered 
the proposal wistfully. He would fain have joined the supper 
party had he dared ; but he, like many others of his cloth, 
had the fear of Mrs. Proudie before his eyes. And a very 
merry supper they had ; but poor Mr. Harold Smith was not 
the merriest of the party. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

SUNDAY MORNING. 

It was, perhaps, quite as well on the whole for Mark Robarts, 
that he did not go to that supper party. It was eleven o'clock 
before they sat down, and nearly two before the gentlemen 
were in b^. It must be remembered that he had to preach, 
on the coming Sunday morning, a charity seimon on behalf of 
a mission to Mr. Harold Smith's islanders ; and, to tell the 
truth, it was a task for which he had now very little inclina- 
tion. When first invited to do this, he had regarded the task 
seriously enough, as he always did regard such work, and he 
completed his sermon for the occasion before he left Framley ; 
but, since that, an air of ridicule had been thrown over the 
whole affair, in which he had joined without much thinking 
of his own sermon, and this made him now heartily wish 
that he could choose a discourse upon any other subject. He 
knew well that the very points on which he had most insisted, 
were those which had drawn most mirth from Miss Dunstable 
gnd Mrs. Smith, and had oflenest provoked his own laughter; 
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aod low was lie now to preach on those matters in a fitting 

mood, knowing, as he would know, that those two ladies 

would be looking at him, would endeavour to catch his eye, 

and would turn him into ridicule as they had already turned 

the lecturer ? In this he did injustice to one of the ladies, 

nnconsciously. Miss Dunstable, with all her aptitude for 

mirth, and we may almost £drly say for frolic, was in no way 

inclined to ridicule religion or anylhing which she thought to 

appertain to it. It may be presumed that among such things 

she did not include Mrs. Proudie, as she was willing enough 

to langh at that lady ; but Mark, had he known her better, 

might have been sure that she would have sat out his sermon 

with perfect propriety. 

As it was, however, .he did feel considerable tmeasineas; 
and in the morning he got up early, with the view of seeing 
what might be done in the way of emendation. He cut out 
those parts which referred most specially to the islands, — he 
rejected altogether those names over which they had all laughed 
together so heartily, — and he inserted a string of general remarks, 
very useful, no doubt, which he flattered himself would rob 
his sermon of all similarity to Harold Smith's lecture. He had, 
perhaps, hoped, when writing it, to create some little sensa- 
tion ; but now he would be quite satisfied if it passed without 
remark. But his troubles for that Sunday were destined to 
he many. It had been arranged that the party at the hotel 
should breakfast at eight and start at half-past eight punctually, 
so as to enable them to reach Chaldicotes in ample time to 
arrange their dresses before they went to church. The 
church stood in the grounds, close to that long formal avenue 
of lime-trees, but within the front gates. Their walk, there- 
fee, after reaching Mr. Sowerby's house, would not be long, 

Mrs. Proudie, who was herself an early body, would not 
hear of her guest — and he a clergym^ — agoing out to the inn 
for his breakfast on a Sunday morning. As regarded that 
Sabbath-day journey to Chaldicotes, to tibat she had given her 
assent, no doubt with much uneasiness of mind ; but let them 
hare as little desecration as possible. It was therefore an 
understood thing that he was to return with his friends ; but 
he should not go without the advantage of family prayers and 
femily breakfest. And so Mrs. Proudie on retiring to rest 
gave the necessary orders, to the great annoyance of her 
household. 
To the great annoyance, at least, of her tiervanta I The 
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bishop himself did not make his appearance till a much latei 
hour. He in all things now supported his wife's rule ; in all 
things, now, I say ; for there had been a moment, when in 
the first flush and pride of his episcopacj^ other ideas had 
filled his mind. Now, however, he gave no opposition to that 
good woman with whom Providence had blessed him; and 
in return fur such conduct that good woman administered in 
all things to his little personal comforts. With what surprise 
did the bishop now look back upon that unholy war whidi he 
had once been tempted to wage against the wife of his bosom 7 
Nor did any of the Miss Prou<Ues show themselves at that 
early hour. They, perhaps, were absent on a different ground. 
With them Mrs. Proudie had not been so successful as with 
the bishop. They had wills of their own which became 
stronger and stronger every day. Of the three with whom 
Mrs. Proudie was blessed one was already in a position to 
exercise that will in a legitimate way over a very excellent 
young clergyman in the diocese, the Rev. Optimus Grey ; but 
the other two, having as yet no such opening for their powers 
of command, were perhaps a little too much inclined to keep 
themselves in practice at home. But at half-past seven 
punctually Mrs. Proudie was there, and so was the domestic 
chaplain; so was Mr. Robarts, and so were the household 
servants— all excepting one lazy recreant. <* Where is 
Thomas? " said she of the Argus eyes, standing up with her 
book of family prayers in her hand. '* So please you, ma'am, 
Tummas be bad with the tooth-ache." " Tooth-ache I " 
exclaimed Mrs. Proudie; but her eyes said more terrible 
things than that. " Let Thomas come to me before church.' 
And then they proceeded to prayers. These were read by 
the chaplain, as it was proper and decent that they should be: 
but I cannot but think that Mrs. Proudie a little exceeded her 
ofiSice in taking upon herself to pronounce the blessing when 
the prayers were over. She did it, however, in a clear, 
sonorous voice, and perhaps with more personal dignity than 
was within the chaplain's compass. 

Mrs. Proudie was rather stem at breakfast, and the vicar 
of Framley felt an unaccountable desire to get out of the 
house. In the first place she was not dressed with her naual 
punctilious attention to the proprieties of her high situation. 
It was evident that there was to be a further toilet before she 
sailed up the middle of the cathedral choir. She had on a 
large loose cap with no other strings than those which y(&^ 
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wanted for tying it beneath her chain, a cap with which the 

household and the chaplain were well acquainted, but which 

seemed ungracious in the eyes of Mr. Robarts afler all the 

well-dressed holiday doings of the last week. She wore alio 

a large, loose, dark-coloured wrapper, which came well up 

round her neck, and which was not buoyed out, as were her 

dresses in general, with an under mecnanism of petticoats. 

It clang to her closely, and added to the inflexibility of her 

general appearance. And then she had encased her feet in 

large carpet slippers, which no doubt were comfortable, but 

which struck her visitor as being strange and unsightly. 

''Do you find a difficulty in getting your people together for 

early morning prayers?** she said, as she commenced her 

operations with the teapot. 

"I can't say that I do," said Mark. ''But then we are 
seldom so early as this." 

"Parish clergymen should be early, I think," said she. 
" It sets a good example in the village." 

" I am thinking of having morning prayers in the church/* 
said Mr. Bobarts. 

"That's nonsense," said Mrs. Proudie, "and usually means 
worse than nonsense. I know what that comes to. If you 
We three services on Sunday and domestic prayers at home, 
yon do very well." And so saying she handed him his cup. 

" But I have not three services on Sunday, Mrs. Proudie." 

"Then I think you should have. Where can the poor 

people be so well off on Simdays as in church ? - The 

bishop intends to express a very strong opinion on this subject 

^ his next charge ; and then I am sure you will attend to his 

^es." To this Mark made no answer, but devoted himself 

to his egg. 

"I suppose you have not a very large establishment at 
Framley ? " asked Mrs. Proudie. 

" What, at the parsonage ? " 

"i'es ; you live at the parsonage, don't you? " 

"Certainly — well; not very large, Mrs. Proudie; just 
enough to do the work, make things comfortable, and look 
after the children." 

" It is a very fine living," said she ; " very fine. I don*t 
remember that we have anything so good ourselves, — except 
it is Plumstead, the archdeacon's place. He has managed to 
butter his bread pretty well." 

"His fether was bishop of B^chester." 
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** Oh,* yes, I know all about hini. Only for that he would 
barely ba^e risen to be an archdeacon, I suspect. Lf^t me 
see ; jrours iB 800Z,, is it not, Mr. Robarts ? And you such a 
young man I I suppose you have insured your life highly." 

"Pretty well, Mrs. Proudie." 

** And then, too^ your wife had some little fortune, had she 
not? We cannot all fall on our feet like that; can ,we, 
Mr. White ? " and Mrs. Proudie in .ier playful way appealed 
to t&e chaplain. Mrs. Proudie was an imperious woman ; but 
then so also was Lady Luiton ; and it may therefore be said 
that Mr. Robarts ought to have been accustomed to feminine 
domination ; but as he sat there munching his i»ast he could 
not but make a comparison between the two. Lady Lufion 
in her little Attempts sometimes angered him ; but he certainly 
lihought, comparing the lay lady and the clerical together, that 
the rule of the former was the lighter and the pleasanter. 
But then Lady Luflon had given him a living and a wife, and 
Mrp. Proudie .had given him nothing.' Immediately ailer 
breakfast Mr. Robarts escaped to the Dragon of Wantly, partly 
because be had had enough, of the. matutinal Mrs. Prou$e, 
dnd partly also iii oriier that he might hurry his friends there. 
He was already becoming fidgety abo?it the time, as ^arpld 
Smith had been- oh the preceding evening, and he did not 
givfe Mrs. Smith credit for much pimctuality. WTien he 
arrived at the inn he asked if they had done break&st, and 
was immediately told that not one of them was yet down. It 
was already half-past eight, and they ought to be now under 
weigh on the road. He immediately went to Mr. Sowerby*8 
room, and found that gentleman shaving himself. " Don^t be 
a bit uneasy," said Mr. Sowerby. "You and Smith shall 
have my phaeton, and those horses will take you there in ^n 
hour. Not, however, but what we shall all be in time. 
We*ll send round to the whole party and ferret them put.** 
And then Mr» Sowerby, having evoked manifold aid with 
various peals of^ the bell, sent messengers, male and female, 
flying to all the different rooms. 

' " I think rU hire a gig and go over at once,'* said Mark. 
" It would not do for me to be late, you know." 

" It won't do for any of us to be late ; and it's all nonsense 
about hiring a gig. It would be just throwing a soverei^. 
away, and we should pass you on the road. Go down and 
see that the tea is made, and all that ^ and make them^ha^e 
the bill i;eady; and, Robartifr you may pay it too, if you like 
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k Bat I believe we may as well leave that to Baron Borneo 
-^? ** And then Mark did go down and make the tea, and 
lie did order the biU ; and then he walked about the room, 
lookii^ at his watch, and nervously waiting for the footsteps 
of his friends. And as he was so employed, he bethought 
himself whether it was fit that he should be so doing on a 
Sunday morning; whether it was good that he should be 
waiting there, in painful anxiety,. to gallop over a dozen miles 
in xnrder that he might not be too late with his sermon; 
whether his own snug room at home, with Fanny opposite to 
him, and his bairns crawling on the floor, with his own pre- 
parations for his own quiet service, and the warm pressure of 
Lady Lufton's hand when that service should be over, was 
not better than all this. He could not afford not to know 
Harold Smith,^ and. Mr. Sowerby, and the Duke of Omnium, 
he had said to himself. He had to look«to rise in the world, 
as other men did. But what pleasure had come to him as 
yet from these intimacies ? How much had he hitherto done 
towards his rising ? To speak the truth he was not over well 
pleased with himself, as he made Mrs. Harold Smithes tea and 
ordered Mr. Sowerby 's mutton-6hops on that Sunday morning. 
At a little after nine they all assembled ; but even then he 
could not make the ladies imderstand that there was any 
cause for hurry ; at least Mrs. Smith, who was the leader of 
the party, would not understand it. When Mark again talked 
of hiring a gig, M;ss Dunstable indeed said that she would 
join him ; and seemed to be so far earnest in the matter that 
Mr. Sowerby hurried through his second egg in order to 
prevent aiich a catastrophe. And then Mark absolutely did 
order the gig ; whereupon Mrs. Smith remarked that in such 
case she need not hurry herself ; but the waiter brought up 
word that all the horses of the hotel were out, excepting one 
pair neither of which could go in single harness. Indeed, 
Iwilf of their stable establishment was already secured by 
Mr. Sowerby's own party. "Then let me have the pair," 
said Mark, almost frantic with delay. 

" Nonsense, Robarts ; we are ready now. He won't want 
them, James. Come, Supplehouse, have you doi^e ? " , 

** Then I am' to hurry myself, >ni J ? " said Mrs. Harold 
Smith; "What changeable creatuijea.you men ar^ I ^ May I 
b^ al&wed half a cup more tea, Mr. Robarts?" , Mark, who 
wa8,i\cpv Ideally. ingrVt turned away to the. window.' Theto 
^^nc^ charity ti 'these people,- he said to himself. ^They 
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knew the nature of his distress, and jet they only laughed at 
him. He did not, perhaps, reflect that he had assisted in the 
joke against Harold Smitib on the previous evening. " James," 
Said he, turning to the waiter, *^ let me have that pair of horses 
immediately, if you please." 

*' Tes, sir ; round in fifteen minutes, sir : only Ned, sir, the 

fost-boy, sir; I fear he*s at his breakfast, sir; but we*ll have 
im here in less than no time, sir I *' But before Ned and the 
pair were there, Mrs. Smith had absolutely got her bonnet on, 
and at ten they started. Mark did share the phaeton with 
Harold Smith, but the phaeton did not go any fiaster than the 
other carriages. They led the way, indeed, but that was all ; 
and when the vicar's watch told him that it was eleven, they 
were still a, mile from Chaldicotes gate, although the horses 
were in a lather of steam; and they had only just entered the 
village when the church bells ceased to be heard. 

"Come, you are in time, after all,** said Harold Smith. 
" Better time than I was last night." Eobarts could not 
explain to him that the entry of a clergyman into church, of 
a clergyman who is going to assist in ^e service, should not 
be made at the last minute, that it should be staid and 
decorous, and not done in scrambling haste, with running feet 
and scant breath. 

" I suppose we*U stop here, sir," said the postilion, as he 
pulled up his horses short at the church-door, in the midst of 
the people who were congregated together ready for the 
service. But Mark had not anticipated being so late, and 
said at first that it was necessary that he should go on to the 
house ; then, when the horses had again begun to move, he 
remembered that he could send for his gown, and as he got 
out of the carriage he gave his orders accordingly. And now 
the other two carriages were there, and so there was a noise 
and confusion at the door — very unseemly, as Mark felt it ; 
and the gentlemen spoke in loud voices, and Mrs. Harold 
Smith declared that she had no prayer-book, and was much 
too tired to go in at present; she would go home and rest her- 
self, she said. And two other ladies of the party did so also, 
leaving Miss Dunstable to go alone ; — ^for which, however, she 
did not care one button. And then one of the party, who 
had a nasty habit of swearing, cursed at something as he 
walked in close to Mark's elbow; and so they made their 
way up the church as the absolution was being read, an<l 
Mark Bobarts felf thoroughly ashani^ed of himself. If ^ 
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rising in the world brought him in contact with sach things 
as these, would it not be better for him that he should do 
without rising? His sermon went o(£ without any special 
notioe. Mrs. Harold Smith was not there, much to his satiA- 
Action ; and the others who were did not seem to pay any 
fecial attention to it. The subject had lost its novelty, 
except with the ordinary church congregation, the &rmers 
and labourers of the parish ; and the '' quality ** in the squire^s 
great pew were content to show their sympadiy by a moderate 
subscription. Miss Dunstable, however, gave a ten-pound 
note, which swelled up the sum total to a respectable amount 
— ^for such a place as Chaldicotes. 

, " And now I hope I may never hear another word about 
New Guinea,** said Mr. Sowerby, as they all clustered round 
the drawing-room fire after church. That subject may be 
r^;arded as having been killed and buried ; eh, Harold ? " 

'^ Certainly murdered last night,** said Mrs. Harold, " by 
that awful woman, Mrs. Proudie.'* 

" I wonder you did not make a dash at her and pull her 
oat of the arm-chair," said Miss Dunstable. " I was expecting 
it, and thought that I should come to grief in the scrimmage. 
" I never knew a lady do such a brazen-faced thing before,** 
Bud Miss Kerrigy, a travelling friend of Miss Dunstable*s. 

'^ Nor I — never ; in a public place, too,** said Dr. Easyman, 
a medical gentleman, who also often accompanied her. 

" As for brass,** said Mr. Supplehouse, " she would never 
stop at anything for want of that. It is well that she has 
enough, for the poor bishop is but badly provided.** 

^'I hardly heard what it was she did say,** said Harold 
Smith; *'so I could not answer her, you know. Something 
about Sundays, I believe.** 

^ She hoped you would not put the South Sea islanders up 
to Sabbath travelling,'* said Mr. Sowerby. 

" And specially begged that you would establish Lord*s-day 
schools,** said Mrs. Smith ; and then they all went to work 
and picked Mrs. Proudie to pieces from the top ribbon of her 
cap down to the sole of her slipper. 

" And then she expects the poor parsons to fall in love with 
her daughters. That's the hardest thing of all," said Miss 
Dunstable. But, on the whole, when our vicar went to bed 
b« di4 jipt fc^l that be had spent a profitable Suuday, 
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CHAPTER Vin. ^ '^^ 

eATHBBUH CABTIiS. . r- 

On the Tuesday morning Mark did receive his wife's letter 
and the ten-pound note, whereby a strong proof was given' of 
the honesty of the post-office people in Barsetshire. That 
letter, written as it had been in a hurry, while Robin post-boy 
was drinking a single mug of beer,— well, what of it if it Viraa 
half filled a second time? — ^was nevertheless eloquent of Bis 
wife's love and of her great triumph. " I have only half a 
moment to send you the money," she said, " fcr the postman 
is here waiting. When I see you 1*11 explain why I am bo 
hurried. Let me know that you get it safe. It is all right 
now, and Lady Lufton was here not a minute ago. She did 
not quite like it ; about Gatherum Castle I mean ;' but yau*ll 
hear nothing about it. Only remember that t/ou must dine at 
Framley Court on Wednesday week. / have promised for 
you. You will; won't you, dearest ? I shall come and fetch 
you away if you attempt to stay longer than you have said. 
But I'm sure you won't. God bless ' you, my own olie 1 
Hr. Jones gave us the same sermon he preached the s^Cbiid 
Sunday after Easter. Twice in' the same' year is too bfben. 
God bless you 1 The children are quite ivelL Mark sends a 

big kiss. — ^YourownF.'* 

Robatts, as he read this ktter and crumpled th& note xcp 
into his pocket, felt that it was tnuch more satis&ctory tiian 
he deserved. He knew that there must have he&h a figlity 
and that his wife, fighting loyally on his behalf had'igot tfafe 
best of it ; and h6 knew also that her victory had not" been 
owing to the goodness of her cause. He frequ!bntly declared 
to himself that he would not be afraid of Lady Lufton; ;Jbt(t 
nevertheless these tidings that no reproaches were t6 1)6 made 
to him afforded him great relief. On the following Friday 
they all went to the dukis's, and found that' the bi&hop and 
Mrs. Proudie were there before them ; as were also sundry 
other people, mostly of some note either in the estimation 
of the world at large or of that of West Barsetshire. Xbrd 
Boanerges was there, an old man who would have his own 
way in ieverything, and who was regarded by all men — ^appi^- 
rently even by the duke himself — ^as an intellectual king, b^ 
no meatis of the constitutional kind — as an intellectual emperor, 
ratheTi who took upon himself to role all questions of mind 
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m&out the a s a agtaiiee of any miiustfrs ^haterw. AoA Baron 

Brawl wis of the i^airty, one of her Majesty's puisne judges, 
as jovial a guest as ever entered a coontay house; but ^ven to 
b^ rather ^rp mthal in his jovialities. And there was Mr. 
Green Walker, a young but rising man, the same wh^ lectored 
not long since on a popular subject to his constituents at the 
Crewe Junction. Mr. Green Walker was a nephew Df the 
M^cbioness of Hartletop, and the Marchioness of Hartletop 
was a friend of the Duke of Qmnium's. Mr. Mark Bobarts was 
c^tainly elated when he ascertained who composed the com- 
pany of which he had been so earnestly jHi^Med to make a 
portion. Would it have been mse in him to £>rego this on 
account of the prejudices of Lady Lufton 7- , , . •- . 

As the* guests were so many and so great, the huge &Qoi 
portals of Gatherum Castle were thrown open, and the vast 
ball, adorned with trophies — with marble busts >iW>m Italy lind 
armour from Wardour Street — ^was thronged with gentlemen 
and ladies, and gave forth unwonted echoes to saany a'footstep. 
His grace himselfj when Mark arnyed 'thore wi& 8ower% 
and Miss Dunstable — ^for in this instance Mi9a DunstsMe did 
travel in the phaeton, while Mark oppupied a seat in th6 dicky 
—bis grace himself was at this moment in th^ drawing-rootti 
and nothing. >cpuld exee^ his urbani^.' 

"Oh, Miss Dunstable," he said^ tillpng-that lady by the 
band, and leading her up to the fire, ^^nt>w I feel for the first 
time that Gatherum Castle has not been built for nothing^!. .. 

"Nobody ever supposed it was, your grace," said. Miss 
Oimstable. ** I am sure the architect did not think so when 
^ bill was paid." And Miss Dunstable put h^ toes up on the 
iMer to warm them with as much self-possession aa though 
ier father had been a duke^Uso, instead of a qxiack doctor. 

**' We have given the strictest orders about the. parrot^" said 
ibeduke " 

''Ah I but I have not brought him af)ier all^" saidlMiss 
Dunstable. 

<— ''and I have had an aviary built on purpose^T—juat sueh 
as parrots are used to in their Qwn ^country./ Well,, MissiDuii- 
itable, I do call that unkind. Is it too late to, send for ham ?.^' 

" He and Dr. Easyman are travelling together. The truth 
was, J could not rob the doctor of his companion.*' 

^ Why ? I havp . had another aviary buUt for him. I de-- 
tlare, .IiGas Dunstable, the honour you. are doing me ia shorn 
of half its glory. Biut the poodle-rri gtill trust in the.poodle.'* 
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^ ^.nd your grace's trust shall not in that respect be in 
vwn. Where is he, I wonder ? " And Miss Dunstable looked 
round as though she expected that somebody would certainly 
have brought her dog in afber her. '^ I declare I must go and 
look for him,-— only think if they were to put him among your 
grace's dogs, — how his morals would be destroyed ! " 

** Miss Dunstable, is that intended to be personal ?" but the 
lady had turned away from the fire, and the duke was able to 
welcome his other guests. This he did with much courtesy. 
" Sowerby," he said, " I am glad to find that you have sur- 
vived the lecture. I can assure you I had fears for you." 

" I was brought back to life after considerable delay by the 
administration of tonics at the Dragon of Wantly. Will your 
grace allow me to present to you Mr. Kobarts, who on that 
occasion was not so fortunate. It was found necessary to carry 
him off to the palace, where he was obliged to undergo very 
vigorous treatment." And then the duke shook hands with 
Mr. Robarts, assuring him that he was most happy to make 
his acquaintance. He had often heard of him since he came 
into the county ; and then he asked after Lord Lufton, regret- 
ting that he had been unable to induce his lordship to come to 
Gatherum Castle. 

" But you had a diversion at the lecture, I am told," con- 
tinued the duke. There was a second performer, was there 
not, who almost eclipsed poor Harold Smith ? " And then 
Mr. Sowerby gave an amusing sketch of the little Proudie 
episode. 

" It has, of course, ruined your brother-in-law for ever as 
a lecturer," said the duke, laughing. 

" If so, we shall feel ourselves under the deepest obligations 
to Mrs. Proudie," said Mr. Sowerby. And then Harold Smith 
himself came up and received the duke's sincere and hearty 
congratulations on the success of his enterprise at Barchester. 
Mark Robarts had now turned away, and his attention was 
suddenly arrested by the loud voice of Miss Dunstable, who had 
stumbled across some very dear friends in her passage through 
the rooms, and who by no means hid from the public her 
delight upon the occasion. 

" Well — well — ^well 1 " she exclaimed, and then she seized 
upon a very quiet-looking, well-dressed, attractive young 
woman, who was walking towards her, in company with a 
gentleman. The gentleman and lady, as it turned out, were 
husband and wife. <* Well— well — well I I hardly hoped for 
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tliis." And then she took hold of the lady and klned hor 
eDthnsiasticallj, and after that grasped both the gentleman*! 
hmdsj shaking them stoutly. 

''And what a deal I shall have to say to you !'* she went 
on. " You'll npset all my other plans. But, Mary, my dear, 
how long are you going to stay here ? I go — let me see — I forget 
when, but it's all put down in a book upstairs. But the next 
stage is at Mrs. Proudie's. I shan't meet you there, I suppose. 
And now, Frank, how's the governor ? " The gentleman called 
Frank declared that the governor was all right — " mad about 
the hounds, of course, you know." 

"Well, my dear, that's better than the hounds being mad 
about him, like the poor gentleman they've put into a statue. 
But talking of hoimds, Frank, how badly they manage their 
foxes at Chaldicotes I I was out hunting all one day ^ 

'^ Ton out hunting ! " said the lady called Mary. 

''And why shouldn't I go out hunting? I'll tell you what, 
Mrs. Proudie was out hunting too. But they didn't catch a 
single fox ; and, if you must have the truth, it seemed to me 
to be rather bIow." 

" You were in tl^e wrong division of the county," said the 
gentleman called Frank. 

" Of course I was. When I really want to practise hunt- 
ing I'll go to Greshamsbury; not a doubt about that." 

" Or to Boxall hill," said the lady ; " you'll find quite as 
much zeal there as at Greshamsbury." 

" And more discretion, you should add," said the gentleman. 

" Ha 1 ha ! ha ! " laughed Miss Dunstable ; '* your discre- 
^(m indeed ! But you have not told me a word about Lady 
Arabella." 

"My mother is quite well," said the gentleman. 

" And the doctor ? By-the-by, my dear, I've had such » 
letter from the doctor ; only two days ago. I'll show it. yoU 
upstairs to-morrow. But mind, it must be a positive secret. 
If he goes on in this way he'll get himself into the Tower, or 
Coventry, or a blue-book, or some dreadful place." 

" Why ; what has he said ? " 

" Never you mind, Master Frank : I don't mean to show 
you the letter, you may be sure of that. But if your wife 
will swear three times on a poker and tongs that she won't 
reveal, I'll show it to hei*. And so you are quite settled at 
Boxall hill, are you ? " 

VFriwk'» horses are eewled; and the dogs nearly so," said 
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Frank's wifit ;. b^t, I ^t boae^t njuch.of imjrdiing;^ 
yet."' * '■ V"'. ."■ ' ' . •*■ . •'. • f .■ ..'..,. r. 

" Well, there's a good time comiog^ I must go and <^nge 
my t}iing« JPaw. But, liC^ry, miqd; you; get n«ar me this 
evening; 'I have sucH a deal to say to -you." And'then Miss 
Dunstable inarclied out of the room, . 
[ All tbiS'had been sai<^ in so loud, a voice tbat it '^a«, a^ a 
matj^^ 6t course, overheard by- Mark Hobarts — that part, of 
th6 conversation of course I. mean which had come from Miss 
JTunstablei ^ And then Mark learned that this was . young 
fwmt tiresham of Boxall Kill,; son of old. Mr. Gresham of 
Greshamsbuiy. Frank had lately married a great heiress ; a 
greater heiress, men said, even than Miss, Dunstable f and* as 
th^ m^iage /i^as hardly as yet niore than s^x mouthy, old th^ 
Balrsetsh^e. world was still full of it. : ; . 

" The ^ two heisresseVseem to be very l9ving, d^'t Ijiey?" 
QB^j} Mr, Suwp^house. .'^ "fiiris of a' feather flopk'tPge^her, 
YO.ii know^ '. Bi^fr they did say soine little time ago tbai^youflg 
GreHham was to have married- Miss Dunstable herself.". 

'^ Miss Dunstable I why, she might alinqst be hi4:/(^QA^ 
lai^Mafk. ,_^ , , -^ -^^ ^. ,;_; ;\ • ■ _• j.'. . ■.)*.'" 
" "Tiia^ makes but* little' diffei-ence. He was pbU^ ^ 
]^^rpr|r money, and I believe there is no doubt that he' did at 
one time propose to Miss Dunstable.*' 

*^I have had a letter from Lufton," Mr.- Sowierby 6»id to 
him the next morning. " He declarce tha|i the delay yrasall 
your-feult. ' You wer^ to have told Lady Luftoii before he did 
anything, and he was waiting to write abput it itijil ;h0 'heard 
from you. It seems th^t you peyer sfud a word to hier lady- 
Bhlp on the subject." - . .' • 

" I never did, -certainly. My commission from Luft0)» was 

.tQ' break the matter to her when I found her in. a ,proper 

Ihumour for receiving it. If you kpew LadyLu^ton a* ^^ 

as*' I do, you would know that it is not -every dajr that*"® 

Vvjroidd be in a hun^ur &r such tidioga.'' . .« " -, ' 

^'* And so I was to. be kept waiting indefinitely beoaiwoy** 
two between you were afraid of an old woman 1 > I^vf^^^) ^ 
. hare not^ ^qrd-to say against her, and the matter issattled now. 

," Has the farm been sold ? " ' *• \j 

". Not a bit of it. The dowager could pot bring h&f- rsm 
to 'Suffer such, profanation for the Luflon acres, loid. iA ^e 
sold five thousand poUnds out of the funds and s^^ ^^ 
(money to Lufton as a present;*— sent it to him without flaying 
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ft wpd, onlj Hewing that it woold suffice for lib wants* I 

wM i had a mo^er, I know." 
Mark found it impossible at the moment to mate 

my remark upon what had been tolcl him» but he fdt 
a sudden qualm of conscience and a wish that he was at 
Fnunlej instead of at Gatherum Castle at the present 
moment. He knew - a good deal respecting Ladj Lufion^a 
income and the manner in which it was spent. It was 
Ter^ handsome for a single lady, but then she Uved in a 
free and open-handed style ; her charities were noble ^ there 
was no reason why she should save money, and her annual 
income was usually spent within the year. Mark knew this, 
and he knew also that nothing short of an impossibility tio 
maintain them would induce her to lessen her charities. She 
had now given away a portion of her principal to save the 
property of her son — ^her son, who was so much more opulent 
than her8elf,-^upon whose means, too, the. world made fewer 
effectual cl^ms. And Mark knew, too, something of the 
purpose ibr which this money had gone. There had been 
unsettled gambling claims between Sowerby and Lord Lu^n, 
originating in affaii's of the turf. It had now been going on 
for four years, almost from the period when Lord Lu^^n ha(l 
become of age. He had before now spoken to .Kojbairts on the 
matter with . inuch Ibitter anger, alleging that Mr. £ower1py 
was treating him unfairly, nay, di^onestly-r^that he was 
claiining ndoney that was not due to him-; ^and then .he 
declared more than once that he would bring thematt^ 
before the Jockey, Cjub. B[Ut Mark, knowiqg .that Xo^ 
liQ&xm w^ fibt clear-sighted in th^ spatters, and beUeving 
i^tobe impossible, that Mr. Sowerby shoi4d.i|ctuflly;^ea- 
voor to d^aud his friend, had smoothed down the young 
lord's anger, and recommended him to get the case r^erred to 
some private arbiter. . AU this had afterwards been, diseussed 
between Bobarts and Mr. Sowerby himself, ' and thenpQ^hiMi 
oiigipcfed their intimacy. The matter,: was fiO' referred, 
Mr. S^^erby naming the referee; and Lpi^ J/uibon, wh^ i^ 
matijer wasgivei;:! ag^l^st hina, took it easily,,, Hi% ^j^Lgar ifus 
over by that time. '* IVe been clean done apac^g then^"..^ 
mi to Marl^^. 'laughing; ^'bul; it does l^Qt^ /^gEufyj; a man 
must^ pay fox ■ his experience.. Of cour^, . Sowerby thfpkfi ft 
allri^l ; lam bound to su,pposQ so.'' Andth^nther^^ ha4 
been some iurther ^ehy as to ^e amount,,, and psur^ of,,^e 
money had l;>eeii f^^ to a third. pe^frSOPs ^. »:^ ^J>e^ 
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' given, and heaven and the Jews on] j know how much monej 
Lord Lufton had paid in all ; and now it was ended by his 
Iiauding over to some wretched villain of a money-dealer, on 
behalf of Mr. Sowerby, the enormous sum of five thousand 
pounds, which had been deducted from the means of his 
mother, Lady Lufton ! 

Mark, an he thought of all this, could not but feel a certain 
animosity against Mr. Sowerby — could not but suspect that 
he was a bad man. Nay, must he not have known that he 
was very bad ? And yet he continued walking with him 
through the duke's grounds, still talking about Lord Lufton's 
affairs, and still listening with interest to what Sowerby told 
him of his own. " No man was ever robbed^ as I have been," 
said he. " But I shall win through yet, in spite of them all. 
But those Jews, Mark" — he had become very intimate with 
him in these latter days — " whatever you do, keep clear of 
them. Why, I could paper a room with their signatures ; 
and yet I never had a claim upon one of them, though they 
always have claims on me ! " 

• I have said above that this affair of Lord Luflon*s was 
ended , but it now appeared to Mark that it was not quite 
ended. " Tell Lufton, you know,'* said Sowerby, " that 
every bit of paper with his name has been taken up, except 
what that ruffian Tozer has. Tozer may have one bill, I 
believe, — ^something that was not given up when it was 
renewed. But Til make my lawyer Gumption get that up. 
It may cost ten pounds or twenty pounds, not more. You'll 
remember that when you see Lufton, will you ? '' 

" You'll see Lufton, in all probability, before I shall." 

" Oh, did I not tell you ? He's going to Framley Court at 
once ; you'll find him there when you return." 

" Find him at Framley I " 

" Yes ; this little eadeau from his mother has touched his 
filial heart. He is rushing home to Framley to pay back the 
dowager's hard moidores in soft caresses. I wish I had a 
mother; I know that." And Mark still felt that he feared 
Mr. Sowerby, but he could not make up his mind to break 
away from him. 

And there was much talk of politics just then at the castle. 
Not that the duke joined in it with any enthusiasm. He was 
a whig—a huge mountain of a colossal whig — ^all the wona 
knew that. No opponent would have dreamed of tampering 
with his whiggery, nor would any brother whig have dreamw 
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of doabting iU But he was a whig who gave reirj littlt 

practical support to any set of men, and very little practical 

opposition to any other set. He was above troubling himself 

with sQch sublunar matters. At election time he supported. 

and always carried, whig candidates: and in return he had 

been appointed lord lieutenant of the county by one whig 

minister, and had received the Garter fix)ni another. But 

these things were matters of course to a Duke of Omnium. 

He was bom to be a lord lieutenant and a knight 6f the 

Garter. But not the less on account of his apathy, or rather 

quiescence, was it thought that Gatherum Castle was a fitting 

place in which politicians might express to each other their 

present hopes and future aims, and concoct together little 

plots in a half-serious and half-mocking way. Indeed it was 

hinted that Mr. Supplehouse and Harold Smith, with one 

or tvro others, were at Gatherum for this express purpose. 

Mr. Fothergill, too, was a noted politician, and was supposed 

to know the duke's mind well ; and Mr. Green Walker, the 

nephew of the marchioness, was a young man whom the duke 

desired to have brought forward. Mr. Sowerby also was the 

duke's own member, and so the occasion suited well for the 

interchange of a few ideas. . 

The then prime minister, angry as many men were with 
him, had not been altogether unsuccessful. He had brought 
the Russian war to a close, which, if not glorious, was at any 
rate much more so than Englishmen at one time had ventured 
to hope. And he had had wonderful lock in that Indian 
mutiny. It is true that many of those even who voted with 
him vould declare that this was in no way attributable to 
him. Great men had risen in India and done all that. Even 
his minister there, the governor whom he had sent out, was 
not allowed in those days any credit for the success which was 
achieved under his orders. There was great reason to doubt 
the man at the helm. But nevertheless he had been lucky. 
There is no merit in a public man like success ! But now, 
vhen the evil days were well nigh over, came the question 
whether he had not been too successful. When a man hali 
nailed fortune to his chariot- wheels he is apt to travel about 
in rather a proud fashion. There are servants who think that 
^eir masters cannot do without them; and the public also 
niqy occasionally have some such servant. What if this too 
vQocessful minister were (me of them ! And then a discreet, 
commonplace, zealous member of ^e Low^ House do^s ^ol^ 
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Hv'iote jeered at, when he does bis dut^ by Us odnstitaenis 
fltad -asks a few/questions. ' An all-stt6ce88ful minister "who 
oanaot keep his tritrmph to himsdf, bnt must needs drive 
aboidft in a proixd ^fiiahion) laughing at eommonplace zealous 
rticmb c tft « ■ Jo nghing even oooasionallj at members who are by 
no neans-comn^onplace, which is outrageous I — ^may it not be 
as well to< ostracize him for awhile ? 

. I'^Bad we not belter throw in our shells against him?" 
says Mr. Harold Smith. 

♦^ Let us throw in our shells, by all means," says Mr. Sup- 
plehoQse, mindftti as Juno of his despised charms. And when 
Mr. Supplehonse ' declares himself an enemy, men know how 
'much it me^ns. They know that that much-belaboured head 
of tffiam must succumb to the terrible blows which arc now 
in store ferthim. • " Yes, we will throw in our shells.'* And 
Mr. Supplehouse rises from his chair with gleaming eyed. 
" J3$»:i)ot Greece as noble sons as him ? ay, and much nobler, 
traitor that he is. We must judge a man by his friends," 
says Mr. Suppldiouse;. and he points away to -die E^nst, where 
onrdear aHies the French are supposed to live, and where onr 
head of affairs is supposed to have too close an intimacy. 

They all understand this, even Mr. Green' Walker. * I dopi*t 
know that he is any good to any of us at all, now,*^ says the 
talcQted member for the Cr6we Junction. " He's a great deal 
top Hppish to suit my book : and I know a great many people 
that tiiink so too. There's my uncle— — ^" 

«*He's the best fellow in the world," said Mr. yothergill, 
who Mty perhaps, that that coming revelation about Mr. Green 
Walker's uncle might not be of use to them ; " btit the. feet is 
one gets tired of the same man always. One ioes not ^^ 
partridge* every day. As for me, I havfe nothing to do with 
it myself^ but I would certainly like to change thjB dish." . . 

" If we're merely to do as we are bid, and have no voice of 
our own, I don't see what's the good of going' to the shop ^ 
all," laud Mr; Sowerby. 

*< Not, the least use," said Mr. Supplehouse. "^«^*^ 
false to our constituents in submitting to such a dominion. .. 

<* Let's have a change, then," said Mr. Sowerby. ".T|*® 
matter's pretty much in ouj: own hands.** 

** Altogetfier," said Mr, Green Walker. *^ That*s what my 
uncle always says." i . 

^* Thie Manchester men will only be too iagpy,foJ;w*® 
chasice/''^^ HsroM Smith. - - ' \ ^ * '"' 
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"And aa for the higH and dry gentlemen,** eaid Mr. Sowerbj, 
"it's not renr likdy thiat they will object.to pick up the friijk 
rten we shAe.the tree." 

"As .to picking .tip the fruity that^s as may be,^ said 
Mr, S^nppIelioT^e; " Was he not the man to save the nation ; 
ai^ if so, why should he not pick up t!he fruit himself 7 Ha4 
not ^e greatest. power in the country {>oihted him but as such 
h saviour ? ' Wh^t though the country at the present moment 
needed no. lilore' siaying, might there net, neverthele^ be, a 
good time coming? Were there not rumours of other wars 
still prevalent — 1£ indeed the actual war then going' on if as 
being brought to a close without his assistance by'sdme other 
species of salvation? Be thought, of that country to whicb 
heliad pointed, tiad of i;hat friend of his enemies, and remem- 
bered that there might be still work £>r a . mighty, saviour. 
The public ftiind "was now ^wake, and understood what it was 
about. When a man gets into his head an idea, that ^he public 
toice cdls fbr him, it is astonishing how great becomes hi^ 
|niBt in thp wi^om of the public. Vox popuUyox Deu " Has 
it not been so sJways?" he says, to tiniseK as be gets up and 
as hie goes to bed. .And then Mr, Suppkhouse felt that he 
was the master mind ^ere at Qatherum Castle, and t]iat tbose 
there were all puppets in his h«id. It is such a pleasant 
thing to feel that ^iil^^mnds are puppets^ and that the strings 
are in one^s own possession. But what if Mr. Supplehouse 
^^unaelf were a puppet ? Some monAs. afterwards, whea the 
much-belaboured head of affairs was in veiy tm^/made rto 
f^^e, when unkind shells were thfowii.in against himib 
peat immbers, when he eaxslaimed, " Et tti, JBruter till the 
^ordswere stereotyped upon his l^ps, all men in all places 
^ed mucb about the great Gatherum. Castle confedeintion. 
^e Doke of Omnium, the world said, had takei^ into his high 
consideration the state of affairs, and seeing with his. ea^e!s 
^7^ that ^e welfare of Jiis coimtrymen at larg^ requijred that 
^oie ^at step should be initiated, he had at once summgaiedl 
to Ms mansion many, members of lihe Lower ^ou^, and., some 
also of the House of Lords, — ^mention waa I^ere especially, 
^ade of the all-venerable and all-wise Lord. Bpanprges.;, and 
Jnen went on to. say that there, in deep conclayejlie baclr-maj^ 
known to them his views.. It was thus agreed tbat,the,hea(4 
^i affairs, vfbig aa lie wa% must fall. . The^ cpuntry. fequired 
j^> and the duke di4 his duty. This:wjai^ t^e beg{imtpg^.flie 
World said,* of thit celebraied confederation, by whui tbe 
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ministry was overtomed, and — as the Goody Twoahoe9 added 
— ^the country saved. But the Jupiter took all the credit to 
itself; and the Jupiter was not far wrong. All the credit iras 
due to the Jupiter — ^in that, as in everything else. 

In the meantime the Duke of Omnium entertained his 
guests in the quiet princely style, but did hot condescend to 
have much conversation on politics either with Mr. Supple- 
house or with Mr. Harold Smith. And £ls for Lord Boanerges, 
he spent the morning on which the above-described conver- 
sation took place in teaching Miss Dunstable to blow soap- 
bubbles on scientific principles. 

" Dear, dear I '* said Miss Dunstable, as sparks of know- 
ledge came flying in upon her mind. " I always thought that 
a soap-bubble was a soap-bubble, and I never asked the reason 
why. One doesn't, you know, my lord.*' 

" Pardon me, Miss Dunstable," said the old lord, " one does; 
but nine hundred and ninety-nine do not." 
- " And the nine hundred and ninety-nine have the best of 
it,'* said Miss Dunstable. " What pleasure can one have in a 
ghost after one has seen the phosphorus rubbed on ? " 

" Quite true, my dear lady. * If ignorance be bliss, 'tis 
folly to be wise.' It all lies in the * if.' " 

Then Miss Dunstable began to sing: — 

*< * What the' I trace each herb and flower 
That sips the momiDg dew — ' 

—you know the rest, my lord." Lord Boanerges did know 
almost everything, but he did not know that ; and so Bliss 
Dunstable went on: — 

" ' Did I not own Jehovah's power 
How vain were all I knew.' " 

"Exactly, exactly. Miss Dunstable," said his lordship; 
" but why not own the power and trace the flower as well . 
perhaps one might help the other." Upon the whole, I ^^ 
afraid that Lord Boanerges got the best of it. But, then, that 
is his line. He has been getting the best of it all his life. 

It was observed by all that the duke was especially a^^°' 
tive to young Mr. Frank Gresham, the gentleman on whom 
and on whose wife Miss Dunstable had seized so vehemently' 
This Mr. Gresham was the richest commoner in the county, 
and it was rumoured that at the next election he would be 
one of the members for^the East Riding. Now tlie duke had 
little or nothing to do with the East Riding, and it was weU 
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inown that young GreBham would be broagbt forward as a 

itrcBg coii8er7atiT& But, nevertheless, Lis acres were so 

eztendre and his money so plentiful that he was worth a 

Me's notice. Mr. Sowerbj, also, was abnost more than civil 
to him, as was natural, seeing that this very young man by a 
mere scratch of his pen could turn a scrap of paper into a 
bank-note of almost &bulous value. 

'* So you have the East Barsetshire hounds at Bozall hill ; 
luiTe jou not 7 " said the duke. 

" The hounds are there," said Frank. " But I am not the 
master." 

"Oh I I understood '• 

"My father has them. But he finds Boxall hill more cen- 
trical than Greshamsbuiy. The dogs and horses have to go 
shorter distances." 

" Boxall hill is very centricaL" 

"Oh, exactly I" 

" And your young gorse coverts are doing well 7 " 

"Pretty well — ^gorse won't thrive everywhere, I find. I 
wish it would." 

"That's just what I say to Fothergill; and then where 
there's much woodland you can't get the vermin to leave it** 

" But we haven't a tree at Boxall hill," said Mrs. Gresham. 

" Ah, yes ; you're new there, certainly ; you've enough of 
it at Gre^msbury in all conscience. There's a larger extent 
of wood there than we have ; isn^t there, Fothergill 7 " 
Mr. Fothergill said that the Greshamsbiuy woods were very 
extensive, but that, perhaps, he thought — 
/I Oh, ah ! I know," said the duke. " The Black Forest 
io its old days was nothing to Gatherum woods, according to 
fothergill. And then, again, nothing in East Barset^iire 
ooold be equal to anything in West BEursetshire. Isn't that 
It; eh, Fothergill 7" Mr. Fothergill professed that he had 
been brought up in that faith and intended to die in it. 

"Your exotics at Boxall hill are very fine, magnificent 1** 
said Mr. Sowerby. 

" I'd sooner have one full-grown oak standing in its pride 
alone," said young Gresham, rather grandiloquently, " than all 
the exotics in the world." 

" They'll come in due time," said the duke. 

" But the due time won't be in my days. And so they're 
going to cut down Chaldicotes forest, are they, Mr. Sowerby?" 

" Well, I can't tell you that. They are going to disforest it. 

6 
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I hare been ranger since I was twenty.-tni:o!» and I dQn!t Jf t 

know whether that means cutting down.",. . » .. • 

" Not only cutting down, but rooting i^/' said^r. I'oUieirgill. 

" If s a murderous shame/' said Frank Gresham j| ^! and I 
will say one thing, I don't think any but a whig goyernpaent 
would do it." 

'^ Ha, ha, ha I^' laughed his grace. '' At any rate, l*m suie 
of this," he said, ^^that if a conseryative goyemn^ient did do 
90, the whigs would be just as indignant aa you are now.!' 

"I'll tell you :7hatyou ought to do,. Im*. Gresham," saiii 
Sowerby : " put in an offer for the whole of the West Basset- 
shire crown property ; they will be yery glad to. sell it.'* , . 

'* And we should be deUghted to welcome you on this .side 
of the border," said the duke. Ybuag jGresham did feel 
rather flattered. There were not many men in the county to 
whom such an offer coidd be made without an absurdity. It 
might be doubted whether the duke himself could purpbase 
•the Chase of Chaldicotes with ready inojji.ey; . but that.. he, 
.Gresham, could do so — ^he and his wife between them-r-no 
man did doubt. And then Mr. Gresham thought of a former 
day when he had once been at Gatherum. Castle. He had 
been p6or enough then, and the duke had not treated him in 
tlie most courteous manner in the world. . How I^ard it is for 
a rich man not to lean upon his riches I harder,, indeed, than 
for a camel to go through the eye of a needle. 

All Barsetshire knew— at any rate all West Barsetshire-- 
that Miss Dunstable had been brought down in those parte in 
order that Mr. Sowerby might marry her. It was not sur- 
mised that Miss Dunstable herself had had any preyious notice 
of this arrangement, but it was supposed that ihe thing wQuId 
turn out as a matter of course. Mr. Sowerby had no money) 
but then he was witty, cleyer, good-looking, and a member of 
Parliament He liyed before the world, represented an pU 
family, and had an old place. How coidd Miss Dunstable 
possibly do better ? She was not so young now, and it vas 
time that she should look about her. Thp suggestion, as 
r^arded Mr. Sowerby, was certainly true,* and was njoi.Ae 
less 60 as regarded some of Mr.S owerby's friends. Hisrsislitff, 
Mrs. Harold Smith, had deyoted herself to the work, and with 
this view had run up a dear friendship with Miss Dunstable. 
The bishop had intimated, nodding his head knowingiyi tkf* 
it would be a very good thing. Mrs. Proudie had. &^^ ^^ 
her adherence. Mr. Supj^lehouse had bj^n loa^e tp ,^^^* 
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8iVid that it iiiii$t l>e &iS9a6 of '^Paws off" with bim, as long 

as he remamed in that part of the world ; and even the duke 

iiimself had desired FothergiU to manage it. 

" He owe8 me an enorxaona sum of inonej," said the diikey 
who held all Mr. Sowerby's tide-deedsy -^^ and I doubt wheth^ 
ike security will be sufficient.** 

" Your grace will find the security quite sufficient," said Mr. 
FothergiU;. <* but Qeirerfjbelefls it would be a good match.*** 

""Very good/* said the duke. And then it became Mr. 
Fotheigill's du^ to see that Mr. Sowerby and Mis$ Dunstable 
became man and wife aa speedily as possible. Some of the party, 
who were mopre ydde aWake than others, declared that he had 
made the offer; others^ that he was just going to do so ; and 
one yerj knowing lady went so far at one time as to say that 
he was making it at that moment. Bets alsp were laid as tb 
the lady's answer, as to the terms of the settlement, and as tb 
the period of the mani^e — of all which poor Miss Dcfiistable oi 
cour^ knew nothing. Mr^ Sowerby, in spite of the publicity 
of his proceedings, proceeded in the matter veiy well. He 
said little about it to those who joked with him, but carHed 
on the fight with what best knowledge he had in such matters. 
But so much it is given to us to declare with Certainty, that 
he had not proposed on the. erening previous to the mo^nii^ 
fixed for tihe departure of Mark Bobarts. During the last 
two days Mr. Sowei:by*s intimacy with Mark had grown 
warmer aAxd warmer. He had talked to the vicar confiden- 
tially about the doings, of thiese bigwigs now present at thb 
<^e, as though there were no other guest there with whom 
he could speak in so free a manner. He confided) it seemed^ 
mu(ii more in Mark than in his brdther-in-law, Harold Smith, 
or in apy of his brother members of ParUainent, and had 
^together opened his heart to him in this affidr of his antici- 
pated marriage. Now Mr. Sowerby was a man of tnark in 
the world, and all this flattered our young clergyman not a 
little. On that evening before Robarts went away Sowerby 
^ed him to come up into his bedroom when the whole party 
was breaking up, and there got him into an easy chair, while 
jie, Sowerby, walked up and down the room. 

" You can hardly tell^ my de^r fellow," said he, " the state 
^neryous anxiety in which this puts me." 

"Why don't ypu aak her and have done with ib? She 
^ems to me to be fond of your society.** 

"Ah, it is not that onljj there ore wheels within wheels: ^ 

6 — 2 
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and then he walked once or twice up and down the room, 
during which Mark thought that he might as well go to bed. 

"Not that I mind telUng you everything," said Sowerby. 
" I am infernally hard up for a little ready money just at the 
present moment. It may be, and indeed I think it will be, the 
case that I shall be ruined in this matt^ for the want of it." 

" Could not Harold Smith give it you ? " 

" Ha, ha, ha I you don't faiow Harold Smith. Did you 
ever hear of his lending a man a shilling in his life." 

" Or Supplehouse ? " 

" Lord love you I You see me and Supplehouse together 
here, and he comes and stays at my house, and all that; but 
Supplehouse and I are no friends. Look you here, Mark — 
I would do more for your little finger than for his whole hand, 
including the pen which he holds in it. Fothergill indeed 
might — but then I know Fothergill is pressed himself at the 
present moment. It is deuced hard, isn't it? I must give 
up tlie whole game if I can't put my hand upon 400^. within 
the next two days." 

" Ask her for it, herself." 

** What, the woman I wish to marry I No, Mark, Tm not 
quite come to that I would sooner lose her than that." 
Mark sat silent, gazing at the fire and wishing that he was in 
his own bedroom. He had an idea that Mr. Sowerby wished 
him to produce this 400/., and he knew also that he had not 
400/. in the world, and that if he had he would be acting very 
foolishly to give it to Mr. Sowerby. But nevertheless he 
felt half fascinated by the man, and half afi-aid of him. 

"Lufton owes it to me to do more than this," continued 
Mr. Sowerby, " but then Lufi;on is not here." 

" Why, he has just paid five thousand pounds for you." 

" Paid ^Ye thousand pNOunds for me I Indeed he has done 
no such thing: not a sixpence of it came into my hands. 
Believe me, Mark, you don't know the whole of that yet. 
Not that I mean to say a word against Lufton. He is the 
TOul of honour; though so deucedly dilatory in money matters. 
He thought he was right all through that affair, but no man 
was ever so confoundedly wrong. Why, don't you remember 
that that was the very view you took of it yt)ur8elf? " 

!! 5,^"*®°^^^^ ^y^°« *^* ^ thought he was mistaken." 
Of course he was mistaken. And dearly the mistake 
cost me ; I had to make good the money for two or thre^ 
years. And my property is not like his^ J wish it were," 
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''Many Miss Dunstable, and that will Kt it all right for 

''Ah I so I would if I had this money. At any rate I 
would bring it to the point. Now, I tell you what, Mark, if 
jou'll assist me at this strait TU never forget it. And the 
time will come round when I may be able to do something 
for you." 

"I have not got a hundred, no, not fiAy pounds by me 
in the world." 

" Of course youVe not. Men don't walk about the streets 
with 400/. in their pockets. I don't suppose there's a single 
man here in the house with such a sum at his bankers', unless 
it be the duke." 

" What is it you want then ? " 

"Why, your name, to be sure. Believe me, my dear 
fellow, I would not ask you really to put your hand into 
jour pocket to such a tune as that. Allow me to draw on 
you for that amount at three months. Long before that time 
I shall be flush enough." And then, before Mark could 
answer, he had a bill stamp and pen and ink out on the table 
before him, and was filling in the bill as though his friend 
had already given his consent. 

" Upon my word, Sowerby, I had rather not do that." 

" Why ? what are you afraid of ? " — Mr. Sowerby asked 
this very sharply. "Did you ever hear of my having neglected 
to take up a bill when it fell due ? " Bobarts thought that he 
had heard of such a thing; but in his confusion he was not 
^3^tly sure, and so he said nothing. 

"No, my boy; I have not come to that. Look here : just 
Jon write, ' Accepted, Mark Hobarts,' across that, and tiien 
jou shall never hear of the transaction again ; — and you will 
have obliged me for ever." 

''As a clergyman it would be wrong of me," said Hobartk. 

" As a clergyman ! Come, Mark ! If you don't like to do 
as much as that for a friend, say so; but don't let us have that 
sort of humbug. If there be one class of men whose names 
would be found more frequent on the backs of bills in the 
provincial banks than another, clergymen are that class. Come, 
old fellow, you won't throw me over when I am so hard pushed." 
Mark Robarts took the pen and signed the bill. It was the first 
time in his life that he had ever done such an act. Sowerby 
then shook him cordially by the hand, and he walked off to 
his own bedroom a wretdied man. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

« THE VIOAE'B EITUKH* ' 

'tws next inoxning Mr. Bobarts took leayie of all Iiis grand 
fHends with a heavy heart. He had lain awake half the night 
thinking of what he h^d done aiid trying to reconcile, himself 
to his position. He had not well left Mr. Sowerby*s room 
beibre he felt certain that at the end of three months he 
wotdd again be troubled about that 400Z. . As he went along 
the passage, all the man's known antecedients crowded upon 
him much quicker than he could rtunember them when seated 
ifL'that armchair with the bill stamp before him, and the pen 
and ink ready to his hand. He remembered what Lord Luflon 
had told him — how he had complained of having been left in 
the lurch ; he thought of all the stories current through the 
ehtire county as to the impossibility of getting money from 
Chaldicoteis ; he brought to mind the known character of the 
man, and then he knew that he must prepare himself to make 
good a portion at least of that heavy payment. Why had he 
come to this horrid place ? Had he not everything at home 
afc Framley which the heart of man could desire? No; 
the heart of man can desire deaneries — the heart, that is,, of 
the man vicaf; and the heart' of the mah dean can desire 
bishoprics ; and before the eyes of the man bishop does there 
not loom the transcendental glory of. Lambeth? He had 
ofwnedto himself that he was ambitioiis ; 'but he had to own 
t6 himself now also that he had hitherto taken but a sorry path 
towards thq object of his ambition. On the next morning at 
breakfast^ime, before his horse and gig arrived f<^ hini, no 
one was sa bright as his friend Sowerby. " So you are off, 
are you 7 " said he. 

" Yes, I shall go this momingj' 

** Say everything that's, kind from me to Lufton. I WJ 
jMBsibly see luna out hunting ; otherwise we shan't meet till 
tire spring. - As to mjr going to Framley, that's out of the 
question. Her ladyship would look for my tail, and dwear 
^at rfie sm^lt brimstone. By-bye, old fellow I " . ' \ 

'.•'The' German student when he first made his bargain with 
the devil felt an indescribable attraction tcf his new friend} 
an4 such was the case now with Robarts. He shook Sowerby*ft 
hand Tery wanhly", said that he hpped he should meet Id^ 
866n- somewhere, and professed himself specially anxious to 
hear how that affair with the' lady came off. As he had zn^^ 
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jufite^un^— BB lie had nndertakea to pay nearly half-a-year^s 
bcome for his dear friend— onght He not to have as much 
Taltte as possit)le for his money ? If the dear friendship qf 
this flash member of Parliament did not represent that value, 
what else did do so ? But then he felt, or &ncied that he ielt, 
thai Mr. Sowierby did not care for him so much this morning 
as lie had done on the previous evening. " By-bye," said 
Mr, Sowerby, but he spoke no word as to such future meet* 
nigs, nor did he even promise to write. Mr. Sowerby pro- 
bably had many things on his mind; and it might be that it 
behoved him, having finished one piece of business, imme- 
diacy to look to another. 

The^sum for which Eobarts had made himself responsible— 
which he so much feared that he would be called upon to pay 
—was very nearly half-a-year's income ; and as yet he had not 
put by one shilling since he had been married. When he 
found hilnself settled in his parsonage, he found also that all 
the world regarded him as a rich man. He had taken the 
dictum of all the world as true, and had set himself to work 
to live comfortably. He had no absolute need of a curate ; 
but he could afford the 701, — as Lady Lufbon had said rather 
injudiciously ; and by keeping Jones in the parish he would 
be acting charitably to a brother clergyman, and would also 
place himself in a more independent position. Lady LuftoQ 
had wished, to see her pet clergyman well-to-do and comfort- 
able; but now, as matters had turned out, she much regretted 
this aff«y of the curate. Mr. Jpnes, she said to herself, inore 
^han once, mu^t be made to depart from Framley. He had 
given his wife a pony-carriage, and for himself he had a saddle- 
hojde^ and a second horse ^r his gig. A man in his portion, 
Well-to-do as he was, required as much as that. He had a foot- 
man also, and a gardener, and a groom. The two latter were 
absolutely necessary, but about the former there had been a 
question.. His wife had been decidedly hostile to the footman ^ 
but Jn. all such matters as that, to doiibt is to be lost J When 
the fopt^ian had been discussed for a week it became quite 
cleaT' to, the master that he also was a necessary. 

Afi he drove home that, morning he pronounced to himself 
the doom, of that footman, and the doom also of that saddle* 
iorse.* They at any rate should go. And then he would 
|g^4 00 mpre money in trips to Scotland ;- and above all,, he 
woiil^teep out of the bedrooms of impoverished^ members o^ 
Pwliament at the witching hour of midnight. Such resolves 
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did he make to himself as he drove home ; and bethouglit 
himself wearily how that 400/. might be made to be forth- 
coming. As to any assistance in the matter from Sowerby,-^ 
of that he gave himself no promise. But he almost felt him- 
self happy again as his wife came out into the porch to meet 
him with a silk shawl over her head, and pretending to shiver 
as she watched him descending from his gig. *f.My dear 
old man," she said, as she led him into the warm drawing- 
room with all his wrappings still about him, "you must be 
starved." But Mark during the whole drive had been think- 
ing too much of that transaction in Mr. Sowerby's bedroom 
to remember that the air was cold. Now he had his arm 
round his own dear Fanny's waist ; but was he to tell her of 
that transaction ? At any rate he would not do it now, while 
his two boys were in his arms, rubbing the moisture from his 
whiskers with their kis^s. A£^t all, what is there equal to 
that coming home 7 

" And so Lufton is here. I say, Frank, gently, ola boy,"— 
Frank was his eldest son — " you'll have baby into the fender. 

"Let me take baby; it's impossible to hold the two of 
them, they are so strong," said the proud mother. " Oh; yes, 
he came home early yesterday," 

" Have you seen him ? " 

" He was here yesterday, with her ladyship ; and I lunched 
there to-day. The letter came, you know, in time to stop the 
Merediths. They don't go till to-morrow, so you will meet 
them after all. Sir George is wild about it, but Lady Lnfton 
would have her way. You never saw her in such a state as 
she is." 

" Good spirits, eh ? " . ^ 

" I shoidd think so. All Lord Xufton's horses are coming, 
and he's to be here till March." 

" Till March I " 

" So her ladyship whispered to me. She could not conceal 
her triumph at his coming. He's going to give up Leicester- 
shire this year altogether. I wonder what has brought it bjI 
about ? " Mark knew very well what had brought it about; 
he had been made acquainted, as the reader has also, with the 
price at which Lady Lufton had purchased her son's vifflt* 
But no one had told Mrs. Robarts that the mother had niaa« 
her son a present of five thousand pounds. 

" She's in a good hiunour about everjrthing now," continued 
Fanny ; " so you need say nothing at all about Gatherum Castle. 
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''But she was veiy angzy when she first heftrd it ; was sht 

not?" 

" Well, Mark, to tell the truth, she was ; and we had quite 
a scene there up in her own room upstairs — Justinia and L 
She had heard something else that she did not like at the same 
time; and then — ^but you know her way. She blazed up 
quite hot" 

'^ And said all manner of horrid things about me." 

" About the duke she did. You know she never did like 
the duke ; and for the matter of that, neither do I. I tell jou 
that fairly, Master Mark ! " 

"The duke is not so bad as he*s painted." 

"Ah, that's what you say about another great person. 
Howeyer, he won't come here to trouble us, I suppose. And 
then' I left her, not in the best temper in the world ; £>r I 
blazed up too, you must know." 

^ I am sure you did," said Mark, pressing his arm round 
her waist. 

"And then we were going to have a dreadiid war, I 
thought; and I came home and wrote such a doleful 
letter to you. But what should happen when I had just 

closed it, but in came her ladyship — ^all alone, and . 

But I can't tell you what she did or said, only she behaved 
beautifully ; just like herself too ; so full of love and 
tnith and honesty. There's nobody like her, Mark; and 
she's better than all the dukes that ever wore — ^whatever 
dukes do wear." 

"Horns and hoofs; that's their usual apparel, according to 
youand Lady Luflon," said he, remembering what Mr. Sowerby 
bad said of himself. 

^'You may say what you like about me, Mark, but you 
shan't abuse Lady Luflon. And if horns and hoofs mean 
wickedness and dissipation, I believe it's not far wrong. But 
get off your big coat and make yourself comfortable." And 
that was all the scolding that Mark Robarts got from his wife 
on the occasion of his^ great iniquity. 

" I will certainly tell her about this bill transaction," he 
said to himself; ''but not to-day; not till after I have seen 
Lufton." That evening they dined at Framley Court, and 
there they met the young lord ; they found also Lady Lufton 
stall in high good-rhumour. Lord Luflon himself was a fine, 
bright-looking young man; not so tall as Mark Robarts, and 
with, perhaps less intelligence marked cm his i^a; but hxM 
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jfeattired were ^ner, tind there was in his couoteDli&pe a 
-ihproagh. appearance of good-humour and swqet temper, it 
Wasfindeed/a fsfteasant face to look upon, and- deajrl^ L»fy 
Eufbon loTed to gaze at it. 

'• -^'WWl,Mark, so you have been among the Philistines?" 
llUat'was his lordriiip^B first remark. Robkil^ laughed as he 
took fais friend's hands, and bethought himself how truly that 
was the case ; Ihat he was, in very troth, • alfeady " himself 
ftt bonds under Philistian yoke." Alas, alas, it is Tery hard 
to break asumler the ' bonds of the ' latter-day -TtiHsfeines. 
When a Samson does now and then pull a temple down about 
their ears, is he not sure to be engulfed in the ruin with them? 
There is no horsc-l^ch that sticks so &st as your latter-day 
PUHstine. 

i MiQ^ ijQxt hare cJiaght Sir George, after' all,^ said ' Lidy 
Luflon ; and that was nearly all she did say in. allusion to his 
Absence. Hiisre was afterwards some conversation about the 
lecture, and from her ladyship's remarks it certainly was 
ap^ar^nt' i;hat she did not like the people among whom the 
vicar had* been lately slaying; but she said no word that waa 
peivonal'to him* himself, or that could be taken as a reproach. 
Hre^iitt^ episode of Mrs. Proudie's address in tiie lecture- 
room had already reached Framley, and it was only to be 
es!pected that Lady Luftdn' should eilj'oy the joke. She wpuld 
ikfect 'to believe that the body of the lecture had been given 
by the-bishop's wife; and afterwards, when Mark described 
her costume at that Sunday morning breakfast table, L^dy 
Lhfton Woiild assume that such had been the dress in which 
libehad'exercised her faculties in public. 

"I would have given a five-pound note to have he&td it,' 
Ma IKr George. 

*-' « So-wottld not I," isaid Lady Lufton. . ^' When one hears 
if ^such things desc^bed so graphical^ as Mr. Eobarts now 
ieDs-it,^one can hardly help kughing. But'it Would jgive me 
j^reat paih to seethe wife of one of our bishop^ place herseli 
in such a situation. Forhe is a bishop after all." ^' '^ 

- '«^gj] -apon my word, my lady, I agree with' Meredith," 
said' Lora liuftori. ^ It must tave been goo& fun. As it did 
ha|)pen, you know,— as the Church was doomed to the di^- 
gmcefMl: i^buld like to have heard' it." • • ■ ^ , .\ 

^^'"^^hkimbiryovL would have been shocked, Ludbvib.'* , . 
t't«< I flh«mld have got over that in time, mother.- It 'Would 
kiite^H^^like a btfll-ifight, I suppose— horrible-ta see/ *b 
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iovbt, bt}t extremely interesting. And fiaroM Smith, 

what (Ed lie do an the while? " 

,* It didn't take so very long, yoti know,'* said Robarts.. . 

** And the poor bishop," said Ladjr Meredith ; «*how did 
he look f 1 really do pity him." 

« WeU, he was. asleep, I think." * 

"What, slept through it all?" said Sir George. 

^It awakened him; and then he jumped up and sud 
Wtnetiing." . 

« What^ out loud, too ? " 

*' Only one word, or so." 

"What a disgraceful scene I" said Lady Xuflpn. V T9 
&ode who remember the good old inan who was in ihe diocese 
before him . it is perfecUy shocking. He confirmed you, 
Ludovid, and you ought to remember him. It w^ .over At 
Barchester, and you went and lunched with him afterwards.*' 

" I do remember ; and especially this, that I never ate 
rach tarts in my life, before or since. The old man par- 
tfctilarly called fny attention to them, and seemed remarkably 
pleased that I concurred in his sentiments. There are no 
filch tarts as thdse going in the palace, now. Til be bound,".. 

^Mrs. Proudie will be very happy to do her best for you 
if youVill go and tir,'' said Sir George. 

** I beg that lie will do no such thing," sajd Lady Luftoh f 
and that waa the only severe word she said about any of 
Mark's viisitingd. As Sir George Meredith was there, Eobarts 
could say nothing then to Lord Lufton about Mr, Sowerby 
^^ Mr, ' Sowerby's money affairs ; but he did make an 
appointment for a tete-a-tete on the next morning. 

**YovL fnust come down and see my nags, Mark ; they osme 
to-day. The Merediths will be off at twelve, and then .we 
^^haVeail hour together." Mark said, he would, and ^then 
went h<toife with his wife under his arm. • . , 

"Well,.. now, is not she kind?" said Fanny, as soonjis* 
^y Were out on the gravel together, ' 

" She la kind ; kinder than I can tell you just at present* 
But did you eVer know anything so bitter as she .is to the 
poor bishbb ? And really the bi^op is not so bad." 

"Yeii; 1 know; something much more bitter; and that is 
whit 6he thinks of the bishop's wiife. ' And you know^ ^^^. 
it was fid 'unladylike, hel* getting up in that^Wjay. ' "^^T^at must' 
*^jpeo^ifebf Bai?chester think of her? r. ; /„, , VT ' " -. .a 

« A^r ilup a^ 1 CbtCld see," the people Cif Barchester^liked^t. 
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^ Nonsense, Mark ; thej could not. But never mind that 
now. I want you to own that she is good.^' And then 
Mrs. Hobarts went on with another long eulogj on the 
dowager. Since that affair of the pardon-begging at the 
parsonage, Mrs. Kobarts hardly knew how to think well 
enough of her friend. And the evening had been so pleasant 
after the dreadful storm and threatenings of hurricanes ; her 
husband had been so well received afler his lapse of judg- 
ment; the wounds that had looked so sore had been so 
thoroughly healed, and everything was so pleasant. How all 
of this would have been changed had she known of that little 
bill I At twelve the next morning the lord and the vicar 
were walking through the Framley stables together. Quite a 
commotion had been made there, for the larger portion of 
these buildings had of late years seldom been used. But now 
all was crowding and activity. Seven or eight very precious 
animals had followed Lord Luflon from Leicestershire, and all 
of them required dimensions that were thought to be rather 
excessive by the Framley old-fashioned groom. My lord, 
however, had a head man of his own who took the matter quite 
into his own hands. Mark, priest as he was, was quite worldly 
enough to be fond of a good horse; and for some little time 
allowed Lord Luflon to descant on the merit of this four-year- 
old filly, and that magnificent Hattlebcnes colt, out of a 
Mousetrap mare ; but he had other things that lay heavy on 
his mind, and after bestowing half an hour on the stud, he 
contrived to get his friend away to the shrubbery walks. 

" So you have settled with Sowerby," Robarts began by 

" Settled with him ; yes, but do you know the price 7 
" I believe that you have paid five thousand pounds." 
'^ Yes, and about three before; and that in a matter in 
which I did not really owe one shilling. Whatever I do in 
future, I'll keep out of Sowerby's grip.'* 

" But you don't think he has been unfair to you.*' 
" Mark, to tell you the truth I have banished the affair 
from my mind, and don't wish to take it up again. My 
mother has paid the money to save the property, and of course 
I must pay her back. But I think I may promise that I wilj 
not have any more money dealings with Sowerby. I ^^ 
not say that he is dishonest, but at any rate he is sharp.'* 

"Well, Lufton; what will you say when I tell you that I 
have put my name to a bill for him; for four hundred pounds? 
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"Sajr; why I should asy ; but you're joking; a man 

in jour position would never do such a thing." 

"But I have done it." Lord Lufton gave a long low 
whistle. 

''He asked me the last night that I was there, making a 
great favour of it, and declaring that no bill of his had ever 
yet been dishonoured." 

LordLuflon whistled again. " No bill of his dishonoured I 
Whj, the pocket-books of the Jews are stuffed full of his 
dishonoured papers ! And you have really given him your 
name for four himdred pounds ? '* 

" I have certainly." 

" At what date ? " 

" Three months." 

" And have you thought where you are to get the money 7 " 

" I know very well that I can't get it, not at least by that 
time. The bankers must renew it for me, and I must pay it 
bj degrees. That is, if Sowerby really does not take it up." 

'^ It is just as likely that he will take up the national debt." 
fiobarts then told him about the projected marriage with 
Miss Dunstable, giving it as his opinion that the lady would 
probably accept the gentleman. 

" Not at all improbable," said his lordship, " for Sowerby 
is an agreeable fellow ; and if it be so, he will have all that 
he wants for life. But his creditors will gain nothing. The 
duke, who has his title-deeds, will doubtless get his money, 
and the estate will in fact belong to the wife. But the small 
%i such as you, will not get a shilling." Poor Mark I He 
had had an inkling of this before; but it had hardly presented 
Itself to him in such certain terms. It was, then, a positive 
^ that in punishment for his weakness in having signed 
that bill he vrould have to pay, not only four hundred pounds, 
bat four hundred pounds with interest, and expenses of 
i^ewal, and commission, and bill stamps. Yes; he had 
certainly got among the Philistines during that visit of his to 
the duke. It began to app^r' to him pretty clearly that it 
would have been better for him to have relinquished altogether 
the glories of GhaJdicotes and Gatherum Castle* 

And now, how was he to tell his wife 7 
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CHAPTER X. 

LUOT E0BABT8. 

And now how was he to tell his wife? That was the oon- 
sideration heavy on Mark Robarts* mind when )a&t we left 
tiim ; and he turned the matter oflen in his thoughts before be 
pould bring -himysdf to a resolution. At last he did do so, and 
one may say that it was not. altogether a bad one, if only he 
could cany it out, .He would ascertain in what bank tl^it 
bill of his had been discounted. He would ask Sowerbj, 
and if he could not learn from him, he would go to the three 
banks in Barchester. That it had been taken to one of them 
he felt tolerably certain. He would explain to the managef 
his conviction that he woul^ have to m^e good the amount, 
hiJB inability to do so at the end of the three months, an^ the 
whole state of his income; and then the banker would 
explain to him how the. matter might be arranged. Be 
thought that be Qould pay 50Z. every three mouths with 
^ltere8t. As Boon as this should have been concert^ with 
^e banker, .het would let his wife know all about it. ^ Woce 
he to tell her at the present moment, while the matt^ vtf 
all unsettled, the intelligence would fiigbten her into iUness. 
3ut on the next morning there came to him tidings by tl^e 
hands of Robin postman, which for a long while up^t .all hu 
plans. The letter was from Exeter. His father had been 
taken ill, and had very quickly been pronounced, to be iu 
deuiger. That evening— *the evening on which his sister wrote 
^-«tbe old m^n was much worse, and it was desirable that 
Mark should go off to £x.eter as quickly as possible. Of 
coiirse he went to Exeter — again leaving the Framley soi^3 
at the.meKjv of the Wehjh Low Churchp[ian. Framley is 
only folir miles from Silverbridge, and at Silverbridge he was 
on -the direct road to the west. He was, therefpre, at Ezet^ 
before nightfall on that day. Bi;t, nevertheless, he arrived 
there too latjp to see his father again alive. The old pan's 
illness had been sudden and rapid, and he expired without 
again seeing his eldest son. Mark arrived at the house of 
mourning just as they were learning to realize the full chaug^ 
in their position. 

The doctor's career had been on the whole successful^ but 
nevertheless he did not leave behind him as much mooej » 
the world had given him credit for possessing. Who evet 



^? Dr. JSobartB had edncalied a laxge tmUji hada^wigfs 

iived witH ^reiy com&rt, and had never poaseaaed a f^illuig 

bat what he had eanied himself. A physician's fees eomeJjiiy 

no doujbjfc^ with oomfoirtable rapidity as soon as rich old £^« 

tiemen and nuddle-aged ladies begin to put their faith in 

Mm ; bat fees run out almost with equal rapidity when b 

wife ^d seyep. children ore treated to everything that tHe 

world considers mpst desirable. Mark, we have seen, had 

been .e^|i;catecl at Hazrow and Oxford, and it may be sai^y 

therefore^ /that he had received His patrimony early in |Hf. 

For Crerald Hobarts, -the second brother, a copamission h^ 

been bought in a crack regiment. He also had been lu<^kjy 

Lavu^ lived and becoqie a captaon in the Crimea $ and 'ti^ 

purchase-money was lodged for his majority. And Jph^ 

Bobarts, the youngest, was ^ clerk in the Petty Bag O^cei 

and was already assistant private secretary to the Lord fi4t>^ 

Bag hiqiself— ;-a place of considerable tarust, if not. hith^lp of 

large emolument ; and on his education^ money had ]>eea,apent 

fredy, for in tnese days a young man cannot get into the 

I^etty Bag Office without knowing, at least thre^ ;n^9den(^laE^ 

goag^,;* BJii.ji^ wist be well up m trigc^ometiy too^ ia bible 

tke^pgy,.or in one dead languagc-r-a^ ^. option. And l^e 

doctor' ^ad four d^i^hters. The twQ eldeor were ^woxi^s 

including that Blanche with whom Lord IdUfUm. was to h^vje 

fallen in loye. at the vicar's wedding. A Devonshire squire 

had done' this in the lord's place ; but. on marrying her i( W9s 

necessary that he should have a few t|iousand pound^^, two or 

three perhaps^ and the old doctor had managed that they 

^\ild be fpilhcoming. The elder also had .not hfif^ seqt 

aw^'froiu the paternal mansion quite empty-handed.- ..Th^e 

wer^ therefore, ati the time of the doctor's dea^h twjo childrt6h 

lefi at^ home, of whom one only, Lucy, the you^er, jyill CQiiie 

much across us in the course of our story. . . . ., 

Mark stayed for ten days at. Exeter, he and the D^voi^hire 

stjoire having been named as executors in the will. Ini this 

document it was explained that the doctor trusted that/ p^- 

vision had been made for most of his .chjJdrep. As for^.lus 

dear son M^k, he sa^d^ he was aware that he neeil be und^r 

no uneasiness. On. hearing this read Mark smiled sweetly, 

and looked very gracious; but, nevertheless, hi^ h^t djd 

^ipk somewhat within him, for there had been a hope ih^t^A 

small windfall, coming now so opportunely, xnig}i^ ^^Ifl^.l^i^ 

to {}d ^m^,^jfKi(CO of that dreadfiU l^¥ierl:Qr. if^^)>u8. 
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And then the will went on to declare that Mary, and Gerald, 
and Blanche, had also, by God*s proyidence, been placed 
beyond want. And here, looking into the sqnire^s face, one 
might have thought that his heart fell a little also ; for he 
had not so full a command of his feelings as his brother- 
in-law^ who had been so much more before the world. To 
John, the assistant private secretary, was left a legacy of a 
thousand pounds ; and to Jane and Lucy certain sums in 
certain four per cents., which were qtiite sufficient to add an 
efficient value to the hands of those young ladies in the eyes 
of most prudent yotmg would-be Benedicts. Over and 
beyond this there was nothing but the furniture, which he 
desired might be sold, and the proceeds divided among them 
all. It might come to sixty or seventy pounds a piece, and 
pay the expenses incidental on his death. And then all men 
and women there and thereabouts said that old Dr. Bobarts 
had done well. His life had been good and prosperous, and 
his will was just. And Mark, among others, so declared— 
and was so convinced in spite of his own little disappoint- 
ment. And on the third morning after the reading of the will 
Squire Growdy, of Creamclotted Hall, altogethei* got over his 
grief, and said that it was aU right. And t^en it was decided 
that Jane should go home with him — ^for there was a brother 
squire who, it was thought, might have an eye to Jane; — and 
Lucy, the younger, should be taken to Framley parsonage. 
In a fortnight from the receipt of that letter Mark arrived at 
his own house with his sister Lucy under his wing. 

All this interfered greatly with Mark's wise resolution as to 
the Sowerby-bill incubus. In the first place, he could not 
get to Barchester as soon as he had intended, and then an 
idea came across him that possibly it might be well that he 
should borrow the money of his brother John, explaining the 
circumstances, of course, and paying him due interest. But 
he had not liked to broach the subject when they were there 
in Exeter, standing, as it were, over their father*s grave, and 
so the matter was postponed. There was still ample time for 
arrangement before the bill would come due, and he would 
not tell Fanny till he had made up his mind what that 
arrangement would be. It would kill her, he said to himself 
over and over again, were he to tell her of it without being 
able to tell her also that the means of liquidating the debt 
were to be forthcoming. 

And now I must say a word about Lucy Robarts. If one 
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B%fat onlj go OQ witihoat those desciipdonB how pleasant it 
woiold all be I But Lucj Eobarts has to plaj a fi>rward part 
in diis little drama, and those who care fi>r saeh matters most 
be made to understand something of her -form and likeness. 
Wben last we mentioned her as appearing, though not in any 
prominent position, at her brother's wedding, she was only 
iuteen; bat now, at the time of her Other's death, somewhat 
over two years having since elapsed, she was nearly nineteen. 
Laying aside for the sake of clearness that indefinite term of 
girl— -for girls are girls from the age of three up to forty- 
three, if not previously married— dropping that generic woni, 
ve may say that then, at that wedding of her brother, she 
was a child ; and now, at the death of her father, she was a 
woman. Nothing, perhaps, adds so much to womanhood, 
tarns the child so quickly into a woman, as sach death-bed 
scenes as these. Hitherto but little had fidlen to Lucy to do 
in the way of woman*s duties. Of money transactions i^e had 
known nothing, beyond a jocose attempt to make her annual 
allowance of twenty-five pounds cover all her personal wants 
—an attempt vrhich was made jocose by the loving bounty of 
her &ther. Her sister, who was three years her elder — ^for 
John came in between them — ^had managed th€ house; that 
is, she had made the tea and talked to the housekeeper about 
tihe dinners. But Lucy had sat at her Other's elbow, had 
i^ to him of evenings when he went to sleep, had brought 
him his slippers and looked after the comforts of his easy- 
cUr. All 'diis she had done as a child ; but when she stood 
«t ihe coffia head, and knelt at the coffin side, then she was a 
wonam. 

She was smaller in stature than either of her three sisters, 
^ aO of -whom had been acceded the praise of being fine 
Women — a eulogy which the people of Exeter, looking back 
at the elder sisters, and the general remembrance of them 
which pervaded the city, were not willing to extend to Lucy. 
**Dear — dear!*' had been said of her; "poor Lucy is not 
Eke a Robarts at all; is she, now, Mrs. Pole ?" — for 'as the 
^nghters had become fine women, so had the sons grown into 
stalwart men. And then Mrs. Pole had answered: "Not a 
Ut ; is she, now ? Only think what Blanche was at her age. 
But she has fine eyes, for all that ; and they do say she is the 
cleverest of them all." And that j too, is so true a description 
of her that I do not kiiow that I can add much to it. She 
was not like Blanche: for Blanche- had a bright complexion 

7 
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and ft fine neck,' and a noble bust, ei vera inceasu patuit Deur^ 
a true goddess, that is, as &r aa the eje went. She had a 
grand idea, moreover, of an apple-pie, and had not reigned 
eighteen months at Creamclotted Hall before she knew all the 
mysteries of pigs and milk, and most of those appertaining to 
dder and green geese. 

Lucj had no neck at all worth speaking of, — ^no neck, I 
mean, that ever produced eloquence ; she was brown, too, and 
had addicted herself in nowise, as she undoubtedly should 
have done, to larder utility. In regard to the neck and colour, 
poor girl, she oould not help hersdf ; but in that other respect 
she must be held as having wasted her opportunities. But 
then what eyes she had I Mrs. Pole was right there. They 
flashed upon you, not always softly ; indeed not oflen softly if 
you- were a stranger to her ; but whether softly or savagely, 
with a brilliancy that dazzled you as you looked at Ihem. 
And who shall say of what colour they were? Green, pro- 
bably, for mo^t eyes are green — ^green or grey, if green 
be Uiought uncomely for an eye-colour. But it was not 
their colour, but their fire, which struck one with such 
surprise. 

Lucy Robarts was thoroughly a brunette. Sometimes the 
dark tint of her cheek was exquisitely rich and lovely, and 
the fringes of her ejea were long and soft, and her small 
teeth, which one so seldom saw, were white as pearls, and her 
hair, though short, was beautifully Bofi> — ^by no means black, 
but yet of so dark a shade of brown. Blanche, too, was noted 
for fine teeth. They were white and regular and lofty as a 
s new row of houses i^ a French city. But then when sbe 
laughed she was all teeth; as she was all neck when she sat 
at tiie piano. But Luoy^s teeth I — ^it was only now and again, 
when in some sudden burst of wonder she would sit for a 
moment with her lip9 apart, that the fine finished lines and 
dainty pearl-white colour of that perfect set of ivory could be 
seen. Mrs, Pole would have said a word of her teeth also, 
but that to her they had never been made visiHe. '' But 
they do say that she is the cleverest of tj^en^, all,'' Mrsi Poje 
had added, very properly. The people of Exe^r had exprf 9aed 
such an opinion, and had beo^ qiiite just in doing so. Xi^p 
not know how it li^ppens, but it always does happen, that 
leverybody in. every small town knows which is the brightestr 
witted in every family. In this respect Mrs. Pole had only 
expressed public opiniop, and public opinion was right. Lucy 
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Robarta was blessed with an intelligence keener than that of 

ber brothers or sisters. 

'^To tell the truth, Mark, I admire Lncy more than I do 
Blanche.*^ This had been said by Mrs. Robarts within a few 
hours of her having assumed that name. " She's not a beaut^i 
I know, but yet I do." 

"My dearest Fanny !*' Mark had answered in a tone, of 
surprise. 

"I do then; of course people won't think so; but I never 

seem to care about regular beauties. Perhaps I envy them 

too much.'' What Mark said next need not be repeated, but 

eveiybody may be sure that it contained some gross flattery 

for his young bride. He remembered this, however, and had 

always called Lucy his wife's pet. Neither of the sisters bad 

since that been at Framley ; and though Fanny had spent a 

week at Exeter on the occasion of Blanche's marriage, it 

could hardly be said that she was very intimate with them. 

Nevertheless, when it became * expedient that one of them 

should go to Framley, the remembrance of what his wife had 

said immediately induced Mark to make the ofler to Lucy ; 

and Jane, who was of a kindred soul with Blanche, was 

delighted to go to Creamclotted Hall. The acres of Heavybed 

House, down in that fat Totnes country, adjoined those of 

Creamclotted Hall, and Heavybed House still wanted a 

mistress. 

Fanny was delighted when the news reached her. It 

would of course be proper that one of his sisters should live 

with Mark under their present circumstances, and she was 

happy to think that that quiet little bright-eyed creature was 

to come and nestle with her under the same roof The 

ciiidren should so love her— only not quite so much as they 

loved mamma ; and the snug little room that looks out over 

the porch, in which the chimney never smokes, should be 

made ready for her ; and she should be allowed her share of 

driving the pony — ^which was a great sacrifice of self on the 

part . of Mrs. Robarts — and Lady Lufton's best good-wili 

should be bespoken. In fact, Lucy was not unfortunate in 

the destination that was laid out fox her. L^dy Lufton had 

of course heard of the doctor's; deafli, and had seiit all mahnei; 

of kind mess^es ^p Mark, a^vi^ing him not to hurry ^ome by 

anyine^ns unt^^i^verything ,was settled at ^^^t^r.' .Andthejij 

fiji^^w^fi tolAof ,^he new-cpmV that was .. ^xpecied in tfip 

^Jsir.'-l Wheu she h^ard that it was LuQy|^.%.ypunge;c, she 



100 FBAULEY FABSONAGE. 

also was satisfied; for Blanche's channs, though indisputable, 
had not been altogether to her taste. If a second Blanche 
were to arrive there what danger might there not be for young 
Lord Lufton ! "Quite right," said her ladyship, "just what 
he ought to do. I think I remember the young lady; rather 
small, is she not, and very retiring ? " 

" Rather small and very retiring. What a description ! " 
said Lord Lufbon. 

" Never mind, Ludovic ; some young ladies must be small, 
and some at least ought to be retiring. We* shall be delighted 
to make her acquaintance.'* 

" I remember your other sister-in-law very Vrell," said Lord 
Lufton. " She was a beautiful woman." 

"I don't think you will consider Lucy a beauty," said 
Mrs. Robarts. 

"Small, retiring, and — ^" so far Lord Lufton had gone, 
when Mrs. Robarts finished by the word, " plain." She had 
liked Lucy's face, but she had thought that others probably 
did not do so. 

" Upon my word," said Lady Luflon, " you don't deserve 
to have a sister-in-law. I remember her very well, and can 
say that she is not plain. I was very much taken with her 
manner at your wedding, my dear, and thought more of her 
than I did of the beauty, I can tell you." 

" I must confess I do not remember her at all," said his 
lordship. And so the conversation ended. And then at the 
end of the fortnight Mark arrived with his sister. They did 
not reach Framley till long after dark — somewhere between 
0ix and seven — ^and by this time it was December. There 
was snow on the ground, and frost in the air, and no moon, 
and cautious men when they went on the roads had their 
horses' shoes cocked. Such being the state of the weather 
Mark's gig had been nearly filled with cloaks and shawls 
when it was sent over to Silverbridge. And a cart was sent 
for Lucy's luggage, and all manner of preparations had been 
made. Three times had Fanny gone herself to see that the 
fire burned brightly in the little room over the porch, and at 
the moment that the sound of the wheels was heard she was 
engaged in opening her son's mind as to the nature of an aunt. 
Hitherto papa and mamma and Lady Lufton were all that he 
had known, excepting, of course, the satellites of the nursery. 
And then in three ndnutes Lucy was standing by the fire. 
Those three minutes had been taken up in embraces between 
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tlie husband and the wife. Let who would be brongiift as a 
visitor to the house, after a fortnight's absence, she would kiss 
Mm before she welcomed any one else. Bat then she turned 
to Lncj, and began to assist her with her cloaks. 

" Oh, thank you,*' said Lucy ; " Tm not cold, — ^not very at 
least. Don't trouble yourself: I can do "it." Bet here she 
Iiad made a false boast, for her fingers had been so numbed 
that she could do nor undo anything. They were all in black, 
of course ; but the sombreness of Lucy's clothes struck Fanny 
much more than her o¥m. They seemed to have swallowed her 
up in their blackness, and to have made her almost an emblem 
of death. She did not look up, but kept her &ce turned 
towards the fire, and seemed almost afinid of her position. 

" She may say what she likes, Fanny," said Mark, '* but 
she is very cold. ' And so am I, — cold enough. You had 
better go up with her to her room. We won't do much in 
the dressing way to-night; eh, Lucy?" In the bedroom 
Lucy thawed a Httle, and Fanny, as she kissed her, said to 
herself that she had been wrong as to that word '* plain.*' 
Lucy, at any rate, was not plain. 

" You will be used to us soon," said Fanny, *' and then I 
hope we shall make you comfortable." And she took her 
sister-in-law's hand and pressed it. Lucy looked up at her, 
and her eyes then were tender enough. *' I am sure I shall 
be happy here," she said, " with you. But — ^but— dear 
papa ! " And Uien they got into each other's arms, and had 
a great bout of kissing and crying. *' Plain," said Fanny to 
herself, as at last she got her guest's hair smoothed and the 
Wats washed from her eyes — '^ plain ! She has the loveliest 
countenance that I ever looked at in my life ! " 

"Your sister is quite beautiful," she said to Mark, as they 
talked her over alone before they went to sleep that night. 

"No, she's not beautiful; but she's a very good girl, and 
clever enough too, in her sort of way." 

" I think her perfectly lovely. I never saw such eyes in 
ay life before." 

*'ril leave her in your hands, then; you shall get her a 
husband." 

''That mayn't be so easy. I don't think she'd marry 
anybody." 

" Well, I hope not. But she seems to me to be eacaotly 
cut out for an old maid ; — ^to bo aunt Lucy for ever and ov«p 
to your baiiiis." 
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'* And 80 slie shall, with all mj heart But I don*t think 
she will, very long. I have no doubt she will be hard to 
please; but if I were a man I should Ml in ' love with her at 
onoe. Did you ever observe her teeth, Mark ? " 

« I don't think I ever did." 

'' Ton w^iddn't know whether any one had a tooth in their 
head, I believe.** 

"No one except you, my dear ; and I know all yours ty 
heart" 

** You are a goose." 
' " And a very sleepy one; so, if you please, PU go to roost.* 
And thus there was nothing more said about Lucy's beauty 
on that occasion. 

' For the first two days Mrs. Robarts did not mske much of 
her sister-in-law. Lucy, indeed, was not demonstrative : and 
she was, moreover, one of those few persons — for they are 
Tery few — who are contented to go on with their existence 
without making themselves the centre of any special outward 
circle. To the ordinary run of minds it is impossible not to 
do this. A man's own dinner is to himself so important 
l^at he cannot bring himself to believe that it is a matter 
utterly indifferent to every one else. A lady's collection of 
baby-clothes, in early years, and of house linen and curtain- 
fringes in later life, is so very interesting to her own eyesr, 
that she cannot believe but what other people will rejoice to 
behold it. I would not, however, be held as regarding this 
tendency as evil. It leads to conversation of some sort among 
people, and perhaps to a kind of sympathy. Mrs. Jones will 
look at Mrs. White's linen chest, hoping that Mrs. White may 
be induced to look at hers. One can only pour out of a; jug 
that which is in it. For the most of us, if we do not talk of 
ourselyes, or at any rate of the individual circles of which we 
are the centres, we can talk of nothing. I cannot hold with 
those who wish to put down the insignificant chatter of the 
world. As for myself, I am always happy to look at Mrs. Jones's 
linen, and never omit an opportunity of giving her the details 
of my own dinners. But Lucy Eobarts had not this gift* 
She had come there as a stranger into her sister-in-law's 
house, and at fipst seemed as though she would be contented 
in simply having her comer in the drawing-room and her 
place at the parlour-table. She did not seem to need the 
comforts of condolence and open-hearted talking. I do not 
mean to say that she was moody, that she did not ansWe]^ 
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wben she was spoken to, or that she took no notice of th« 
children; but she did not at once throw herself and all her 
hopes and sorrows into Fanny^s heart, as Fanny would have 
had her do. 

Mrs. Bobarts herself was what we call demonstratiYe. 
When she was angiy with Lady Lufton she showed it. And 
as since that time her love and admiration for Lady Lufion 
had increased, she showed that also. When she was in any 
way displeased with her husband, she could not hide it, even 
though she tried to do so, and fancied herself successful ;— 
no more than she could hide her warm, constant, overflowing 
woman's love. She could not walk through a room hanging 
on her husband's arm without seeming to proclaim to every 
one there that she thought him the best man in it. She was 
demonstrative, and therefore she was the more disappointed 
in that Lucy did not rush at once with all her cares into' her 
open heart. " She is so quiet," Fanny said to her husband. 

" That's hex nature," said Mark. " She always was quiet 
as a child. While we were smashing everything, she would 
never crrack a teacup." ' . 

"I wish she would break something now," s^dd Fanny, 
" and then perhaps we should get to talk abbut ft.*' "But she 
did not on this account give over loving her sister-in-law. 
She probably valued her the more, rniconsciously, for not 
having those aptitudes^ with which she herself was endowed. 
And tiien after two days Lady Lufton called: of course it may 
^ supposed that Fanny had said a good deal to her new 
^i^nvate about Lady Lufion. A neighbour of that kind in the 
country exercises so large an influence upon the whole tenor 
of one's life, that to abstain from such talk is out of deques* 
tion. Mrs. Eobarts had been brought up almost tuxder the 
dowager's wing, and of course she regarded her as being 
worthy of much talking. Do not let persons on this account 
suppose that Mrs. Eobarts was a tufi-hunt^, or a toadeater* 
If they do not see the difference they have yet got to study 
the earliest principles of human nature. 

Lady Lufton called, and Lucy was struck dumb. Fanny 
was particularly anxious that her ladyship's first impression 
should be favourable, and to effect this, she especially endea^ 
voured to throw the two together diuring that visit. But in 
this she was unwise. Lady Lufton, however, had woman-craft 
enough not to be, led into any egregious error byLucy'n 
silenced " And what day will you come and dine with 
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US?" said Lady Lufton, turning expressly to her old frifmd 
Fanny. 

'^ Ohi do you name the day. We never have many engage* 
ments, you know.*' 

" Will Thursday do, Miss Robarts ? ^ You will meet nobody 
you know, only my son ; so you need' not regard it as going 
out. Fanny here will tell you that stepping oyer to Framley 
Court is no noore going out, than when you go from one room 
to another in the parsonage. Is it, Fanny ? '* Fanny laughed, 
and said that that stepping oyer to Framley Court certainly 
was done so often that perhaps they did not think so much 
about it as they ought to do. 

<< We consider ourselyes a sort of happy fanuly here. Miss 
Bobarts, and are delighted to have the opportunity of including 
you in the manage." Lucy gave her ladyship one of her 
sweetest smiles, but what she said at that moment was inaud 
ible. It was plain, however, that she could not bring herself 
even to go as far as Framley Court for her dinner just at 
present. << It was very kind of Lady Lufton," she said to 
Fanny ; " but it was so very soon, and — and — and if they 
would only go without her, she would be so happy." But as 
the object was to go with her— expressly to take her there— 
the dinner was adjourned for a short time — sine die. 



CHAPTER XL 

OBISELDA GBAKTLT. 

It was nearly a month after this that Lucy was first intro- 
duced to Lord Luflon, and then it was brought about only by 
accident. During that time Lady Luflon had been often at 
the parsonage, and had in a certain degree learned to know 
Lucy ; but the stranger in the parish had never yet plucked 
up courage to accept one of the numerous invitations that had 
reached her. Mr. Robarts and his wife had frequently been 
at Framley Court, but the dreaded day of Lucy's initiation 
had not yet arrived. She had seen Lord Lufton in church, 
but hardly so as to know him, and beyond that she had not 
seen him at all. One day, however — or rather, one evening, 
for it was already dusk — ^he overtook her and Mrs. Bobarts 
on the road walHng towards the vicarage. He had his gun 
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on bis shoulder, three pointers were at his heels, and a game- 
keeper followed a little in the rear. 

'^How are jou, Mrs. Bobart^7'* he said, almoat before he 
bad overtaken them. '' I have been chasing you along the 
road for the last half-mile. I never knew ladies walk so faat." 

^ We should be frozen if we were to dawdle about as you 
gentlemen do,*' and then she stopped and shook hands with 
bim. She forgot at the moment that Lucy and he had not 
met, and thereS>re she did not introduce them. 

" Won't you make me known to your sister-in-law P said 
be taking off his hat, and bowing to Lucy. '< I have never 
yet had the pleasure of meeting her, though we have been 
neighbours for a month and more." Fanny made her excuses 
and introduced them, and then they went on till they came to 
Framley Gate, Lord Luflon talking to them both, and Fanny 
answering fpr the two, and there they stopped for a moment 

*< I am surprised to see you alone," Mrs. Bobarts had just 
8ud; '< I thought that Captain Culpepper was with you." 

''The captain has left me for this one day. If you'll 
wbisper Fll tell you where he has gone. I dare not speak it 
out loud, even to the woods." 

" To what terrible place can he have taken himself ? I'll 
bave no whisperings about such horrors." 

" He has gone to— to — ^but you'll promise not to tell my 
mother ? " 

" Not teU your mother I Well, now you have excited my 
cariosity I where can he be ? " 

** Do you promise, then ? " 

'* Ob, yes 1 I mil promise, because I am sure Lady Lufton 
won't ask me as to Captain Culpepper's whereabouts. We 
won't tell; wiU we, Lucy ? " ^ 

^' He has gone to Gatherum Castle for a day's pheasant- 
sbooting. Now, mind, you must not betray us. Her ladyship 
supposes that he is shut up in his room with a toothache, 
^e did not dare to mention the name to her." And then 
it appeared that Mrs. Bobarts had some engagement which 
loade it necessary that she should go up and see Lady 
Luflon, whereas Lucy was intending to walk on to the par- 
sonage alone. 

** And I have promised to go to your husband," said Lord 
Lufton ; " or rather to your husband's dog, Ponto. And I 
will do two other good things — ^I will carry a brace of phea- 
tants with me, and protect Miss Bobarts from the evil spirits 
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of tbe Framley roacls." And so Mrs. Hobarts tamed in at 
the gate, and Lucy and his lordship walked off together. Lord 
Lufton, though he had never before spoken to Miss Eobarts, 
bad already found out that she was by no means. plain.. 
Though he had hardly seen her except at church, he had 
already made himself certain that the owner of that face most 
be worth knowing, and was not sorry to have the present 
opportunity of speaking to her. " So you have an unknown 
damsel shut up in your caeitle," he had once said to Mrs. 
Kobarts. '' If she be kept a prisoner much longer, I shall 
find it my duty to come and release her by force of arms." 
fie had been there twice with the object of sedn^ her, but 
on both occasions Lucy had managed to escape. Now we 
may say she was &irly caught, and Lbrd LuAon, taking a 
pair of pheasants from the gamekeeper, and swinging them 
over his shoulder, walked off with his prey. " You have 
been here a long time,'* he said, '^ without our having had the 
pleasure of seeing you." 

" Yes, my lord," said Lucy. Lords had not been frequent 
among her acquaintance hitherto. 

'* I tell Mrs. Robarts that she has been confining you 
iUegally, and that we shall release you by force of striafagem." 

"I — I — I have had a great sorrow lately.** 
' '^ Tes, Miss Robarts ; I know you have ; and I am only 
jokiQg, you know. But I do hope that now you will be able 
to come amongst us. My moUier is so anxious that yoa 
should do so.*' 

" 1 3m sure she is very kind, and you also— my lord." 
* . f*^Ibever knew my own ftther," said Lord Lufton, spoiking 
gravely. *' But I can well understand what a loss you have 
had.'* And then, after pausing a moment, he continued, " 1 
remember Dr. Robarts well." 

"Do you, indeed?" said Lucy, turning sharply towards 
him, and spieaking now with some animation in her voice. 
l^obody had yet spoken to her about her father since she had 
been at Framley. It had been as though the subject were a 
forbidden one. And how frequently is this the case I When 
those we love are dead, our friends dread to mention them, 
though to us who are bereaved no subject would be so plea^nt 
as th^ir names. But we rarely tmderstand how to treat our 
own sorrow or those of others. 

"' There was once a people in some land — and they may be 
'still ^ere for what I know — ^who thought it sacrilegious to 
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staj lihe cotuse of a raging fire. V a bouse were being 
bulled, bum it most, even thougb there ii«ere fecilities for 
saving it. For wbo would dare to interfere with the coarse 
of the god? Our idea of sorrow is much the same. We 
think it wicked, or at any rate heartless, to put it out. If a 
man*8 wife be dead, lie should go about lugubrious, with long 
&ce, for at least two years, or perhaps with full length for 
eighteen months, decreasing gradually during the other six. 
If he be a man wbo can quench his sorrow — put out his fire 
as it were — ^in less time than that, let him at any rate not 
ahow his power I 

"Yes: I remember him," continued Lord Luflon. "He 
came twice to Framley while I was a boy, consulting with my 
mother about Mark and myself, — whether the Eton flogginjg^ 
verenpt more efficacious than than those at Harrow. He w;as 
very kind to me, foreboding all manner of good things on my 
hehalf." 

"He was very kind to every one," said Lucy. 

"I i^ould think he would have been — a kind, good, genial 
Dian— just the man to be adored by his own family." 

"Exactly ; and so he was. I do not remember that I ever 
heard an unkind word from him. There waa not a haroh 
V>ne in his voice. And he was generous as the 3ay.\* • Locj, 
wehivve said^ was not generally demonstrative,^ Vutiiow,. on 
this subject,, and with this absolute stranger, she, h&i^mp 
ahnost ieloquent. 

"I do not wonder that you should feelhis loss. Miss Hobarts.'^ 

**0h, X do feel it. Mark is the best of brothers, and^ as 
forEumy,' she is too kind and too good to me. But I had 
always been specially iny father's friend. For the last year 
or two we had lived so much together ! " 

"He was an old man when he died, was he not? " . • . 

" Just seventy, my lord." 

"Ah, then he was old. My mother is only fifty, and w;e 
sometimes call her the old "ivoman. Do you think she looks 
older than that ? We all say that she makes herself out Ip 
be so much more ancient than sbe need do." 

" Lady Lofton does not dress young." 

" That is it. She never has, in my memory. She always 
tised to wear black when I first recollect her. She has given 
Chat up now ; but she is still very sombre ; is she not.? 

"I do not like ladies to dress veiy young, that is, Indies 

Of-HJf 



I 

warning " 
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" Ladies of fifty, we will say ? " 
" Very well ; ladies of fifty, if you like it." 
" Then I am sure you will like my mother.'* 
They had now turned up through the parsonage wicket, a 
little gate that opened into the garden at a point on the road 
nearer than the chief entrance. " I suppose I shall find 
Mark up at the house ? " said he. 
" I daresay you will, my lord." 

" Well, ril go round this way, for my business is partly in 
the stable. Tou see I am quite at home here, though you 
never have seen me before. But, Miss Bobarts, now that the 
ice is broken, I hope that we may be friends." He th^ put 
out his hand, and when she gave him hers he pressed it almost 
as an old friend might have done. And, indeed, Lucy had 
talked to him almost as though he were an old friend. For a 
minute or two she had forgotten that he was a lord and a 
stranger — ^had forgotten also to be stifi* and guarded as was 
her wont. Lord Luftx>n had spoken to her as though he had 
really cared to know her ; and she, unconsciously, had been 
taken by the compliment. Lord Luftx)n, indeed, had not 
thought much about it-— excepting as thus, that he lik^ 
the glance of a pair of bright eyes, as most other young men 
do like it. But, on this occasion, the evening bad been so 
dark, that he had hardly seen Lucy's eyes at all. 

"Well, Lucy, I hope you liked your companion," Mrs. 
Bobarts said, as the three of them clustered round the drawing" 
room fire before dinner. 

** Oh, yes ; pretty well," said Lucy. 
"That is not at all complimentary to his lordship." 
" I did not mean to be complimentary, Fanny." ^, 

"Lucy is a great deal too matter-of-fact for compliments, 
said Mark. 

"What I meant was, that I had no- great opportunity for 
judging, seeing that I was only with Lord Lufton for about 
ten minutes." 

** Ah I but there are girls here who would give their eyes 
for ten minutes of Lord Lufton to themselves. You do not 
know how lie's valued. He has the character of being alwajrs 
able to make himself agreeable to ladies at half a minute s 



"Perhaps he had not the half-minute's warning in ^ 
case," said Lucy, — hypocrite that she was. 

"Poor Lucy," said her brother; "he was coming up ^ 
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tee Ponto*8 shoulder, and I am afraid he was thinlclng more 

about the dog than yon." 
"Yerj likelj/' said Lucy ; and then they went into dinner. 

Lacy had been a hypocrite, for she had confessed to herself 

while dressing, that Lord LufVon had been yeiy pleasant ; but 
then it is allowed to young ladies to be hypocrites when the 
snbject nnder discussion is the character of a young gentleman. 

Soon after that Lucy did dine at Framley Court. Captain 
Culpepper, in spite of his enormity with reference to Graiherum 
Castle, was still staying there, as was also a clergyman from 
the neighbourhood of Barchester with his wife and daughter. 
This was Archdeacon Grantly, a gentleman whom we hare 
mentioned before, and who was as well known in the diocese 
as the bishop himself — and more thought about by many 
deigymen than even that illastrious prelate. Bliss Grantly 
was a young lady not much older than Lucy Robarts, and 
she also was quiet, and not given to much talking in open 
company. She ' was decidedly a beauty, but somewhat 
statuesque in her loveliness. Her forehead was high and 
white, but perhaps too like marble to gratify the taste of 
those who are fond of flesh and blood. Her eyes were large 
and exquisitely formed, but they seldom showed much emo- 
tion. She, indeed, was impassive herself, and betrayed but 
little of her feelings. Her nose was nearly Grecian, not 
coming absolutely in a straight line from her forehead, but 
doing so nearly enough to entitle it to be considered as clas- 
ncal Her mouth, too, was very fine — artists, at least, said 
80, and connoisseurs in beauty ; but to me she always seemed 
as though she wanted fulness of lip. But the exquisite 
symmetry of her cheek and chin and lower £ice n6 man 
could deny. Her hair was light, and being always dressed 
with considerable care, did not detract from her appearance; 
but it lacked that ridiness which gives such luxuriance to 
feminine loveliness. She was tall and slight, and very grace- 
iul in her movements; but there were those who thought that 
she wanted the ease and abandon of youth. They said that 
she was too composed and stiff for her age, and that she gave 
but little to society beyond the beauty of her form and face. 
There can be no doubt, however, that she was considered by 
most men and women to be the beauty of Barsetshire, and 
that gentlemen from neighbouring counties would come many 
miles through dirty roads on the mere hope of being able to 
dance with her. Whatever attractions she may have lacked. 
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she liad at any rate created for herself a great reputation. 
6he had spent two months of the last spring in London, and 
even th^re she had made a sensation; and people had said 
that Lord Dombello, Lady Hartletop's eldest son, bad been 
peculiarly struck with her. 

It may be imagined that the archdeacon was proud of her, 
and so, indeed, was Mrs. Grantly — more proud, perhaps, of 
her daughter's beauty, than so excellent a woman should have 
allowed herself to be of such an attribute. Gnselda — that 
was her name — was now an only daughter. One sister she 
had had, but that sister had died. There were two brothers 
also lefit, one in the Church and the other in the army. That 
was Ihe extent of the archdeacon^s family, and as the arch- 
deacon was a very rich man- — ^he was the only child of his 
£ither, who had been Bishop of Barchester for a great many 
years ; and in those years it had been worth a man's while to 
be Bishop of Barchester — it was supposed that Miss Grantly 
would have a large fortune. Mrs. Grantly, however, had 
been heard to say, that she was in no hurry to see her 
daughter established in the worid;— -ordinary yoimg ladies 
are merely married, but those of real importance are esta- 
blished: — and this, if anything, added to the value of the 
prize. Mothers sometimes depreciate their wares by an undue 
solicitude to dispose of them. But to tell the truth openly 
and at once*— a virtue for which a novelist does not receive 
very much commendation — Griselda Grantly was, to a certain 
extent) already eiven away. Not that she, Griselda, knew 
anything about it, or that the thrice happy gentleman had 
been made aware of his good fortune : nor even had the 
archdeacon been told. But Mrs. Grantly and Lady Luflon 
had been closeted together more than once, and terms had 
been signed and sealed between them. Not signed on 
parchment, and sealed with wax, as is the case with treaties 
made by kings and diplomats — to be broken by the same; 
but signed with little words, and sealed with certain pressings 
of the hand — a treaty which between two such contractii^ 
parties would be binding enough. And by the terms of this 
treaty Griselda Grantly was to become Lady Luflon. Lady 
Lufton had hitherto been fortunate in her matrimonial specu- 
lations. She had selected Sir George for her daughter, and 
Sir G-eorge, with the utmost good-nature, had fallen in with 
Jb^.vjewiS. She l^ad selected Fanny Monsell for^ ,Mr. Bobarts, 
,a^4 Faxinyjiipnsell had not rebelled i^ainst hei: for i^-momeot* 
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There was a prestige of suocess about her doingS) and she 

Mt almost ocmfident that her dear son Ludovic most fall in 

love with Griselda. As to the ladj herself, nothing, Lady 

Lofton thought, could be much better than sooh a match for 

ber son. Ladj Lufton, I have said, was a good church- 

woman, and the archdeacon was the very tjpe of that branch 

of the 'Church which she venerated. The Grantlys, too, were 

of a good family — ^not noble, indeed ; but in sucdi matters 

Ladj Lufton did not want everything. She was one of those 

pm)D8 who, in placing their hopes at a moderate pitch, may 

^Ij trust to see them realized. She would &in that her 

son's wife should be handsome ; this she wished for his sake, 

tiiat he might be proud of his wife, and because men love to 

look on beanty. But she was afraid of vivacious beauty, 

of those soft, sparkling feminine charms which are spread 

out as lures for all the world, sofb dimples, laughing eyes, 

luscious lips, conscious smiles, and eatsy whispers. What if 

her son should bring her home a rattling, rapid-spoken, 

punted piece of Eve's flesh such as this ? Would not the 

gloiy and joy of her life be over, even thouigh such child of 

their first mother should have come forth to the present day 

CQQobled by the blood of two do2en successive British peers ? 

And then, too, Griselda's money would not be useless^ 

^7' Luflon, with all her high-fiown ideas, was not an 

iminnulent woman. She knew &at her son had been extra*- 

vagaat, tiiongh she did not believe that he had be^ reckless; 

and die was well content to think that some balsam from the 

old bishop's coffers should be made to cure the slight wounds 

^Uch his early imprudence mi^t have indicted on the 

^*^ of the fitmily property. And thuS| in this way, and 

^ these reasons, Gnselda Grantly had been chosen out from 

"^ the world to be the future Lady Lufk)n. Lord Lufton 

^ met Griselda more than once already ; had met her before 

these higb contracting parties had come to any terms what- 

"^▼er, and had evidently admired her. Lord ]>umbeUo had 

^Qiained silent one whole evening in London with inef&ble 

^jflgfost, because Lord Luflon had. been rather particular in 

^ attebtions ^ but then Lord Dumbello's. muteness was his 

^08t eloquent mode of expression. Both Lady Har^letpp and 

^ Grantly, when they^iSaw hinij: knew veijy urigli iwhat 

^^9Mant. . But 1iial).matdiowAi^,.Uot #sa^y.-.^y^ sui^afi 

^. Grantly's views. The Hartletop poi^te^iwrA'Aot in W 

^ They belonged, altcgetheci/ttr; ianctfiarc/fefei b«i»g' con- 
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nected, as we have heard before, with the Ommnm interest — 
<< those horrid Gatherum people," as Lady Lufton would say 
to her, raising her hands and eyebrows, and shaking her head. 
Lady Luflon probably thought that they ate babies in pies 
during their midnight orgies at Gatherum Castle ; and that 
widows were kept in cells, and occasionally put on racks for 
the amusement of the duke's guests. 

When the Bobarts's party entered the drawing-room the 
Grantlys were already there, and the archdeacon's voice 
sound^ loud and imposing in Lucy's ears, as she heard him 
speaking while she was yet on the threshold of the door. 
'' My dear Lady Lufton, I would believe anything on earth 
about her — anything. There is nothing too outrageous for 
her. Had she insisted on going there with the bishop's apron 
on, I should not have been surprised." And then they all 
knew that the archdeacon was talking about Mrs. Proudie, for 
Mrs. Proudie was his bugbear. 

Lady LufU)n after receiving her guests introduced Lucy to 
Griselda Grantly. Miss Grantly smiled graciously, bowed 
slightly, and then remarked in the lowest voice possible that 
it was exceedingly cold. A low voice, we know, is an 
excellent thing in woman. Lucy, who thought that she was 
bound to speak, said that it was cold, but that she did not 
mind it when she was walking. And then Griselda smiled 
again, somewhat less graciously than before, and so the con* 
venation ended. Miss Grantly was the elder of the two, and 
having seen most of the world, should have been the best 
able to talk, but perhaps she was not very anxious for a con- 
versation with Miss Robartsl 

<<S6, Robarts, I hear that you have been preaching at 
Oialdicot^," said the archdeacon, still rather loudly. " I saw 
Sowerby the other day, and he told me that you gave them 
the fag end of Mrs. Proudie's lecture." 

" It was ill-natured of Sowerby to say the fag end," said 
Robarts. *' We divided the matter into thirds. Harold Smith 
took the first part, I the last " 

'* And the lady the intervening portion. You have electrified 
the county between yon; but I am told that she had the 
best of it.** 

'<I was so sorry that Mr. Robarts went there,** said 
Lady Lufton, as she walked into the dining-room leaning on 
the archdeacon's aim. 

"I am inclined to think he could not very well have 
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biped himself/' said the archdeacon, who was never willing 
to Jean heavilj on a brother parson, unless on one who had 
Qtterlj and irreyocablj gone away from his side of the 
church. 

" Do you think not, archdeacon ? " 

" Why, no : Sowerby is a friend of Lnfton's •* 

" Not particularly," said poor Lady Luflon, in a deprecating 
tone. 

"Well, they have been intimate; and Bobarts, when he 
was asked to preach at Chaldi cotes, could not well refuse.** 

" But then he went afterwards to Gatherum Castle. Not 
thai I am vexed with him at all now, you understand. But 
it is such a dangerous house, you know." 

"So it is. — ^But the very fact of the duke's wishing to 
have a clergyman there, should always be taken as a sign of 
grace, Lady Lufton. The air was impure, no doubt ; but it 
was less impure with Bobarts there than it would have been 
without him. But, gracious heavens ! what blasphemy have 
I been saying about impure air? Why, the bishop was 
here I " 

" Yes, the bishop was there," said Lady Lufton, and they 
both understood each other thoroughly. 

Lord Luflon took out Mrs. Grantly to dinner, and matters 
were so managed that Miss Grantly sat on his other side. 
There was no management apparent in this to anybody ; but 
there she was, while Lucy was placed between her brother 
and Captain Culpepper. Captain Culpepper was a man with 
ui enormous moustache, and a great aptitude for slaughtering 
game; but as he had no other strong characteristics it was 
not probable that he would make himself very agreeable to 
poor Lucy. She had seen Lord Luflon once, for two minutes, 
since the day of that walk, and then he had addressed her quite 
like an old friend. It had been in the parsonage drawing- 
room, and Fanny had been there. Fanny now was so well 
accustomed to his lordship, that she thought but little of this, 
but to Lucy it had been very pleasant. He was not forward 
or Miliar, but kind, and gentle, and pleasant ; and Lucy did 
feel that she liked him. Now, on this evening, he had 
hitherto hardly spoken to her ; but then she knew that there 
were other people in the company to whom he was boimd to 
speak. She was not exactly humble-minded in the usual 
sense of the word ; but she did recognize the £sict that her 
position was less important than that of other people therci 

8 
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and that therefore it was probable that to a certain extent she 
would be overlooked. But not the less would she have liked 
to occupy the seat to which Miss Grantly had found her way. 
She did not want to flirt with Lord Lufton ; she was not such 
a fool as that ; but she would have liked to have heard the 
sound of his voice close to her ear, instead of that of Captain 
Culpepper's knife and fork. This was the first occasion on 
which she had endeavoured to dress herself with care since 
her father had died ; and now, sombre though she was in her 
deep mourning, she did look very weU. 

^' There is an expression about her forehead that is full of 
poetry," Fanny had said to her husband. 

" Don't you turn her head, Fanny, and make her believe 
that she is a beauty,'' Mark had answered. 

" I doubt it is not so easy to turn her head, Mark. There 
is more in Lucy than you imagine, and so you will find out 
before long." It was thus that Mrs. Robarts prophesied about 
her sister-in-law. Had she been asked she might perhaps 
have said that Lucy's presence would be dangerous to the 
Grantly interest at Framley Court. 

Lord Luflon's voice was audible enough as he went ou 
talking to Miss Grantly — his voice, but not his words. He 
talked in such a way that there was no appearance of whisper- 
ing, and yet the person to whom he spoke, and she only, 
could hear what he said. Mrs. Grantly the while conversed 
constantly vnth Lucy's brother, who sat at Lucy's lefl hand. 
She never lacked for subjects on which to speak to a country 
clergyman of the right sort, and thus Griselda was left quite 
uninterrupted. But Lucy could not but observe that Griselda 
herself seemed to have very little to say — or at any rate to 
say very little. Every now and then she did open her mouth, 
and some word or brace of words would fall from it. But 
for the most part she seemed to be content in the fact that 
Lord Luflon was paying her attention. She showed no ani- 
mation, but sat there still and graceful, composed and classical, 
as she always was. Lucy, who could not keep her ears from 
listening or her eyes from looking, thought that had she been 
there she would have endeavoured to take a more prominent 
part in the conversation. But then Griselda Grantly probably 
knew much better than Lucy did how to comport herself in 
such a situation. Perhaps it might be that young men,- such 
as Lord Ltiflon, liked to hear the sound of their own voices. 

*' Immense deal of game about here/' Captain Culpepper 
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tad to her towarcki the end of the dinner. It was the seooiid 

attempt he had made ; on the former he had asked her whether 

Ae knew any of the fellows ^ f the 9th. 
"< ]^ Hiere ? " said Lucy. << Oh ! I saw Lord Lofton the 

other day with a great armitd of pheasants.** 

''An armful ! Why we had seven cartloads the other day 
at Gatherum." 
" Seven carts full of pheasants 1 ** said Lucy, amased. 
"That*s not so much. We had eight guns, you know. 
Eight guns will do a deal of work when the game has been 
well got together. They manage all that capitally at Gatherum. 
Been at the duke's, eh ? *' Lucy had heard the Framley report 
as to Gatherum Castle, and said with a sort of shudder that she 
had never he&i at that place. AiVer this, Captain Culpepper 
troubled her no further. 

When the ladies had taken themselves to the drawing-room 
Lncy fotmd herself hardly better off than she had been at the 
dinner-table. Lady Lufton and Mrs. Grantly got themaelvea 
on to a sofa together, and there chatted confidentially into 
each other's ears. Her ladyship had introduced Lucy and 
Miss Grantly, and then she naturally thought that the young 
people might do very well together. Mrs. Bobarts did attempt 
to bring about a joint conversation, which should include the 
three, and for ten minutes or so she worked hard at it. But 
it did not thrive. Miss Grantly was monosyllabic, smiling, 
however, at every monosyllable ; and Lucy found that nothing 
wotdd occur to her at that moment worthy of being spoken. 
Inhere she sat, still and motionless, afraid to take up a book, 
wid thinking in her heart how much happier she would have 
^ at home at the parsonage. She was not made for society; 
iBhe felt sure of that ; and another time she would let Mark 
and Fanny come to Framley Court by themselves. And then 
the gentlemen came in, and there was another stir in the 
foom. Lady Luflon got up and bustled about ; she poked 
the fire and shifted the candles, spoke a few words to 
1^. Grantly, whispered something to her son, patted Lucy 
on the cheek, told Fanny, who was a nousician, that they 
Wottld have a little music, and ended by putting her two 
hands on Griselda*s shoulders and telling her that the fit of 
her firock was perfect. For Lady Lufton^ though she did dress 
old herself, as Lucy had said, delighted to see ti^ose around her 
neat and pretty, jaunty and graceful. 
"Dear Lady Lufton I" said Griselda, putting up her hand 

8— a 
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•o as to press the end of her ladyship's fingers. It was the 
first piece of animation she had shown, and Lucy Robarts 
watched it all. And then there was music. Lucy neither 
played nor sang ; Fanny did both, and for an amateur did 
both well. Griselda did not sing, but she played; and did so 
in a manner that showed that neither her own labour nor her 
father's money had been spared in her instruction. Lord 
Luflon sang also, a little, and Captain Culpepper a very little; 
so that they got up a concert among them. In the meantime 
the doctor and Mark stood talking together on the rug before 
the fire ; the two mothers sat contented, watching the billings 
and the cooings of their offspring — and Lucy sat alone, turn- 
ing over the leaves of a book of pictures. She made up her 
mind fully, then and there, that she was quite unfitted by dis- 
position for such work as this. She cared for no one, and no 
one cared for her. Well, she must go through with it now; 
but another time she would know better. With her own book 
and a fireside she never felt herself to be miserable as she wus 
now. She had turned her back to the music, for she was 
sick of seeing Lord Luflon watch the artistic motion of 
Miss Grantly's fingers, and was sitting at a small table as far 
away &om the piano as a long room would permit, when she 
was suddenly roused from a reverie of self-reproach by a 
voice dose behind her : " Miss Robarts," said the voice, " why 
have you cut us all ? " and Lucy felt that, though she heard 
the words plainly, nobody else did. Lord Luflon was now 
speaking to her as he had before spoken to Miss Grantly. 

** I don't play, my lord," said Lucy, " nor yet sing." 

''That would have made your company so much more 
valuable to us, for we are terribly badly off for listeners. 
Perhaps you don't like music ? " 

" I do like it, — sometimes very much." 

'' And when are the sometimes ? But we shall find it all 
out in time. We shall have unravelled all your mysteries, 
and read all your riddles by — when shall I say 7 — by the end 
of the winter. Shall we not ? " 

'' I do not kziow that I have got any mysteries." 

'' Oh, but you have I It is very mysterious in you to como 
and sit he ro with your back to us all " 

'' Oh, Lord Lufton ; if I have done wrong 1" and poor 

Lucy almost started from her chair, and a deep flush cams 
across her dark cheek. 

"No— no; you have done no wrong. I was only joking. 
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It 18 we who have done wrong in leaving jon to yourself— yon 
▼bo are the greatest stranger among ns.*' 

" I have been very well, thank you. I don*t care about 
being left alone. I have always been used to it." 

" Ah ! but we must break you of the habit. We won't 
allow you to make a hermit of yourself. But the truth is. 
Miss Bobarts, you don't know us yet, and therefore you are 
not quite happy among us.** 

" Oh I yes, I am ; you are all very good to me.*' 

** Ton must let us be good to you. At any rate, you must let 
me be so. You know, don't you, that Mark and I have been 
dear friends since we were seven years old. His wife has been 
my sister's dearest friend almost as long ; and now that you 
ve with them, you must be a dear Mend too. You won't 
refuse the offer, will you?" 

^^Oh, no," she said, quite in a whisper; and, indeed, she 
could hardly raise her voice above a whisper, fearing that tears 
would fall from her tell-tale eyes. 

"Dr. and Mrs. Grantly will have gone in a couple of days, 
and then we must get you down here. Miss Grantly is to 
remain for Christmas, and you two must become bosom 
friends." Lucy smiled, and tried to look pleased, but she felt 
that she and Griselda Grantly could never be bosom friends-— 
oonld never have anything in common between them. She 
^t sure that Griselda despised her, little, brown, plain, and 
unimportant as she was. She herself could not despise 
Grisdda in turn; indeed she could not but admire Miss 
Orantly's great beauty and ^dignity of demeanour ; but she 
^w that she could never love her. It is hardly possible 
that the proud-hearted should love those who despise them ; 
and Lucy Robarts was veiy pix>ud-hearted. 

" Don't you think she is very handsome 7 " said Lord Lufron. 

" Oh, very," said' Lucy. •* Nobody can doubt that" 

'^Ludovic," said Lady Lufton — ^not quite approving of her 
son's remaining so long at the back of Lucy's chair — '^ won't 
you give us another song? Mrs. Robarts and Miss Grantly 
are still at the piano." 

*'I have stmg away all that I knew, mother. There's 
Culpepper has not liad a chance yet. He has got to give us his 
dream — ^how he * dreamt that he dwelt in marble haJls I' " 

*^I sang that an hour ago," said the captain, not over 
pleased. 

w But you certainly have not tol^ hb how * your little lovera 
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oame 1' " The captain^ howerer, woidd not sing any mcne. 
And then the party was broken up, and the Bobartaes wen! 
home to thdr parsonage. 



CHAPTEB XIL 

THE LITTLE BILL. 

LucT, during those last fifteen minutes of her sojourn in1he 
Framley Court drawing-room, somewhat modified the- veiy 
strong opinion she had before form^ as to her unfitness for 
such society. It was very pleasant sitting there in that easy- 
chair, while Lord Luflon stood at the back of it saying nice, 
soft, good-natured words to her. She was sure that in a iitde 
time she could feel a true friendship for him, and that she 
could do so without any risk of falling in love with him. 
But then she had a glimmering of an idea that such a firiend- 
ship would be open to all manner of remarks, and wonld 
ha^y be compatible with the world's ordinary ways. At 
any rate it would be pleasant to be at Framley Court, if he 
would come and occasionally notice her. But she did not 
admit to herself that such a -visit wovdd' be intolerable if 
bia whole time were devoted to Griselda Grantly. She 
neither admitted it, nor thought it ; but nerertheless, in a 
Btnmge unconscious way, such a feeling did find entrance in 
her bosom. And then the Christinas holidays passed away. 
How much of this enjoyment fell to her share, and how much 
of' iliiis'suffering she endured, we will not attempt accurately 
to describe. Miss Grantly remained at Framley Court up 
to Twelfth Night, and theBofoartses also spent most of the 
seaaon at the house. Lady Lufton, no doubt, had hoped 
that everything might have been arranged on this occasioir in 
accordance witii.her wishes, but such had not been the case. 
Lord Lufton had evidently admired Miss Grantly very much: 
indeed, be had said. so. to his mother half-a-^ozen times; but 
it may almost be questioned whether the pleasure Lady LuAoa 
derived from this was not more than neutralized by an opinion 
he once put forward that Griselda Grantly wanted some of the 
fire of Lucy Bobarta. 

"Surely, Ludovic, you would never compare the two 
girls," said Lady Lufton. 

'< Of course not. They are the very antipodes to ^ 
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other. Miss Grantlj would probably be more to my taste ; 
bat then I am wise enough to know that it is so because my 
taste is a bad taste.'* 

"I know no man with a more accurate or refined taste in 
snch matters," said Lady Luflon. Beyond this she did not 
dare to go. She knew vexj well that her strategy would be 
vain should her son once learn that she had a strategy. To 
tell the truth. Lady Lufton was becoming somewhat indifferent 
to Lucy Bobarts. She had been very kind to the little girl ; 
but the little girl seemed hardly to appreciate the kindness as 
she should do — and then Lord Luflon would talk to Lucy, 
^^ which was so unnecessary you know ; " and Lucy had got 
into a way of talking quite freely with Lord Lufbon, having 
completely dropped that short, spasmodic, ugly exclamati<Mi 
of ^'my lord.'* And so the Christmas festivities were at an 
end, and January wore itself away. During the greater part 
of this mcmth Lord Luflon did not remain at Framley, but 
was nevertheless in the county, hunting with the hounds of 
both divisions, and staying at various houses. Two or three 
^hts he spent at Chaldicotes ; and one — ^letit only be told in 
an under voice — ^at Gatherum Castle I Of this he said nothing 
to Lady Luflon. '' Why make her unhappy? " as he said to 
Mark. But Lady Luflon knew it, though she said not a 
word to him — ^knew it, and was unhappy. ^^ If he- would 
only marry Griselda, there would be an end of that danger," 
she said to herself. 

But now we must go back for a while to the vicar and his 
little bill. It will be remembered, that his first idea with 
lefierence to that trouble, after tdie reading of his father's will, 
ivas to borrow the money from his brother John. John was 
dowa at Exeter at the time, and was to stay one night at the 
parsonage on his way to London. Mark would broach the 
matter to him ^ on the journey, painful though it would be to 
him to tell the story of his own foUy to a brother so. much 
younger than himself, and who had always looked up to him, 
clerg3nnan. and full -blown vicar as he was, with a deference 
greater than that which such difference in age required^ 
The story was told, however ; but was told all in vain, as 
Hark found out before he reached Framley. His brotheor 
John immediately declared that he would lend him the money,, 
of course^— eight hundred, if his brother wanted it. He» 
John, confessed that,asx^arded the remsuning two, heshould 
l^e to feel the pleasure of immediate possession. As- for 
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interest, he woald not take any — ^take interest from a brotlier! 
of coarse not. Well, if Mark made sucli a fuss about it, he 
supposed he must take it; but would rather not. Mark 
should have his own waj, and do just what he liked. 

This was all very well, and Mark had fully made up his 
mind that his brother should not be kept long out of his 
money. But then arose the question, how was that money 
to be reached? He, Mark, was executor, or one of the exe- 
cutors under his father's will, and, therefore, no doubt, could 
put his hand upon it ; but his brother wanted five months of 
being of age, and could not therefore as yet be put legally in 
possession of the legacy. " That's a bore," said the assistant 
private secretary to the Lord Petty Bag, thinking, perhaps, 
ms much of his own immediate wish for ready cash as he did 
cf his brother's necessities. Mark felt that it was a bore, but 
there was nothing more to be done in that direction. He 
must now find out how far the bankers could assist him. 

Some week or two after his return to Framley he went over 
to Barchester, and called there on a certain Mr. Forrest, the 
manager of one of the banks, with whom he was acquainted ; 
and with many injunctions as to secrecy told this manager 
the whole of lus story. At first he conceisded the name of his 
friend Sowerby, but it soon appeared that no such conceal- 
ment was of any avail. "That Sowerby, of eourse," said 
Mr. Forrest. " I know you are intimate with him ; and all 
his friends go through that, sooner or later." It seemed to 
Mark as though Mr. Forrest made very light of the whole 
transaction. 

" I cannot possibly pay the bill when it fiills due," said Mark. 

" Oh, no, of course not," said Mr. Forrest. " It's never very 
convenient to hand out four hundred pounds at a hlo^* 
Nobody will expect you to pay it ! " 

" But I suppose I shall have to do it sooner or later? " 

" Well, that's as may be. It will depend partly on bow 
you manage with Sowerby, and partly on the hands it ge** 
into. As the bill has your name on it, they'll have patience 
as long Ob the interest is paid, and the commissions on renewal 
But no doubt it will have to be met some day by somebody* 
Mr. Forrest said that he was sure that the bill was not in Bar- 
chester ; Mr. Sowerby would not, he thought, have brought 
it to a Barchester bank. The bill was probably in London, 
•but doubtless would be sent to Barchester for collection. '^^ 
it comes in my wuy," said Mr. Forrest, "I will give yoa 
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pileoty of time, so that 70a may manage about tbe renewal 
with Sowerhj. I suppose he'll pay the expense of doing that." 
Mark's heart was somewhat lighter as he left the bank. 
Mr, Forrest had made so little of the whole transaction that 
he felt himself justified in . making little of it also. *' It may 
be as well/' said he to himself, as he drove home, '' not to 
tell Fanny anything about it till the three months have run 
round. I must make some arrangement then." And in thia 
way lus mind was easier during the last of those three 
months than it had been during the two former. That feeling 
of over-due bills, of bills coming due, of accounts overdrawn, 
of tradesmen unpaid, of general money cares, is very dreadful 
at first; but it is astonishing how soon men get used to it. 
A load which would crush a man at first becomes, by habit, 
not only endurable, but easy and comfortable to the bearer. 
The habitual debtor goes along jaunty and with elastic step, 
almost enjojring the excitement of his embarrassments. There 
was Mr. Sowerby himself; who ever saw a cloud on hia 
brow ? It made one almost in love with ruin to be in his 
company. And even now, already, Mark Roberts was think- 
ing to lumself quite comfortably about this bill ;*-how veiy 
pleasantly those bankers managed these things. Pay itl 
No ; no one will be so unreasonable as to expect you to do 
that I And then Mr. Sowerby certainly was a pleasant fellow, 
Ukd gave a man something in return for his money. It was 
JtiU a question with Mark whether Lord Lufton had not been 
too hard on Sowerby. Had that gentleman fallen across hia 
clerical friend at the present moment, he might no doubt 
We gotten from him an acceptance for another four hundred 
pounds. 

One is almost inclined to believe that there is something 
pleasorable in the excitement of such embairassments, as 
there is also in the excitement of drink. But then, at last, 
the time does come when the excitement is over, and when 
nothing but the misery is left. If there be an existence of 
Wretchedness on earth it must be that of the elderly, worn*out 
ronSy who has run this race of debt and bills of accommo* 
dation and acceptances— of what, if we were not in these 
days somewhat afraid of good broad English, we might call 
lying and swindling, falsdiood and firaud — and who, having 
nuned all whom he should have loved, having burnt up every 
one who would trust him much, and scorched all who would 
tni9t him a little, is at last left to finisb bis life with such 
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bread and water ias these men get, without one honest thooghA 
to strengthen his sinking heart, or one hcmest friend to hold 
his shivering hand I If a man could only think of that, aa 
he puts his name to the first little bill, as to which he is* so 
good-naturedly assured that it. can easily be renewed ! 
' When the ^ree months had nearly run out, it so happened 
jihat Robarts met. his friend Sowerby. Maik had once otr 
twice ridden with Lord Lufton as far as the meet of the 
hounds, and may, perhaps, have gone a field or two farther on 
some occasions. The reader, must not think that he had 
taken to hunting, as some parsons do; and it ia^ singular 
enough that whenever .they .do. so they always show a. special 
aptitude for the pursuit, as though hunting were an employ<- 
ment peculiaxly congenial with a cure of soids in the country. 
Such a thought would do our vicar injustice. But when 
liOrd Luiton would ask him what on earth could be the harm 
of riding along the roads to look at the hounds^ he hardly 
knew what. sensible answer to give his lordship. It would be 
absurd to say that his time woi]dd be better employed at home 
in clerical matters, for it was notosious that he had not 
clerical pursuits for the employment of half his tiine. In 
this way, therefore, he had got into. a habit of looking at the 
hounds, and keeping up his acquaintance in the oounty, 
^neetiog Lord Dumbello, Mr. Green Walker, Harold Sknith, 
and other such like sinners ; and on one such occasion, as the 
tibsee months were nearly closing, he did meet Mr. Sowerby. 
'f Look. here, Sowerby; I want to speak to you for half a 
moment., What are you doing about that bill ? " 
. '< BiU-rbill 1 what bill ?— whi<^ biU 7 The whole bill, 
and nothing but the bill. That seems to be the convflraatioiii 
UiO^-a-daya'of all men, morning, noon, and night ? " 

'f Don't yoiu know the bill I signed for you for four hundred 
pounds?" .... 

: , ** Did yQ% .thou^ ? Was .not that rather green of you 2 " 
This did aeem. strange to Mark* Gould it really be the fiiet 
that Mr. Sowerby had. so many bills flying about that.he had 
absolutely forgotten that occurrence in the. Gatherum <}ast)e 
bedroom? .:And then to be called green by the very man 
whom he had> obliged I .. - .■, * 

/^Perhaps I was," said Merk, iii a tone that showed* that he 
WAS/ somibwhat piqued. " But all the same I should be^ gla<l 
tO'knowhowit will be taken, up.'- . r . r ..- 

"X)h| Mark, what a mS&aa you are to.-spoil my day's spoil 
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in ifais way. Any man bat a paracm would be too good • 
Ghristian for finch intense citie]^. Bat let me see — fata 

hundred potmds ? Oh, yes — ^Tozer has it." 
"And what will Tozer do with it ? " 

"Make money of it ; whatever way he may go to work he 
will do that.^ 

"But will Tozer bring it to me on the 2(Hh ? " 

" Oh, Lord, no I Upon my word, Mark, you are deliciouRly 
jreen. A cat would as soon think of killing a mouse directly 
she got it into her claws. But, joking apart, you need not 
trouble yourself. Maybe you will hear no more about it ;.or, 
perhaps, which no doubt is more probable, I may have to 
send it to you to be renewed. But you need do nothing till 
you hear from me or somebody else." 

" Only do not let any one come down upon me for the 
mongr." 

" There is not the slightest fear of that. Tally-ho, old 
fellow I He's away. Tally-ho I right over by Gosselta* 
bam. Come along, and never mind Tozer — ' Sufficient tat 
the day is the evil thereof.' " And away they both went 
together, parson and member of Parliament. And then again 
on that occasion Mark went home with a sort of feeling that 
the bill did not matter. Toc:^ woul|d manage it somehow:; 
and it was qliite dear that it would not dq to tell his wi& of 
it just at present. 

On the-2l8t of that month of February, however, he did 
receive a reminder that the bill and all concerning it hiad not 
merely been a &rce. This was a letter from Mr.. Sowerby, 
Elated ftom Chaldicotes, tbongh not bearing the B^diester 
post-mark) in which that gentleman suggested a renewal-r^not 
exactly of the old bill, but of a new one. It seemed to Mavk 
tbat the letter had been posted in London... If I give it entir^ 
1 shall, perhaps;, most quickly explain its purport : . 

" Chaldicotes,— 20th Febmaiy, 185—. 
^ Mt dbab Maxk,*^' Lend not thy name to the monej-deatorB^ lor 
the same is a deslmctton and a snare.' If that be .not in the Proyerbs, 
it oaght to be. Tozer has given me certain signs of his being alire 
spd strong this cold weather. As we can neither of ns take np that 
bill ibr 400/. at the moment, we must renew it, and pay him his 
pomiiussion and iateicflt, with all the rest of his pcnxjnisites, and pido- 
ings, and stealings — from all which, I can assure you, Tozer does not 
keep his hands as he should do. To cover this and some other littlo 
oatstanding tdflei^, I have filled in the new bill for 5007., making it due 
28rd of J&y next. Before that time, a certain aceident wlB, I titiidt, 
have oeDQrred to your impoveiished friend. By^tAijfrliumr told yon 
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liow 4he went off from Gatihenmi Gasde, the morniiig after yoa left ni^ 
with the Gxeshams. Cart-ropes woald not hold her, eyen thoneh the 
duke held them; which he did, with all the stiength of his dncal nands. 
She would go to meet some doctor of theirs, and so I was put off for 
that time; but I think that the matter stands in a good train. 

** Do not lose a post in sending back the bill accepted, as Toser maj 
annoy yon — ^naj, nndonbtedlj will, if the matter be not in his hand, 
dnlj signed bj both of ns, the day after to-morrow. He is an nngrate- 
fnl bmte ; he has liyed on me for these eight years, and would not 
let me off a single squeeze now to saye mj life. But I am specially 
anxious to saye you from the annoyance and cost of lawyers' letters ; and 
if delayed, it might get into the papers. Put it under coyer to me, at 
No. 7, Duke Street, St. James's. 1 shall be in town by that time. 

** Good-bye, old fellow. That was a decent brush we had the other 

day from Gobbold's Ashes. I wish I could get that brown horse from 

.Tou. I would not mind going to a hundred and tiiirty. — ^Yours eyer, 

N. SOWXBBT." 

When Mark had read it through he looked down on his 
table to see whether the old bill had fallen from the letter; 
but no, there was no enclosure, and had been no enclosure 
but the new bill. And then he read the letter through again, 
and found that there was no word about the old bill — ^not a 
i^rllable, at least, as to its whereabouts. Sowerbj did not 
even say that it would remain in his own hands. Mark did 
not in truth know much about such things. It might be that 
the very &ct of his signing this second document would 
•render that first document null and void ; and from Sowerby^s 
silence on the subject, it might be argued that this was so 
•well known to be the case, that he had not thought of 
explaining it. Bat yet Mark could not see how this should 
be so. But what was he to do 7 That threat of cost and 
lawyers, and specially of the newspapers, did have its effect 
upon him — as no doubt it was intended to do. And then he 
was utterly dumibunded by Sowerby's impudence in draw- 
ing on him for 5002. instead of 4002., " covering," as 
Sowerby so good-humouredly said, *' sundry little outstanding 
trifles." 

But at last he did sign the bill, and sent it off, as Sowerby 
had directed. What else was he to do ? Fool that he was. 
A man always can do right, even though he has done wrong 
before. But that previous wrong adds so much difficulty to 
the path — a difficulty which increases in tremendous ratio, 
till a man at last is choked in his struggling, and is drowned 
beneath the waters. And then he put away Sowerby's letter 
carefully, looking it up from his wife^s sight. It was a letter 
4h^t no pariah glergytnan should have received. So much be 
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Mbowledged to himself. But nevertheleBB it was neoessaiy 
tbathe should keep it. And now again for a few homrt this 
made him veiy miserable. 



^$m- 



CHAPTER Xni. 

BELICATB HIKTS. 

Ladt Luftok had been greatly rejoiced at that good deed 
irbicih her boh did in giving up his Leicestershire hunting, 
and coming to reside for the winter at Framley. It was proper, 
and becoming, and comfortable in the extreme. An English 
nobleman ought to hunt in the county where he himself owns 
the ^elds over which he rides; he ought to receive the 
respect and honour due to him from his own tenants; he 
ought to sleep under a roof of his own, and he ought also— - 
so Lady Lufton thought — to fall in love with a young embryo 
bride of his own mother's choosing. And then it was so 
jdeasant to have him there in the house. Lady Luflon was 
not a woman who allowed her life to be what people in com- 
mon parlance call dull. She had too many duties, and 
thought too much of them, to allow of her suffering from 
tedium and ennui. But nevertheless the house was more 
joyous to her when he was there. There was a reason for 
some little gaiety, which would never have been attracted 
thither by herself, but which, nevertheless, she did enjoy 
when it was brought about by his presence. She was 
younger and brighter when he was there, thinking more of the 
future and less of the past. She could look at him, and that 
alone was happiness to her. And then he was pleasant- 
mannered with her ; joking with her on her little old-world 
prejudices in a tone that was musical to her ear as coming 
£nom him; smiling on her, reminding her of those smiles 
which she had loved so dearly when as yet he was all her 
own, lying there in his little bed beside her chair. He was 
kind and gracious to her, behaving like a good son, at any 
late while he was there in her presence. When we add to 
this, her fears that he might not be so perfect in his conduct 
when absent, we may well imagine that Lady Luflon was 
pleased to have him there at Framley Court. 

She had hardly said a word to him as to that five thousand 
pounds* Many a night, as she lay thinking on her pillow^ 
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die said to herself that no money had ever been better ex- 
pended, since it had brought him back to his own house. He 
had thanked her for it in his own open way, declaring that he 
would pay it back to her during the coming year, and com- 
forting her heart by his rejoicing that the property had not 
been sold. ^' I don*t like the idea of parting with an acre of 
it," he had said. 

" Of course not, Ludoyic. I^ever let the estate decrease in 
Tour hands. It is only by such resolutions as that that 
English noblemen and English gentlemen can preserve their 
country. I cannot bear to see property changing hands." 

" Well, I suppose itV a good thing to have land in the 
market sometimes, so that the millionnaires may know what to 
do with their money." 

" God forbid that yours shotdd be there ! " And the widow 
ftxade a little mental prayer that her son's acres might be 
protected from the millionnaires and other Philistines. 

"Why, yes: I don't exactly want to see a Jew tailor 
investing his earnings at Luflon," said the lord. 

"Heairen forbid!" said the widow. All this, as I have 
said, was very nice. It was manifest to her ladyship, from 
his lordship's way of talking, that no vital iigury had as yet 
been done : he had no cares on his mind, and spoke freely 
about the property : but nevertheless there were clouds even 
now, at this period of bliss, which somewhat obscured the 
brilliancy of Lady Lufton's sky. Why was Ludovic so slow 
in that affair of Griselda Grantly? why so often in these 
latter winter days did he saunter over to the parsonage ? And 
tiien that terrible visit to Gatherum Castle I What actually 
did happen at Gatherum Castle, she never knew. We, how- 
ever, are more intrusive, less delicate in our inquiries, and we 
can say. He had a very bad day's sport with the West 
Bavsetshire. The county is altogether short of foxes, and 
some one who understands the matter must take that point up 
before they can do any good. And after that he had had 
rather a dull dinner with the duke. Sowerby had been there, 
and in the evening he and Sowerby had played billiards. 
Sowerby had won a pound or two, and that had been the 
extent of the damage done. But those saunterings over to 
parsonage might be more dangerous. Not that it ever 
occurred to L^y Lufton as possible that her son should fall 
in love with Lucy Robarts. Lucy's personal attractions were 
not of a nature to give ground for such a ftar as that But 
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he mght turn the girFs head with his chatter ; she mlgbt be 
feol enough to fancy any folly; and, moreover, people would 
talk. Why 8hotdd.he go to the parsonage now more fre- 
quently than he had ever done before Lucy came there ? 

And then her ladyship, in reference to the same tronble, 
liardJy knew how to manage her invitations to the parsonage* 
These hitherto had been very frequent, and she had been in 
the habit of thinking that they could hardly be too much so ; 
but now she was almost afraid to continue the custom. She 
could not ask the parson and his wife without Lucy; and 
when Lucy was there, her son would pass the greater part of 
the evening in talking to her, or playing chess with her. Now 
this did disturb Lady Luflon not a little. And then Lucy 
took it all so quietly. On her first arrival atPramley she had 
been so shy, so silent, and so much awe-struck by the grandeur 
of Framley CJourt, that Lady Luflon had sympathized with her 
and encouraged her. She had endeavoured to moderate the 
blaze of her own splendour, in order that Lucy's unaccustomed 
eyes might not be dazzled. But all this was changed now. 
Lncy could listen to the young lord's voice by the hour 
tog^er — without being dazzled in the least. Under these 
circumstances two things occurred to her. She would speak 
either to her scm or to Fanny Eobarts, and by a little diplomacy 
have this evil remedied. And then she had to determine on 
which step she would take. " Nothing could be more reason- 
able than Ludovic." So at least she said to herself over and 
over again. But then Ludovic understood nothing about 
stich matters; and had, moreover, a habit, inherited from his 
toer, of taking the bit between his teeth whenever he sus- 
pected interference. JDrive him gently without pulling his 
month about, and you might take him anywhere, almost at 
*ny pace; but a smart touch, let it be ever so slight, would 
bring him on his hatmches, and then it might be a question 
wheSier you could get him another mile that day. So 
that on the whole Lady Luflon thought that the other 
plan would be the best. I have no doubt that Lady Luflton 
was right. 

She got Fanny up into her own den one aflernoon, and seated 
her discreetly in an easy arm-chair, making her guest takie off 
her bonnet, and showing by various signs that the visit was 
regarded ad one of great moment. •* Fanny,'* she Baid, "I 
want to speak to you about something that is important and 
necessaiy to mention, and yet it is very delicate anair to speak 
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of/' Fanny opened her eyes, and said that she hoped that 
nothing was wrong. '' No, my dear, I think nothing is wrong : 
T hope 80, and I Uiink I may say Tm sure of it ; but then it's 
always well to be on one*s guard.'* 

'^ Yes, it is," said Fanny, who knew that something un- 
pleasant was coming — something as to which she might pro- 
bably be called upon to differ from her ladyship. Mrs. Bobarts' 
own fears, however, were running entirely in the direction of 
her husband; — and, indeed. Lady Lufton had a word or two to 
say on that subject also, only not exactly now. A hunting 
parson was not at all to her taste; but that matter might be 
allowed to remain in abeyance for a few days. 

" Now, Fanny, you know that we have all liked your sister- 
in-law, Lucy, very much." And then Mrs. Robarts* mind was 
immediately opened, and she knew the rest as well as though 
it had all been spoken. '^I need hardly tell you that, for I am 
sure we have shown i^.." 

" You have, indeed, as you always do." 

'^ And you must not think that I am going to complain," 
continued Lady Luilon. 

" I hope there is nothing to complain of," said Fanny, speak- 
ing by no means in a defiant tone, but humbly as it were, and 
deprecating her ladyship^s wrath. Fanny had gained one 
si^ial victory over Lady Lufton, and on that account, with a 
prudence equal to her generosity, felt that she could afford to 
be submissive. It might, perhaps, not be long before she 
would be equally anxious to conquer again. 

"Well, no; I don't think there is," said Lady Lufton. 
" Nothing to complain of; but a little chat between you and 
me may, perhaps, set matters right, which, otherwise, might 
become troublesome." 

" Is it about Lucy ? " 

" Yes, my dear — ^about Lucy. She is a very nice, good 
girl, and a credit to her father " 

*^ And a great comfort to us," said Fanny. 

" I am sure she is : she must be a very pleasant companion 

to you, and eo useful about the children; but " And 

then Lady Luflon paused for a moment ; for she, eloquent and 
discreet as she always was, felt herself rather at a loss for words 
to express her exact meaning. 

^' I don't know what I should do without her," said Fannyi 
speaking with the object of assisting her ladyship in hst 
embarrassment. 
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'^fint the truth is this: she and Lord Lnilon are getting 
into the way of being too much together — of talking to each 
other too exclusively. I am sure you must have noticed it, 
Fanny. It is not that I suspect any evil. I don't think that 
I am suspicious by nature." 

"Oh! no," said Fanny. 

" But they will each of them get 'wrong ideas about the 
other, and about themselves. Lucy will, perhaps, think that 

Ludovic means more than he does, and Ludovic will " 

But it was not quite so easy to say what Ludovic might do or 
think; but Lady Lufton went on : 

" I am sure that you imderstand me, Fanny, with your excel- 
lent sense and tact. Lucy is clever, and amusing, and all that ; 
and Ludovic, like all young men, is perhaps ignorant that his 
attentions may be taken to mean more than he intends ^* 

" You don't think that Lucy is in love with him ? " 

" Oh dear, no — ^nothing of the kind. If I thought it had 
come to that, I should recommend that she should be sent 
away altogether. I am sure she is not so foolish as that." 

" I don't think there is anything in it at all. Lady Lufton." 

" I don't think there is, my dear, and therefore I would not 
for worlds make any suggestion about it to Lord Lufton. I 
would not let him suppose that I suspected Lucy of being so 
imprudent. But still, it may be well that you should just say 
a word to her. A little management now and then, in such 
matters, is so useful." 

" But what shall I say to her ? " 

" Just explain to her that any young lady who talks so 
Tanch to the same young gentleman will certainly be observed 
—that people will accuse her of setting her cap at Lord LufUm, 
Not that I suspect her — ^I give her credit for too much proper 
feeling : I know her education has been good, and her prin- 
ciples are upright. But people will talk of her. You must 
understand that, Fanny, as well as I do." Fanny could not 
help meditating whether proper feeling, education, and upright 
principles did forbid Lucy Robarts to fall in love with Lord 
Lufton; but her doubts on this subject, if she held any, were 
not communicated to her ladyship. It had never entered into 
her mind that a match was possible between Lord Lufton and 
Lucy Robarts, nor had she the slightest wish to encourage it 
now that the idea was suggested to her. On such a matter 
she could sympathize with Lady Lufton, though she did not 
completely agree with her as to the expediency of any int^r- 
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lerence. Nevertheless, she at once pfEsred to speak to Lucy. 
'< J doa*t think that Lucy has any idea in her hea'^ upon the 
subject," said Mrs. Robarts, 

" I daresay not — I don't suppose she has. But young 
ladies sometimes allow themselves to &11 in love, ^d then to 
think themselves very ill-used, just because they ]tjaye had no 
idea in their head.** 

" I will put her on her guard if you wish it. Lady Lufton." 

" Exactly, my dear; that is just it. Put her qnher guard 
-—that is all that is necessary. She is a dear, good,, clever girl, 
and it would be very sad if anything were to interrupt our 
comfortable way of getting on with her." Mrs. Bobarts knew 
to a nicety the exact meaning of this threat. If Lucy would 
persist in securing to herself so much of Lord Lufton*s time 
and attention, her visits to Framley Court must become less 
frequent. Lady Lufton would do much, veiy much, indeed, 
for her friends at the parsonage ; ,but not even, for them could 
she permit her son's prospects in life to be endangered. 
There was nothing more said between them, and Mrs. Bobarts 
got up to take her leave, having promised to speak to Lucy. 

" You ma^ge everything so perfectly," said Lady LuAon, 
as she pressed Mrs. Bobarts* hand, ^< that I am quite at ease 
now that I find you will agree with me.** Mrs. Bobarts did 
not exactly agree with her ladyship, but she hardly thought 
it worth her while to say so. Mr^. Bobarts immediately 
started off on her walk to her own home, and when she had 
got out of the grounds into the road, where it makes a turn 
towards the parsonage, nearly opposite to Podgens' shop, she 
saw Lord Lufton on horseback, and Lucy standing beside 
him. It was already nearly five o'clock, and it was getting 
dusk ; butj as she approached, or rather as she came suddenly 
within sight of them, she could see that they were in close 
conversation. Lord Luflon's face was towards her, and bis 
horse was standing still ; he was leaning over towards bis 
companion, and the whip, which he held in his riglit hudi 
hung almost over her arm and down her back, as though bis 
hand had touched and perhaps rested on her sho^der. She 
was standing by his side, looking up into his face, with one 
gloved hand resting on the horse's neck. Mrs. Bobarts, as she 
saw them, could not but own that there might be cause for 
Lady Lufton's fears. But then Lucy's manner, as ]!|trs. Bobarts 
ajpproached, was calculate^ to dissipate any such fears, and to 
prove that there was no ground for them. She did not movo 



BSiiiCATE Horrs. 131 

bom her position, or allow her band to drop, or show thaC; she 
was in any way either confused or conscious. She stood her 
^pond, and when her sister-in-law came up was smiling and 
at h^ ease. " Lord Liiiton wants me to learn to ride," said she. 
. " To learn to ride 1 " said Fanny, not knowing what answer 
to make to such a proposition. 

" Yes," said he. " This horse would carry her beautifully : 
he is as quiet as a lamb, and I n:iade Gregory go out with him 
yesterday with a sheet hanging over him like a lady^s habit, 
and the man got up into a lady's saddle." 

^' I think Gregory would make a better hand of it than 
Lucy." 

'^ The horse cantered with him as though he had carried a 
lady all his life, and his mouth is like velvet ; indeed, that is 
his &ult — he is too soft-mouthed." 

" I suppose that's the same sort of thing as a man being 
soft-hearted," said Lucy. 

"Exactly: you ought to ride them both with a very light 
hand. Thej are difficult cattle to manage, but very pleasant 
when you know how to do it." 

" But you see I don't know how to do it," said Lucy. 

" As regards the horse, you wiU learn in two days, and I do 
hope you will try. Don't you think it will be an excellent 
thing for her, Mrs. Robarts ? " 

" Lucy has got no habit," said Mrs. Robarts, making use of 
the excuse common on all such occasions. 

"There is one of Justinia's in the house, I know. She 
^ways leaves one here, in order that she may be able to ride 
when she comes." 

" She would not think of taking such a liberty with Lady 
Meredith's things," said Fanny, almost frightened at the pro- 



" Of course it is out of the question, Fanny," said Lucy, 
now speaking rather seriously. " In the first place, I would 
not take Lord Lufton's horse ; in the second place, I would not 
take Lady Meredith's habit; in the third place,! should be a 
great deal too much frightened ; and, lastly, it is quite out of 
the question for a great many other very good reasons." • 

" Nonsense," ss^d Lord Lufton. 
: . " A great deal of nonsense," said Lucy, laughing, " but all 
of it of Lord Lufton's talking. But we are getting cold — are 
We not, Fanny ? — so we will wish you good night." And tiien 
the two ladiea «hook hands with him, and walked on towards 

9—2 
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the parsonftge. That which astonished Mrs. Robarts the most 
in all this was the perfectly collected manner in which Lucy 
spoke and conducted herself. This, connected, as she could 
not but connect it, with the air of chagrin with which 
Lord Luflon received Lucy's decision, made it manifest to 
Mrs. Robarts that Lord Luflon was annoyed because Lucy 
would not consent to learn to ride ; whereas she, Lucy herself, 
had given her refusal in a firm and decided tone, as though 
resolved that nothing more should be said about it. They 
walked on in silence for a minute or two, till they reached the 
parsonage gate, and then Lucy said, laughing, " Can't you 
fancy me sitting on that great big horse? I wonder what 
Lady Luflon would say if she saw me there, and his lordship 
giving me my first lesson ? " 

" 1 don't tiiink she would like it," said Fanny. 

" I'm sure she would not. But I will not try her temper in 
that respect. Sometimes I fancy that she does not even like 
seeing Lord Luflon talking to me." 

*' She does not like it, Lucy, when she sees him flirting 
with you." This Mrs. Robarts said rather gravely, whereas 
Lucy had been speaking in a half-bantering tone. As soon 
as even the word flirting was out of Fanny's mouth, she was 
conscious that she had been guilty of an injustice in using it. 
She had wished to say something which would convey to her 
sister-in-law an idea of what Lady Luflon would dislike; but 
in doing so, she had unintentionally brought against her an 
accusation. 

" Flirting, Fanny I " said Lucy, standing still in the path, and 
looking up into her companion's face with all her eyes. ** ^^ 
you mean to say that I have been flirting with Lord Luflon? 

" I did not say that." 

" Or that I have allowed him to flirt with me ?" 

" I did not mean to shock you, Lucy." 

" What did you mean, Fanny ? " 

" Why, just this : that Lady Luflon would not be pleased 
if he paid you marked attentions, and if you received them; 
just like that affair of the riding ; it was better to decline it 

" Of course I declined it ; of course I never dreamt of 
accepting such an offer. Go riding about the country on hia 
horses ! What have I done, Fanny, that you should suppose 
such a thing 7" 

" You have done nothing, dearest." 

** Then why did you speak as you did just now ?" 
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'* Becaase I wished to put you on your guard. Tou know, 
Lacjf that I do not intend to find fault with you ; but you 
maj be sure, as a rule, that intimate friendships between young 
gentlemen and young ladies are dangerous things." They then 
yrnlked up to the hall-door in silence. When Qiey had reached 
ii^ Lucy stood in the doorway instead of entering it, and said, 
^Panny, let us take another turn together, if you are not tired." 

"No, Tm not tired." 

" It will be better that I should understand you at once," 
—and then they again moved away from the house. " Tell 
me truly now, do you think that Lord Luflon and I havo 
been flirting ? " 

" I do think that he is a little inclined to fiirt with you." 

" And Lady Lufton has been asking you to lecture me about 
it?" Poor Mrs. Robarts hardly knew what to say. She thought 
well of all the persons concerned, and was very anxious to 
behave well by all of them ; — was particularly anxious to 
create no ill feeling, and wished that everybody should be 
comfortable, and on good terms with everybody else. But yet 
the truth was forced out of her when this question was asked so 
suddenly. " Not to lecture you, Lucy," she said at last. 

" Well, to preach to me, or to talk to me, or to give me a 
lesson ; to say something that shall drive me to put my back 
up against Lord Lufton?" 

" To caution you, dearest. ^ Had you heard what she said^ 
you would hardily have felt angry with Lady Lufton." 

^' Well, to caution me. It is such a pleasant thing for a 
girl to be cautioned against falling in love with a gentleman, 
especially when the gentleman is very rich, and a lord, and 
all that sort of thing I " 

"Nobody for a moment attributes anything wrong to you, 
Lucy." 

"Anything wrong-r-no. I don' t know whether it would be any- 
thing wrong, even if I were to fall in love with him. I wonder 
wheUier they cautioned Griselda Grantly when she was here ? 
I suppose when yoimg lords go about, all the girls are cau- 
tioned as a matter of course. Why do they not label him 
* dangerous ? ' " And then again they were silent for a moment, 
as Mrs. Robarts did not feel that she had anything further to 
say on the matter. 

"* Poison' should be the word with any one so fatal as 
L)rd Lufton ; and he ought to be made up of some particular 
colour, for fo^v he should be swallowed in mistake." 
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" Tou will be safe, you see," said Veamy, laughing, "as you 
have been specially cautioned as to this individual bottle." ' 

*^ Ah I but what's the use of that after I have had so Inahy 
doses ? It is no good telling me about it now ; when the mis- 
chief is done, — after I have been taking it for I don't know hoW' 
long. Dear I dear I dear ! and I regarded it as a mere com- 
monplace powder, good for the complexion. I wonder whether 
it's too late, or whether there's any antidote ?" Mrs. Robarls 
did not always quite understand her sister-in-law, and now 
she was a little at a loss.' " I don't think there's much harm' 
done yet on either side," she said, cheerily. 

" Ah I you don't know, Fanny. But I do think that if I 
die — ^as I shall — ^I feel I shall; — and if so, I do think it ought 
to go very hard with Lady Lufton. Why didn't she label him 
* dangerous ' in time?" And then they went into the house and 
up to their own rooms. It was difficult for any one to under- 
stand Lucy's state of mind at present, and it can hardly be saici 
that she understood it herself. She felt that she had received 
a severe blow in having' been thus made the subject of remark 
with reference to Lord Lufton. She knew that her pleasant 
evenings at Framiey Court were now over, and that she cotdd 
not again talk to him in an unrestrained tone and without 
embarrassment. She had felt the air of the whole place to be 
very cold before her intimacy with him, and no\V it must W 
cold again. Two homes had been open to her ; Franiley Court 
and the Parsonage ; and now, as far as comfort was'conceriiiil, 
she must confine herself to the latter. She could nbt agMn 
be comfortable in Lady Lufton*s drawing-room. But then 
she could not help asking herself whether Lady Lufton was 
not right. She had had courage enough, and presence of 
mind, to joke about the matter when her sister-in-law spoke 
to her, and yet she was quite aware that it was no joking 
matter. Ix)rd Lufton had not absolutely made love to her, 
but he had latterly spoken to her in a manner which she knew 
was not compatible with thai ordinary comfortable masculine 
friendship with the idea of which she had once satisfied her- 
self. Was not Fanny right when she said that intimate friend- 
ships of that nature were dangerous things ? ' 

Yes, Lucy, very dangerous. Lucy, before she went to bed 
that night, had owned to herself that they were so ; and lying 
there with sleepless eyes and a moist pillow, she was driven to 
confess that the label would in truth be now too late, that the 
eautiou had come to her after the poison had been swallowed 
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Wa8 there any antidote ? That was all that was left for her 
to consider. But, nevertheless, on the following morning she 
could appear quite at her ease. And when Mark had left the 
house after break&st, she could still joke with Fanny as to 
Lady Lufton^s poisoned cupboard. 
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Ahd then there was that other trouble in Lady Lufton's mind, 
the sins, namely, of her selected parson. She had selected 
him, and she was by no means inclined to give him up, even 
thoagh his sins against parsondom were grievous. Ladeed 
she Was a wonfan not prone to give up anything, and of all 
things not prone to give up a protege. The very fact that she 
herself had iselected him was the strongest argument in his 
favour^ But his sins against parsondom were becoming very 
grievous in ber eyes, and she was at a loss to know what steps 
to t^e. She hardly dared to take bim to task, him himself. 
Were sh4 to do so, and should he then tell her to mind her 
owii busiiieiss — as he probably might do, though not in those 
words— ^there would be a schism in the pari^ ; and almost 
anylhitig' would be better than that. The whole work of her 
life would be upset, all the outlets of ber energy would be 
impeded if not absolutely closed, if a state of things were to 
come fcl pass in which she and the parson of her parish should 
Dot b^ on good terms. 

But what was to be done? Early in the winter he had 
gone to Chaldicotes and to Gatherum Castle, consorting with 
gamblers, whigs, athiests, men of loose pleasure, and Proudie- 
ites. That she had condoned; and now he was turning out a 
hunting parson on her hands. It was all very well for Fanny 
to say that he merely looked at the hounds as he rode about 
his jAiiJsh. t'anny might be 'deceived. Being his wife, it 
might be her duty not to see her husband's iniquities. But 
Lady'Liifton could not be deceived. She knew very well 
in wiiat part of the county Cobbold's Ashes lay. It was not 
in Pramley parish, nor in the next parish to it. It was half- 
way across to Chaldicotes — in the western division ; and she 
bad heard of that*run in which two horses had been killed, 
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and in whicli parson Robarts had won such immortal glory 
among West Barsetshire sportsmen. It was not easj to keep 
Lady Luflon in the dark as to matters occurring in her own 
county. 

All these things she knew, but as yet had not noticed, 
grieving over them in her own heart the more on that accdxmt. 
Spoken grief relieves itself; and when one can give counsel, 
one always hopes at least that that counsel will be effective. 
To her son she had said, more than once, that it was a pity 
that Mr. Robarts should follow the hounds. — " The world has 
agreed that it is unbecoming in a clergyman," she would urge, 
in her deprecatory tone. But her son would by no means 
give her any comfort. " He doesn't hunt, you know — ^not as 
I do," he would say. " And if he did, I really don't see the 
harm of it. A man must have some amusement, even if he 
be an archbishop." " He has amusement at home," Lady 
Luflon would answer. "What does his wife do — ^and his 
sister ? " This allusion to Lucy, however, was very soon dropped. 

Lord Lufton would in no wise help her. He would not 
even passively discourage the vicar, or refrain from offering to 
give him a seat in going to the meets. Mark and Lord Luflon 
had been boys together, and his lordship knew that Mark in 
his heart would enjoy a brush across the country quite as well 
as he himself; and then what was the harm of it ? Lady 
Lufton's best aid had been in Mark's own conscience. He had 
taken himself to task more than once, and had promised him- 
self that he would not become a sporting parson. Indeed, 
where would be his hopes of ulterior promotion, if he allowed 
himself to degenerate so far as that ? It had been his inten- 
tion, in reviewing what he considered to be the necessary pro- 
prieties of clerical life, in laying out his own future mode of 
living, to assume no peculiar sacerdotal strictness ; he would 
not be known as a denouncer of dancing or of card-tables, of 
theatres or of novel-reading ; he would take the world around 
him as he found it, endeavouring by precept and practice to 
lend a hand to the gradual amelioration which Christianity is 
producing; but he would attempt no sudden or majestic 
reforms. Cake and ale would still be popular, and ginger be 
hot in the mouth, let him preach ever so — ^let him be never so 
solemn a hermit ; but a bright face, a true trusting heart, a 
strong arm, and an humble mind, might dp much in teaching 
those around him that men may be gay and yet not profligate, 
that women may be deyout ^nd yet not de^d tg the worli 
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Such had been his ideas as to bis own future life; and 

though manj would think that, as a clergyman, he should 

have gone about his work with more serious devotion of 

thought, nevertheless there was some wisdom in them ; — some 

follj also, undoubtedly, as appeared by the troubles into which 

they Jed him. " I will not affect to think that to be bad,'* 

said he to himself, ** which in my heart of hearts does not 

seem to be bad." And thus he resolved that he might live 

without contamination among hunting squires. And then, 

being a man only too prone by nature to do as others did 

around him, he found by degrees that that could hardly be 

wrong for him which he admitted to be right for others. 

But still his conscience upbraided him, and he declared to 
himself more than once that after this year he would hunt no 
more. And then his own Fanny would look at him on his 
return home on those days in a manner that cut him to the 
heart. She would say nothing to him. She never inquired 
in a sneering tone, and with angry eyes, whether he had 
enjoyed his day's sport : but when he spoke of it, she could 
not answer him with enthusiasm; and in other matters which 
concerned him she was always enthusiastic. After a while, 
too, he made matters worse, for about the end of March he did 
another very foolish thing. He almost consented to buy an 
expensive horse from Sowerby — an animal which he by no 
means wanted, and which, if once possessed, would certainly 
lead him into further trouble. A gentleman, when he has a 
good horse in his stable, does not like to leave him there 
eating his head off. If he be a gig-horse, the owner of him 
^ be keen to drive a gig ; if a hunter, the happy possessor 
^ wish to be with a pack of hounds. 

" Mark," said Sowerby to him one day, when they were 
out together, *' this brute of mine is so fresh, I can hardly ride 
him; you are young and strong ; change with me for an hour 
WBo.'* And then they did change, and the horse on which 
Kobarts found himself mounted went away with him beautifully. 

"He's a splendid animal," said Mark, when they again met. 

" Yes, for a man of your weight. He's thrown away upon 
We; — ^too much of a horse for my purposes. I don't get 
along now quite as well as I used to do. He is a nice sort of 
hunter; just rising six, you know." How it came to pass 
that the price of the splendid animal was mentioned between 
thera, I need not describe with exactness. But it did come to 
pass that Mr. Spwerhjr told tbe parson that the horse should 
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be Ms for 130r. " And I really wish you^d take him,^' said 
Sowerby. '* It would be the means of partially rjelieving my 
mind of a great weight." Mark looked up into his friend's 
face with an air of surprise, for he did not at the moment 
understand how this should be the case. 

" I am afraid, you know, that you will have to put your 
hand, into. your pocket sooner or later about that accursed 
bill— ''^ Mark shrank as the profane words struck his ears — 
'' and I should be glad to think that you had got something in 
hand in the way of value." 

<< Do you mean that I shall have to pay the whole sum of 
600L ? " 

" Oh 1 dear^ no; nothing of the kind. But something I 
daresay you will havie to pay : if you like to take Dandy for a 
hundred and thirty^ you can be prepared for that amount when 
Tozer comes to you. The horse is dog cheap, and you will 
have ^ long day for your money." Maik at first declared, in 
a quiet, determined tone, that he did not want the horse ; hut 
it afterwards appeared to him that if it .were so fated that he 
must pay a portion of Mr, Sowerby's debts, he might as well 
rep^y himself to any extent within his power. . It would be as 
well perhaps tha{ he should take the horse and sell him. It 
did not pccijir to him that by so doing he would. put it in Mr^ 
Sowerby% power to say that some valuably considemtion had, 
passed between them with reference to this biU, and that he 
would be fdding that gentleman in preparing an inbuiricable 
confusion of iftoney-matters between them. Mr. Sowe^rby well 
knew the value of this. It would enable him .to ma|ce,a 
plausible story, as he had done in that other cajse.qf Loi4 
Lufton. "Axe you going to have l)andy ? '*. Sowerby. said 
tohimagain* .. V 

'' I can^t say that I will just at present," said the .parson. 
" What should I want of him now flie sesason's pvey ? " 

'^ Exactly, nay dear fellow.; 8p,d what do t wapt of him now 
the . 9eai5pn!s . over ? If it were the beginning of October 
instead of the end of March, Dandy would be. up .at two 
hundred and thirty instead of one : in six months' .tin[i$..that 
horse will be. worth anything you like to ask for. him. Look 
at his bone.'' The vicar did look at his bones, examining the 
brute in a very knowing and unclerical manner. He lifted 
the animal's four feet, one after another, handling the firogs* 
and measuring with his eye tlie proportion of the parts ; h« 
passed his hand up and down the legs, spanning the bones of 
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t&e lower joint ; be peered into bis eyes, took into conaArft*' 
tion the widtb of his chest, the dip of his back, the form of bis*^ 
nbSf the curve of bis batmches, and bis capabilities for breath* 
ing when pressed by work. And then be stood away a CttTi^^ 
eyeing him fromi tbe side, and taking in a general idea of the* 
ibrm and make of the whole. *^ He seems to stand over a 
little, I think,'* said the parson. 

" It's the lie of the ground. Move him about, Bob. There* 
^ow, let him stand there." ' "* 

" He's not perfect," said Mark. " I don't quite like^ bitf 
heels; but no doubt he's a nicisb cut of a horse." 

" 1 rather tbink he is. If he were perfect, as yott say,' he 
would not be going into your stables for a hundred and tbiHy.' 
Do you ever remember to have seen a perfect horse ? " ' 

" Your mare Mrs. Gamp was as nearly perfect as possible.)' 

'' Even Mrs. Gamp had her faults. In the first plaoe she* 
was a bad feeder. But one certainly doesn't often conie' 
across anything much better than Mrs. Gamp." And thus (fhe* 
matter was talked over between them with much stable qdn- 
versation^ all of which tended to make Sbwerby mbre and 
more oblivious of his friend's sacred profession, and perhaps to 
make the vicar himself too frequently oblivious of it 'also.' 
But no : he was not oblivious of it. He was even mindM of 
it; but mindful of it in such a manner that his thoughts ozl the 
subject were nowadays always painful. * ' ' 

There, is a parish called Hogglestock' lying away quite in' 
the northern extremity of the eastern division of the county — i 
lying also on the borders of the western division. I alint)8t! 
fear that it will become necessary, before this history be com-; 
pleted, to provide a map of Barsetsbire for the due explana-; 
tion x)f aU these localities. Framley is also in the norther^ 
portion of the county, but just to the south of the graiid tnink. 
line of railway frona which the branch to Barchester strikes off 
at a point some thirty miles nearer to London. He station- 
for Framley Court is Silverbridge, which is, however^ in th^ 
western diviision of the county. Hogglestock is to! theiiorth 
of the railway, the line of which, however, rtmia through a 
portion of the parish, and it adjoins Framleyj though 'i3r4 
churches are as much as seven miles apart. Barsetsbire,' 
taken altogether, is a pleasant green tree-becrowded coutity,' 
with large bosky hedges, pretty damp deep knes, and vbmi 
with broad grass margins running along them. Such is the 
general Dature of the county; but just up in its northeri] 
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extremity this nature alters. There it is bleak and ngly^ 
with low artificial hedges and without wood ; not uncultivated, 
as it is all portioned out into new-looking large fields, bearing 
tumipSy and wheat, and mangel, all in due course of agricul- 
tural rotation; but it lias none of the special beauties of 
English cultivation. There is not a gentleman^s house in the 
pansh of Hogglestock besides that of the clergyman ; and this, 
though it is certainly the house of a gentleman, can hardly be 
said to be fit to be so. It is ugly, and straight, and small. 
There is a garden attached to the house, half in front of it and 
half behind ; but this garden, like the rest of the parish, is by 
no mieans ornamental, though sufficiently useful. It pro- 
duces cabbages, but no trees: potatoes of, I believe, an excel- 
lent description, but hardly any flowers, and nothing worthy 
of the name of a shrub. Indeed the whole parish of Hog- 
glestock should have been in the adjoining county, which is 
by no means so attractive as Barsetshire ; — a fact well known 
to those few of my readers who are well acquainted with their 
own country. 

Mr. Crawley, whose name has been mentioned in these 
pages, was the incumbent of Hogglestock. On what prin- 
ciple the remuneration of our parish clergymen was settled 
when the original settlement was made, no deepest, keenest 
lover of middle-aged ecclesiastical black-letter learning can, I 
take it, now say. That the priests were to be paid from tithes 
of the parish" produce, out of which tithes certain other good 
things were to be bought and paid for, such as church repairs 
and education, of so much the most of us have an inkling. 
That a rector, being a big sort of parson, owned the tithes of 
his parish in full, — or at any rate that part of them intended 
for the clergyman, — and that a vicar was somebody's deputy, 
and therefore entitled only to little tithes, as being a little 
body : of so much we that are simple in such matters have a 
general idea. But one cannot conceive that even in this way 
any approximation could have been made, even in those old 
mediaeval days, towards a fair proportioning of the pay to the 
work. At any rate, it is clear enough that there is no such 
approximation now. And what a screech would there not be 
among the clergy of the Church, even in these reforming days, 
if any over-bold reformer were to suggest that such an approxi- 
mation should be atterhpted ? Let those who know clergymen, 
and like them, and have lived with them, only fancy it ! Clergy- 
men to be paid, ngt accprding to the temporalities of an^ living 
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wWch they may have acquired, either by merit or favour, but 
in accordance with the work to be done ! O Doddington I and 
Stanhope, think of this, if an idea so sacrilegious can find 
entrance into your warm ecclesiastical bosoms 1 Ecclesiastical 
work to be bought and paid for according to its quantity and 
quality I 

Bn^ nevertheless, one may prophesy that we Englishmen 
must come to this, disagreeable as the idea undoubtedly is. 
Most pleasant-minded churchmen feel, I think, on this subject 
pretty much in the same way. Our present arrangement of 
parochial incomes is beloved as being time-honoured, gentle- 
manlike, English, and picturesque. We would fain adhere to 
it closely as long as we can, but we know that we do so by 
the force of our prejudices, and not by that of our judgment 
A time-honoured, gentlemanlike, English, picturesque arrange- 
ment is so far very delightiul. But are there not other attri- 
butes very desirable — ^nay, absolutely necessary — ^in respect 
to which this time-honoured, picturesque arrangement is so 
very deficient? 

How pleasant it was, too, that one bishop should be getting 
fifteen thousand a year, and another with an equal cure of 
parsons only four I That a certain prelate could get twenty 
thousand one year and his successor in the same diocese only 
five the next I There was something in it pleasant, and pic- 
turesque ; it was an arrangement endowed with feudal charms, 
and the change which they have made was distasteful to many 
of us. A bishop with a regular salary, and no appanage of 
land and land-bailiffs, is only half a bishop. Let any man 
prove to me the contrary ever so thoroughly — let me prove 
it to my own self ever so often — my heart in this matter is not 
thereby a whit altered. One liked to know that there was a 
dean or two who got his three thousand a year, and that old 
Dr. Purple held four stalls, one of which was golden, and the 
other three silver- gilt ! Such knowledge was always pleasant 
to me I A golden stall I How sweet is the sound thereof to 
charch-loving ears! But bishops have been shorn of their 
beauty, and deans are in their decadence, A utilitarian age 
requires the fatness of the ecclesiastical land, in order that it 
may be divided out into small portions of provender, on which 
necessary working clergymen may live, — into portions so infi- 
nitesimaJly small that working clergymen can 'hardly live. 
And the fiill-blown rectors and vicars, with full-blown tithes — • 
with tithes when too full-blown for strict utilitarian principles 
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••—will neoeasarilj &Uqw. Stanhope and Doddington must 
bow their headB, with such compensation for temporal rights 
.as may be extracted, — but probably without such compenaa- 
tipn as may be desijred In other trades, professions, and 
: lines of life, men are paid according to their work. Let it be 
80 ill the Church. Such will sooner or later be the edict of a 
utilitarian, reforming, matter-of-£ict House of Parliament. 

I have a scheme of my own on the subject, which I will not 
introduce here, seeing that neither men nor women would 
-.read it. And with reference to this matter, I will only here 
further explain that all these words have been brought about 
hj the fact, necessary to be here stated, that Mr. Crawley only 
received one hundred and thirty pounds a year for perfomuog 
the whole parochial duty of the parish of Hogglestock. * And 
Hogglestock is a large parish. It includes two populous vil- 
lages, abpunding in brickmakers, a race of men very trouUe- 
•aqme to a zealous parson who won^t let men go rollicking to 
the devil without interference. Hogglestodc has full work for 
two men ; and yet all the funds therein applicable to parson's 
work is this miserable stipend of one hundred and thirty pounds 
A year. It is a stipend neither picturesque, nor time-honoured, 
aor feudal, for Hogglestock takes rank only as a perpetual curacy. 
, ' ^r. Crawley has been mentioned before as a clergyman of 
whom Mr. Hobarts said, that he almost thought it wrong to 
take a walk out of his own parish. In so saying Mark Bobarts 
of course burlesqued his brother parson ; but there can be no 
doubt that Mr. Crawley was a strict man, — a strict, stero, 
. unpleasant man, and one who feared God and his own con- 
,8cjence. We must say a word or two of Mr. Crawley and his 
concerns. He was now some forty years of age, but of these 
he had not been in possession even of his present benefice £>r 
more than four or five. The first ten years of his life as a 
deigyman had been passed in performing the duties and ftrug- 
;gUng through the life of a curate in a bleak, ugly, cold parish 
op the northern coast of Cornwall. It had been a weary life 
iui4 a fearful struggle, made up of duties ill requited, ana not 
^always satisfactorily performed, of love and poverty, of increas- 
ing cares, of sickness, debt, and death. For Mr. Crawly had 
nnrried almost as soon as he was ordained, and children Lad 
„|»^,bom to him in that chill, comfortless Cornish cottage. 
ije had married a lady well educated and softly nurtured, but 
.not .dowered with worldly wealth. They two had. gone fbrtii 
jdptfiramcid to. figh^ bravely together; t9 disre^i^^ the wot14 
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and the world's ways, looking only to God and to each other 
for their comfort. They would give up ideas of gentle living, 
of soil raiment, and delicate feeding. Others, — those that 
work with their hands, even the bettermost of such workers- 
could live in decency and health upon even such provision as 
he could earn as a clergyman. In such manner would they 
five, so poorly and so decently, working out their work, not 
with their hands but with their hearts. 

And so they had established themselves, beginning the world 
with one bare-footed little girl of fourteen to aid them in their 
small household matters ; and for a while they had both kept 
heart, loving each other dearly, and prospering . somewhat in 
their work. But a man who has once walked the world as a 
gentleman knows not what it is to clumge his position, and 
place himself lower down in the social rank. Much less can he 
know what it is so to put down the woman whom he loves. There 
are a thousand things, mean and trifling in themselves, which 
a man despises when he thinks of them in his philosophy, but 
to dispense with which puts his philosophy to so stem a proof. 
Let any plainest man wlio reads this think of his usual mode 
of getting himself into his matutinal garments, and confess 
how much such a struggle would cost him. And then children 
had come. The wife of the labouring man does rear her 
children, and often rears them in health, without even so many 
appliances of comfort as found their way into Mrs. Crawley's 
cottage ; but the task to her was almost more than she could 
accomplish. Not that she ever fainted or gave way : she was 
made of the sterner metal of the two, and could last on while 
he was prostrate. 

And sometimes he was prostrate — ^prostrate in soul and 
spirit. Then would he complain with bitter voice, crying out 
that the world was too hard for him, that his back was broken 
with his burden, that his God had deserted him. For days 
and days, in such moods, he would stay within his cottage, 
never darkening the door or seeing other face than those of his 
own inmates. Those days were terrible both to him and her. 
He would sit there unwashed, with his imshorn face resting on 
his hand, with an old dressing-gown hanging loose about himy 
hardly taating food, seldom speaking, striving to pray, but 
striving so frequently in vain. And then he would rise from 
his chair, and, with a burst of fren^, call upon his Creator to 
remove him from this misery. In these moments she' never 
deserted him^ At one period they had had four children, and 
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though the whole weight of this young brood rested on hef 
arms, on her muscles, on her strength of mind and body, she 
never ceased in her efforts to comfort him. Then at length, 
falling utterly upon the ground, he would pour forth piteous 
prayers for mercy, and after a night of sleep would once more 
go forth to his work. 

But she never yielded to despair: the struggle was never 
beyond her powers of endurance. She had possessed her share 
of woman's loveliness, but that was now all gone. Her colour 
quickly faded, and the fresh, soft tints soon deserted her face 
and forehead. She became thin, and rough, and almost hag- 
gard : thin till her cheek-bones were nearly pressing through 
ner skin, till her elbows were sharp, and her finger-bones as 
those of a skeleton. Her eye did not lose its lustre, but it 
became unnaturally bright, prominent, and too large for her 
wan face. The soft brown locks which she had once loved to 
brush back, scorning, as she would boast to herself, to care 
that they should be seen, were now sparse enough and all 
untidy and unclean. It was matter of little thought now whether 
they were seen or no. Whether he could be made fit to go 
into his pulpit — whether they might be fed — those four inno- 
cents — and their backs kept from the cold wind — ^that was 
now the matter of her thought. And then two of them died, 
and she went forth herself to see tliem laid under the frost- 
bound sod, lest he should faint in his work over their graves. 
For he would ask aid from no man — such at least was his 
boast through all. Two of them died, but their illness had 
been long ; and then debts came upon them. Debt, indeed, 
had been creeping on them with slow but sure feet during the 
last five y^rs. Who can see his children himgry, and not 
take bread if it be offered ? Who can see his wife lying in 
sharpest want, and not seek a remedy if there be a remedy 
within reach ? So debt had come upon them, and rude men 
pressed for small sums of money — for sums small to the world, 
but impossibly large to them. And he would hide himself 
within there, in that cranny of an inner chamber — hide him- 
self with deep shame from the world, with shame, and a sink- 
ing heart, and a broken spirit. 

But had such a man no friend? it will be said. Such 
men, I take it, do not make many friends. But this man vas 
not utterly friendless. Almost every year one visit was p^d 
to him in his Cornish curacy by a brother clergyman, an old 
college friend, who, as far as might in him lie, did give aid to 
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the curate and his wife. This gentlenuui would take np his 
abode for a week at a &nner'8, in the neighbourhood, and 
though he found Mr. Crawley in despair, he would leave him 
with some drops of comfort in his soul. Nor were the benefits 
in this respect all on one side. Mr. Crawley, though at some 
periods weak enough for himself, could be strong for others ; 
and, more than once, was strong to the great advantage of 
this man whom he loved. And then, too, pecuniary assist- 
ance was forthcoming — in those earlier years not in great 
amount, for this friend was not then among the rich ones of 
the earth — but in amount sufficient for that moderate hearth, 
if only its acceptance could have been managed. But in that 
matter there were difficulties without end. Of absolute money 
tenders Mr. Crawley would accept none. But a bill here and 
there was paid, the wife assbting ; and shoes came for Kate— - 
till £ate was placed beyond the need of shoes ; and doth 
for Harry and Frank found its way surreptitiously in beneath 
the cover of that wife's solitary trunk-— cloth with which those 
lean fingers worked garments for the two boys, to be wom-~ 
such was God's will — only by the one. 

Such were Mr. and Mrs. Crawley in their Cornish curacy, 
and during their severest struggles. To one who thinks that 
a fair day's work is worth a fair day's wages, it seems hard 
enough that a man should work so hard and receive so Httle. 
There will be those who think that the fiiult was all his own 
m marrying so young. But still there remains that question. 
Is not a fkir day's work worth a fair day's wages ? This man 
did work hard — at a task perhaps the hardest of any that a 
man may do ; and for ten years he earned some seventy 
pounds a year. Will any one say that he received fair wages 
for his fair work, let him be married or single 7 And yet 
there are so many who would fun pay their clergy, if they 
only knew how to apply their money I But that is a long 
subject, as Mr. liobarts had told Miss Dunstable. Such was 
Mr. Crawley in his Comiah curacy. 



CHAPTER XV. 

LADY LXJFTON'S AHBASSADOB. 



Am) then, in the days which followed, that fi*iend of Mr. 
Crawley's, whose name, by-the-bye, is yet to be mentioned, 
received quick and great promotion. Mr. Arabin by name 
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he was then ; Dr. Arabin afterwards, when that quick and 
great promotion reached its climax. He had been simply a 
Fellow of Lazarus in those former years. Then he became 
Vicar of St. Ewold's, in East Barsetshire, and had not yet got 
himself settled there when he married the Widow Bold, a 
widow with belongings in land and funded money, and with 
but one small baby as an incumbrance. Nor had he even 
yet married her, had only engaged himself so to do, when 
they made him Dean of Barchester — all which may be read 
in the diocesan and county chronicles. And now that he was 
wealthy, the new dean did contrive to pay the debts of his 
poor fnend, some lawyer of Camelford assisting him. It was 
but a paltry schedule after all, amounting in the total to 
something not much above a hundred poimds. And then, in 
the course of eighteen months, this poor piece of preferment 
fell in the dean^s way, this incumbency of Hogglestock with 
its stipend reaching one hundred and thirty pounds a year. 
Even that was worth double the Cornish curacy, and there 
was, moreover, a house attached tx) it. Poor Mis. Crawley, 
when she heard of it, thought that their struggles of pover^ 
were now well nigh over. What might not be done with a 
hundred and thirty pounds by people who had lived for ten 
years on seventy ? 

And so they moved away out of that cold, bleak country, 
carrying with them their humble household gods, and settled 
themselves in another country, cold and bleak also, but less 
terribly so than the former. They settled themselves, and 
again began their struggles against man*s hardness and the 
devil's zeal. I have said that Mr. Crawley was a stem, 
unpleasant man ; and it certainly was so. The man mtist be 
made of very sterling stuff, whom continued and undeserved 
misfortune does not make unpleasant. This man had so far 
Bucciunbed to grief, that it had left upon him its marks, 
palpable and not to be effaced. He cared little for society, 
judging men to be doing evil who did care for it. He knew 
as a fact, and believed with all his heart, that these sorrows 
had come to him from the hand of God, and that they would 
work for his weal in the long run ; but not the less did they 
make him morose, silent, and dogged. He had always at his 
heart a feeling that he and his had been ill-used, and too often 
solaced himself, at the devil's bidding, with the conviction 
that eternity would make equal thai which life in this world 
had made so imequal ; the last bait that w^tb which the devi] 
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angles after those who are straggling to elude his rod and 
lina 

TheFramley^properlydid not run into the parish of Hoggle- 
8tock ; bat nevertheless Lady LuHon did what she could in 
the way of kindness to these new comers. Providence had 
not supplied Hogglestock with a Lady Luflon, or with any 
snbstitate in the shape of lord or lady, squire or squiress. 
The Hogglestock farmers, male and female, were a rude, 
rough set, not bordering in their social rank on the farmer 
gentle ; and Lady Lufton, knowing this, and hearing some- 
thing of these Cb^awleys from Mrs. Arabin the dean's wife, 
trimmed her lamps, so that they should shed .a wider light, 
and pour forth some of their influence on that forlorn 
honsdiold. And as regards Mrs. Crawley, Lady Lufton by 
no means foimd that her work and good-will were thrown 
away. Mrs. Crawley accepted her kindness with thankful- 
ness, and returned to some of the softnesses of life under her 
hand. As for dining at Framley Court, that was out of the 
question. Mr. Crawley, she knew, would not hear of it, even 
if other things were fitting and appliances were at command. 
Indeed Mrs. Crawley at once said that she felt herself unfit 
to go through such a ceremony with anything like comfort. 
The dean, she said, would talk of their going to stay at the 
deanery ; but she thought it quite impossible that either of 
them should endure even that. But, all the same, Lady 
Lufton was a comfort to her ; and the poor woman felt that 
it was well to have a lady near her in case of need. 

The task was much harder with Mr. Crawley, but even 
with him it was not altogether unsuccessful. Lady Lufton 
talked to him of his parish and of her own; made Mark 
Robarts go to him, and by degrees did something towards 
civilizing him. Between him and Kobarts too there grew up 
an intimacy rather than a friendship. Robarts would submit 
to his opinion on matters of ecclesiastical and even theological 
law, would listen to him with patience, would agree with him 
where he could, and differ from him mildly when he could 
not. For Robarts was a man who made himself pleasant to all 
men. And thus, under Lady Luflon*s wing, there grew up a 
connection between Framley and Hogglestock, in which Mrs. 
Hobarts also assisted. And now that Lady Lufton was look- 
ing about her, to see how she might best bring proper clerical 
influence to bear upon her own recreant fox-hunting parson, 
it occurred to her that she might use Mr. Crawley in the 

10—2 
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matter. Mr. Grawlej would certaiiily be -on her side as fiur aft 
opinion went, and would have no fear as to expressing bis 
opinion to his brother clergyman. So she sent for Mr. Crawley. 
In appearance he was the very opposite to Mark Robarts. He 
was a lean, slim, meagre man, with shoulders slightly curved, 
and pale, lank, long locks of ragged hair; his fordbiead was 
high, but his face was narrow ; his small grey eyes were deeply 
stmken in his head, his nose was well-formed, his lips thin, 
and his mouth expressive. Nobody could look at him with- 
out seeing that there was a purpose and a meaning in his 
countenance. He alwavs wore, in summer and winter, a long 
dusky gray coat, whicn buttoned close up to his neck and 
descended almost to his heels. He was full six feet high, but 
being so slight in build, he looked as though he were taller. 
He came at once at Lady Luilon*s bidding, putting himself into 
the gig beside the servant, to whom he spoke no single word 
during the journey. And the man, looking into his fkce, was 
struck with taciturnity. Now Mark Robarts would have 
talked with him the whole way from Hogglestock to Framley 
Court ; discoursing partly as to horses and land, but partly 
also as to higher Siings. And then Lady Luflon opened her 
mind and told her griefs to Mr. Crawley, urging, however, 
through the whole length of her narrative, that Mr. Robarts 
was an excellent parish clergyman, — ''just such a clergyman 
in his church as I woidd wish him to be," she explained, with 
the view of saving herself from an expression of any of 
Mr. Crawley's special ideas as to church teaching, and of con- 
fining him to the one subject-matter in hand ; '' but he got 
this living so young, Mr. Crawley, that he is hardly quite as 
steady as I could wish him to be. It has been as much my 
fault as his own in placing him in such a position so early 
in life." 

'' I think it has,** said Mr. Crawley, who might perhaps be 
a little sore on such a subject. 

" Quite so, quite so," continued her ladyship, swallowing 
down with a gulp a certain sense of anger. '' But that is done 
now, and is past cure. That Mr. Robarts will become a credit 
to his profession, I do not doubt, for his heart is m the right 
place and his sentiments are good ; but I fear that at present he 
is succumbing to temptation.'* 

'' I am told that he hunts two or three times a week. 
Everybody round us is talking about it." 

" No, Mr. Crawley; not twp oj: three times a week; very 
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leldom above once, I think. And then I do believe he does 
it more with the view of being with Lord Lufton than any- 
thing else.'' 

^4 cannot aee that that would make the matter better/* said 
Mr. Crawley. 

^' It would show that he was not strongly imbued with a 
teste which I cannot but regard as vicious in a clergyman." 

"It must be vicious in all men,*' said Mr. Crawley. ** It is 
in itself cruel, and leads to idleness and profligacy." Again 
lady Lufton made a gulp. She had called Mr. Crawley 
thither to her aid, and felt that it would be inexpedient to 
quarrel with him. But she did not like to be told that her 
son's amusement was idle and profligate. She had always 
regarded hunting as a proper pursuit for a country gentleman. 
It was, indeed, in her eyes one of the peculiar institutions of 
conntry life in England, and it may be almost said that she 
looked upon the Barsetshire hunt as something sacred. She 
could not endure to hear that a fox was trapped, and allowed 
her turkeys to be purloined without a groan. Such being 
the case, she did not like being told that it was vicious, and 
had by no means wished to consult Mr. Crawley on that 
matter. But nevertheless she swallowed down her wrath. 

*' It is at any rate unbecoming in a clergyman," she said ; 
" and as I know that Mr. Robarts places a high value on your 
opinion, perhaps you will not object to advise him to discon* 
tmae it. He might possibly feel aggrieved were I to interfere 
personally on such a question.** 

" I have no doubt he would,*' said Mr. Crawley. "It is not 
within a woman's province to give counsel to a clergyman on 
such a subject, unless she be very near and very dear to him—- 
his wife, or mother, or sister." 

" As living in the same parish, you know, and being, per- 
haps ^** the leading person in it, and the one who naturally 

roles the others. Those would have been the fitting words 
for the expression of her ladyship's ideas ; but she remembered 
herself, and did not use them. She had made up her mind 
that, great as her influence ought to be, she was not the proper 
person to speak to Mr. Robarts as to his pernicious, imclerical 
habits, and she would not now depart from her resolve by 
attempting to prove that she was the proper person. 

*• Yes," said Mr. Crawley, "just so. AUthat would entitle 
him ^ offer you his coimsel if he thought that your mode of 
life was such as to require it, but could by no means justify 
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yon in addressing yourself to him." This was very hard 
upon Lady Lufton. She was endeavouring with all her 
woman's strength to do her best, and endeavouring so to do it 
that the feelings of the sinner might be spared; and yet the 
ghostly comforter whom she had evoked to her aid, treated 
her as though she were arrogant and overbearing. She 
acknowledged the weakness of her own position with reference 
to her pariah clergyman by calling in the aid of Mr. Crawley; 
and, under such circumstances, he might, at any rate, have 
abstained from throwing that weakness in her teeth. 

" Well, sir; I hope my mode of life may not require it ; but 
that is not exactly to the point : what I wish to know is, 
whether you will speak to Mr. Eobarts ? " 

" Cei'tainly I will," said he. 

" Then I shall be much obliged to you. But, Mr. Crawley, 
pray — ^pray, remember this : I would not on any account wish 
that you should be harsh with him. He is an excellent young 
man, and ^" 

" Lady Lufton, if I do this, I can only do it in my t)wnway, 
as best I may, using such words as God may give me at the 
time. I hope that I am harsh to no man ; but it is worse Aan 
useless, in all cases, to speak anything but the truth." 

" Of course — of course." 

" If the ears be too delicate to hear the truth, the mind will 
be too perverse to profit by it." And then Mr. Crawley got 
up to take his leave. But Lady Lufkon insisted that he should 
go with her to luncheon. He hummed and ha'd and would 
fain have refused, but on this subject she was peremptory.' It 
might be that she was unfit to advise a clergyman as to his 
duties, but in a matter of hospitality she did know what she 
was about. Mr. Crawley should not leave the house with- 
out refreshment. As to this, she carried her point ; and 
Mr. Crawley — when the matter before him was cold roast-beef 
and hot potatoes, instead of the relative position of a parish 
priest and his parishioner — ^became humble, submissive, and 
almost timid. Lady Lufton recommended Madeira instead oi 
Sherry, and Mr. Crawley obeyed at once, and was, indeed, 
perfectly unconscious of the difference. Then there was a 
basket of seakale in the gig for Mrs. Crawley; that he would 
have left behind had he dared, but he did not dare. Not a 
word was said to him as to the marmalade for the children 
which was hidden under the seakale. Lady Lufton feeling i^U 
aware that that would find its way to its proper destination 
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m&smt any neoessitj for his oo-operation. And tlien Mr. 
Ciawlej retamed home in the Framley Gonrt gig. 

Iluree or four days after this he walked over to Eramley 
paisonage. This he did on a Saturday, having learned that 
the hounds never hunted on that day ; and he started early, 
80 that he might be sure to catch Mr. Eobarts before he went 
out on his parish business. He was quite early enough to 
attam this object, for when he reached the parsonage door at 
about half-past nine, the vicar, with his wife and sister, were 
just sitting down to breakfast. " Oh, Crawley,'' said Robarts, 
before the other had well spoken, *' you are a capital fellow;'' 
and then he got him into a chair, and Mrs. Robarts had poured 
him out tea, and Lucy had surrendered to him a knife and 
pkte, before he knew under what guise to excuse his coming 
among them, 

" I hope you will excuse this intrusion," at last he muttered ; 
"but I have a few words of business to which I will request 
your attention presently." 

" Certainly," said Robarts, conveying a broiled kidney on 
to the plate before Mr. Crawley ; " but there is no preparation 
for business like a good breakiast. Lucy, hand Mr. Crawley 
the buttered toast. Eggs, Fanny; where are the eggs?" 
And then John, in livery, brought in the fresh eggs. " Now 
we shall do. I always eat my eggs while they're hot, Crawley, 
and I advise you to do the same." To all this Mr. Crawley 
said very little, and he was not at all at home under the 
circumstances. Perhaps a thought did pass across his brain, 
as to the difference between the meal which he had left .on his 
own table, and that which he now saw before him ; and as to 
auj cause which might exist for such difference. But, if so, 
it was a very fleeting thought, for he had far other matter 
now fully occupying his mind. And then the breakfast was 
over, and in a few minutes the two clergymen found them- 
selves together in the parsonage study. 

" Mr. Robarts," began the senior, when he had seated him- 
self uncomfortably on one of the ordinary chairs at the &rther 
side of the well-stored library table, while Mark was sitting 
at his ease in his own arm-chair by the fire, " I have called 
upon you on an unpleasant business." Mark's mind imme- 
diately flew off* to Mr. Sowerby's bill, but he could not think 
it possible that Mr. Crawley could have had anything to do 
widi that. 
"But as a brother clergyman, and as one who esteems you 
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mucli and wishes 70a well, I have thouglit myself boiznd to 
take this matter in hand/' 

" What matter is it, Crawley ? " 

'' Mr. Robarts, men say that your present mode of life is 
one that is not befitting a soldier in Ghrist*8 army." 

'' Men say so I what men 7 " 

" The men around you, of your own neighbourhood ; those 
who watch your life, and know all your doings ; those who 
look to see you walking as a lamp to guide their feet, but find 
you consorting with horse-jockeys and hunters, galloping after 
hounds, and taking your place among the vainest of worldly 
pleasure-seekers. Those who have a right to expect sxt 
example of good living, and who think that they do not see 
it." Mr. Crawley had gone at once to the root of the matter, 
and in doing so had certainly made his own task so much 
the easier. There is nothing like going to the root of the 
matter at once when one has on hand an unpleasant piece of 
business. 

'* And have such men deputed you to come here?" 

'* No one has or could depute me. I have come to speak 
my own mind, not that of any other. But I refer to what 
those around you think and say, because it is to them that 
your duties are due. You owe it to those around you to live 
a godly, cleanly life ; — ^as you owe it also, in a much higher 
way, to your Father who is in heaven. I now make bold to 
ask you whether you are doing your best to lead such a life 
as that?" And then he remained silent, waiting for an 
answer. He was a singular man; so humble and meek, so 
unutterably inefiicient and awkward in the ordinary inter- 
course of life, but so bold and enterprising, almost eloquent, 
on the one subject which was the work of his mind 1 As he 
sat there, he looked into his companion's face from out his 
sunken grey eyes with a gaze which made his victim quail* 
And then repeated his words : *' I now make bold to ask yon, 
Mr. Robarts, whether you are doing your best to lead such a 
life as may become a parish clergyman among his parishioners? 
And again he paused for an answer. 

" There are but few of us," said Mark, in a low tone, ** who 
could safely answer that question in the afiirmative." 

'^ But are there many, think you, among us who would find 
the question so unanswerable as yourself? And even were 
there many, would you, young, enterprising, and talented bs 
you are, be content to be numbered among them ? Are you 
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tttffified to be a castaway afler yon have taken apon yourself 

Christ's armour ? If yoa will say so, I am mistaken in yon, 

and will go my way." There was again a panae, and then he 

went on. << Speak to me, my brother, and open yonr heart, 

if it be possible." And rising from his chair, he walked 

across the room, and laid his hand tenderly on Mark's 

shoulder. Mark had been sitting lonnging in his chair, and 

had at first, for a moment only, thonght to brazen it out. 

Bat all idea of brazening had now left him. He had raised 

himself from his comfortable ease, and was leaning forward 

with his elbow on the table; bnt now, when he heard these 

words, he allowed his head to sink upon his arms, and he 

buried his face between his hands. 

" It is a terrible falling off," continued Crawley : " terrible 
in the fall, but doubly .terrible through that difficulty of 
Tetnming. But it cannot be that it should content you to 
place yourself as one among those thoughtless sinners, for the 
crashing of whose sin you have been placed here among them. 
Yoa become a hunting parson, and ride with a happy mind 
among blasphemers and mocking deyils — ^you, whose aspira- 
tions were so high, who have spoken so often and so well of 
the duties of a minister of Christ ; you, who can argue in 
your pride as to the petty details of your Church, as though 
the broad teachings of its great and simple lessons were not 
enough for your energies 1 It cannot be that I have had a 
hypocrite beside me in all those eager controversies I " 

" Not a hypocrite — ^not a hypocrite," said Mark, in a tone 
which was almost reduced to sobbing. 

^* But a castaway 1 Is it so that I must call you ? No, 
Mr. Bobarts, not a castaway ; neither a hjrpocrite, nor a cast- 
away ; but one who in walking has stumbled in the dark and 
bruised his feet among the stones. Henceforth let him take 
& lantern in his hand, and look warily to his path, and walk 
cautiously among the thorns and rocks — cautiously, but yet 
boldly, with manly courage, but Christian meekness, as all 
men should walk on their pilgrimage through this vale of 
tears." And then, without giving his companion time to stop 
him he hurried out of the room, and from the house, and 
without again seeing any others of the family, stalked back 
on his road to Hogglestock, thus tramping fourteen miles 
through the deep mud in performance of die mission on which 
be had been sent. 
It was some hours before Mr. Bobarts left his room. As 
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ioon as he found that Crawley was really gone, and that he 
should see him no more, he turned the lock of his door, and 
sat himself down to think over his present life. At about 
eleven his wife knocked, not knowing whether that other 
strange clergyman were there or no, for none had seen his 
departure. But Mark, answering cheerily, desired that he 
might be lefb to his studies. Let us hope that his thoughts 
and mental resolves were then of service to him. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

HBS. PODGEKS* BABY. 

TflE hunting season had now nearly passed away, and the 
great ones of the Barsetshire world were thinking of the 
glories of London. Of these glories Lady Luflon always 
diought with much inquietude of mind. She would fiun 
have remained throughout the whole year at Framley Court, 
did not certain grave eonsiderations render such a course on 
her part improper in her own estimation. All the Lady 
Luflons of whom she had heard, dowager and ante-dowager, 
had always had their seasons in London, till old sge had 
incapacitated them for such doings— sometimes for dearly 
long after the arrival of such period. And then she had 
an idea, perhaps not altogether erroneous, that she annually 
imported back with her into the country somewhat oi tbe 
passing civilization of the times : — may we not say an idea 
that certainly was not erroneous? for how otherwise is it that 
the forms of new caps and remodelled shapes for women's 
waists find their way down into agricultural parts, and that 
the rural eye learns to appreciate grace and beauty 7 There 
are those who think that remodelled waists and new caps had 
better be kept to the towns ; but such people, if they would 
fbllow out their own argument, would wish to see ploughboys 
painted with ruddle and milkmaids covered with skins. For 
these and other reasons Lady Lufton always went to London 
in April, and stayed there till the beginning of June. But 
for her this was usually a period of penance. Li London she 
was no very great personage. She had never laid herself 
out for greatness of that sort, and did not shine as a lady 
patroness or state secretary in the female cabinet of &shi<M^ 
jShe was ipH and listless, and without congenial pursuits i& 
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London, and spent her happiest moments in reading accounti 

of what was being done at Framlej, and in writing opdexn for 

farther local information of the same kind. Bat on this occa- 

flon there was a matter of vital import to give an interest of 

its own to her visit to town. She was to entertain Griselda 

Grantly, and, as far as might be possible, to induce her son to 

remain in Griselda's society. The plan of the campaign waa 

to be as follows : — ^Mrs. Grantly and the archdeacon were in 

the first place to go up to London for a month, taking Griselda 

with them ; and then, when they retnmed to Plomstead, 

Griselda was to go to Lady Lnflon. This arrangement waa 

not at all points agreeable to Lady Lnflon, for she knew that 

Mrs. Grantly did not tnm her back on the Hartletop people 

quite as cordially as she should do, considering the terms of 

the Lufton>6rantly &mily treaty. But then Mrs. Grantly 

might have allied in excuse the slow manner in which Lord 

Loiton proceeded in the making and declaring of his love, and 

the absolute necessity which &ere is for two strings to one's 

how, when one string may be in any way doubtful. Could it 

be possible that Mrs. Grantly had heard anything of that 

unfortunate Platonic friendship with Lucy Robarts? 

There came a letter from Mrs. Grantly just about the end 
of March, which added much to Lady Lufton's uneasiness, 
and made her more than ever anxious to be herself on the 
scene of action, and to have Griselda in her own hands. Ailer 
some communications of mere ordinary importance with refer- 
ence to the London world in general and the Lufton-Grantly 
world in particular, Mrs. Grantly wrote confidentially about her 
daughter : — '^ It would be useless to deny,'' she said, with a 
mover's pride and a mother's humility, ^that she is very much 
admired. She is asked out a great deal more than I can take 
her, and to houses to which I myself by no means wish to go. 
I could not refiise her as to Lady Hartletop's first ball, for 
there will be nothing else this year like them ; and of course 
when with you, dear Lady Lufton, that house will be out of 
the question. So indeed would it be with me, were I myself 
only concerned. The duke was ^ere, of course, and I really 
wonder Lady Hartletop should not be more discreet in her 
own drawing-room when all the world is there. It is clear to 
ine that Lord Dumbello admires Griselda much more than I 
could wish. She, dear girl, has such excellent sense that I 
do not think it likely that her head should be turned by it; 
but with how many girls would not the admiraition of such a 
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man be irreBistible ? The marquis, you know, is very feeble, 
and I am told that since this rage for building has come on, the 
Lancashire property is oyer two hundred thousand a year 1 1 
I do not think that Lord Dumbello has said much to her. 
Indeed it seems to me that he never does say much to any 
one. But he always stands up to dance with her, and I see 
that he is uneasy and fidgety when she stands up with any 
other partner whom he could care about. It was really 
embarrassing to see him the other night at Miss Dunstable's, 
when Griselda was dancing with a certain friend of ours. Bat 
she did look very well that evening, and I have seldom seen 
her more animated !" 

All this, and a great deal more of the same sort in the 
same letter, tended to make Lady Lufion anxious to be in 
London. It was quite certain — ^there was no doubt of that, 
at any rate — ^that Griselda would see no more of Lady Hartle- 
top*s meretricious grandeur when she had been transferred to 
Lady Lufton's guardianship. And she, Lady Lufton, did 
wonder that Mrs. Grantly should have taken her daughter to 
such a house. All about Lady Hartletop was known to all 
the world. It was known that it was almost the only house 
in London at which the Duke of Onmium was constantly to 
be met. Lady Lufton herself would almost as soon think of 
taking a young girl to Gatherum Castle ; and on these accounts 
she did feel ratiher angry with her friend Mrs. Grantly. Bat 
then perhaps she did not sufficiently calculate that Mrs. Grantly's 
letter had been written purposely to produce such feelings^ 
with the express view of awakening her ladyship to the 
necessity of action. Indeed, in such a matter as this, 
Mrs. Grantly was a more able woman than Lady Lufbon— 
more able to see her way and to follow it out. The Lnfton- 
Grantly alliance was in her mind the best, seeing that she did 
not regard money as everything. But failing that, the 
Hartletop-Grantly alliance was not bad. Regarding it as a 
second string to her bow, she thought that it was not at all 
bad. Lady Lufton's reply was very affectionate. She declared 
how happy she was to know that Griselda was enjoying her- 
self; she insinuated that Lord Dumbello was known to the 

world as a fool, and his mother as ^being not a bit better 

than she ought to be ; and then she added that circumstanoei 
would bring herself up to town four days sooner than she 
had expected, and that she hoped her dear Griselda would 
come to her at once. Lord Lufton, she said, though he woold 
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not deep in Bmton Stlreet — ^Lady Lufton lived in BruUffi 
Street — had promised to pass there as much of his time as 
bis parliamentarj duties would permit. 

Lady Luiton ! lady Lufton ! did it not occur to you, 
when you wrote those last words, intending that they should 
have so strong an effect on the mind of your correspondent^ 

that you were telling a tarradiddle ? Was it not the 

case that you had said to your son, in your own dear, kind, 
motherly way : " Ludovic, we shall see something of you in 
Bruton Street this year, shall we not ? Griselda Grantly will 
be with me, and we must not let her be dull — must we ? '* 
And then had he not answered, " Oh, of course, mother," 
and sauntered out of the room, not altogether graciously ? 
Had he, or you, said a word about his parliamentaiy duties ? 
Not a word 1 O Lady Luflon ! have you not now written a 
tarradiddle to your friend ? In these days we are becoming 
very strict about truth with our children; terribly strict 
occasionally, when we consider the natural weakness of the 
moral courage at the ages of ten, twelve, and fourteen. But 
1 do not know that we are at all increasing the measure of 
strictness with which we, grown-up people, regulate our own 
truth and falsehood. Heaven forbid that I shoidd be thought 
to advocate &lsehood in children; but an imtruth is more 
pardonable in them than in their parents. Lady Luflon's 
tarradiddle was of a nature that is usually considered ex- 
cusable — at least with grown people; but, nevertheless, she 
would have been nearer to perfection could she have confined 
herself to the truth. Let us suppose that a boy .were to write 
home from school, saying that another boy had promised to 
come and stay with him, that other having given no such 
promise — ^what a very naughty boy would that first boy be 
in the eyes of his pastors and masters I 

That little conversation between Lord Luflon and his 
mother — ^in which nothing was said about his lordship^s 
parliamentary duties — ^took place on the evening before he 
started for London. On that occasion he certainly was not 
in his best humour, nor did he behave to his motner in hia 
kindest manner. He had then left the room when she began 
to talk about Miss Grantly; and once again in the course of 
the evening, when his mother, not very judiciously, said a 
'Word or two about Griselda's beauty, he had remarked that 
fihe was no conjuror, and would hardly set the Thames on 
fire. " If she were a conjuror 1 " said Lady Luflon, rather 
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poqued, '<I should not now be going to take ber oat in 
London. I know many of those sort of girls whom you call 
conjurors; they can talk for ever, and always talk either 
loudly or in a whisper. I don^t like them, and I am sure that 
you do not in your heart" 

'^ Oh, as to liking them in my heart — ^that is being very 
particular." 

'^ Griselda Grantly is a lady, and as such I shall be happy 
to have her with me in town. She is just the girl that 
Justinia will like to have with her." 

" Exactly," said Lord Lufton. '* She will do exceedingly 
well for Justinia." Now this was not good-natured on the 
part of Lord Lufion ; and his mother felt it the more stronglyi 
inasmuch as it seemed to signify that he was setting his back 
up against the Lufion-Grantly alliance. She had been pretty 
sure that he would do so in the event of his suspecting that a 
plot was -being laid to catch him ; and now it almost appeared 
that he did suspect such a plot. Why else that sarcasm as 
to Griselda doing very well for his sister 7 

And now we mast go back and describe a little scene at 
Framley, which will account for his lordship's ill-humour and 
suspicions, and explain how it came to pass that he so snubbed 
his mother. This scene took place about ten days after the 
evening on which Mrs. Robarts and Lucy were walking 
together in the parsonage garden, and during those ten days 
Lucy had not once allowed herself to be entrapped into any 
special conversation with the young peer. She had dined at 
Framley Court during that interval, and had spent a second 
evening there ; Lord Lufton had also been up at the parsonage 
on three or four occasions, and had looked for her in her 
usual walks ; but, nevertheless, they had never come together 
in their old familiar way, since the day on which Lady LuAon 
had hinted her fears to Mrs. Robarts. 

Lord Luilon had very much missed her. At first he had 
not attributed this change to a purposed scheme of action on 
the part of any one ; nor, indeed, had he much thought about 
it, although he had felt himself to be annoyed. But as the 
period fixed for his departure grew near, it did occur to him 
as very odd that he e^ould never hear Lucy's voice unless 
when she said a few words to his mother, or to her sister-in- 
law. And then he made up his mind that he would speak to 
her befo^ he went, and that the mystery should be explained 
to him. And he carried out hia purpose, calling at tb6 
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parsonage on one special aflemoon ; and it was on ilie eTening 
of the same day that bis mother sang the praises of Griselda 
Grantlj so inopportunely. Bobarts, he knew, was then 
absent from home, and Mrs. Bobarts was with his mother 
down at the house, preparing lisis of the poor people to be 
specially attended to in Lady Lufk>n'8 approaching absence. 
Taking advantage of this, he walked boldly in through the 
parsonage garden ; asked the gardener, with an indifferent 
Yoice, whether either of the ladies were at home, and then 
caught poor Lucy exactly on the doorstep of the house. 

" Were you going in or out, Miss Bobarts ? " 

'^Well, I was going out," said Lu(^; and she b^gan to 
consider how best she might get quit of any prolonged 
encounter. 

" Oh, going out, were you? I don't know whether I may 
offer to—" 

" Well, Lord Lufton, not exactly, seeing that I am about to 
pay a visit to our near neighbour, Mrs. Podgens. Perhaps, 
jon have no particular call towards Mrs. Podgens* just at 
present, or to her new baby?" 

" And have you any very particular caU that way ? " 

" Yes, and especially to Baby Podgens. Baby Podgens is 
a real little duc^ — only just two days old." And Lucy, as 
she spoke, progressed a step or two, as though she were deter- 
mined not to remain there talking on the doorstep. A slight 
doud came across his brow as he saw this, and made him 
resolve that she should not gain her purpose. He was not 
going to be foiled in that way by such a girl as Lucy Bobarts. 
He had come there to speak to her, and speak to her he would. 
There had been enough of intimacy between them to justiiy 
him in demanding, at any rate, as much as that. 

'^Miss Bobarts," he said, ^'I am starting £>r London to- 
morrow, and if I do not say good-bye to you now, I shall not 
be able to do so at all." 

" Good-bye, Lord Lufton," she said, giving him her hand, 
and smiling on him with her old genial, good-humotured, racy 
smile. '' And mind you bring into parliament that law which 
you promip'^'^ me for defending my young chickens." 

He took her hand, but that was not all he wanted. '^ Surely 
Mr8.Podgens and her baby can wait ten minutes. I shall not 
see you again for months to come, and yet you seem to begrudge 
me two words." 

♦* {Jot two hundred if they can be of any service to you,* 
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said shei walking cheerily back into the drawing-room ; " only 
I did not think it worth while to waste your time, as Fanny 
IB not here." She was infinitely more collected, more master 
of herself than he was. Inwardly, she did tremble at the 
idea of what was coming, but outwardly she showed no agita- 
tion — none as yet ; if only she could so possess herself as to 
refrain from doing so, when she heard what he might have to 
say to her. 

He hardly knew what it was fi>r the saying of which he 
had so resolutely come thither. He had by no means made 
up his mind that he loved Lucy Robarts; nor had he made 
up his mind that, loving her, he would, or that, loving her, 
he would not, make her his wife. He had never used lus 
mind in the matter in any way, either for good or evil. He 
had learned to like her and to think that she was very pretty. 
He had found out that it was very pleasant to talk to her ; 
whereas, talking to Griselda Grantly, and, indeed, to some 
other yoimg ladies of his acquaintance, was often hard work. 
The half-hours which he had spent with Lucy had always 
been satisfactory to him. He had found himself to be more 
bright with her than with other people, and more apt to dis- 
cuss subjects worth discussing ; and thus it had come about 
that he thoroughly liked Lucy Bobarts. As to whether his 
affection was Platonic or anti-Platonic he had never asked 
himself; but he had spoken words to her, shortly before that 
sudden cessation of their intimacy, which might have been 
taken as anti-Platonic by any girl so disposed to regard them. 
He had not thrown himself at her feet, and' declared himself 
to be devoured by a consuming passion ; but he had touched 
her hand as lovers touch those of women whom they love; 
he had had his confidences with her, talking to her of his own 
mother, of his sister, and of his friends ; and he had called 
her his own dear friend Lucy. All this had been very sweet 
to her, but very poisonous also. She had declared to herself 
very frequently that her liking for this young nobleman was 
as purely a feeling of mere friendship as was that of her 
brother; and she had professed to herself that she would 
give the lie to the world^s cold sarcasms on such subjects. 
But she.had now acknowledged that the sarcasms of the world 
on that matter, cold though they may be, are not the less 
true ; and having so acknowledged, she had resolved that all 
close alliance between herself and Lord Luflon must be at an 
end. She had come to a conclusion, but he had come to 
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Done; and in Hub fiume of mind he was m>w there with the 

object of reopening that dangerous friendship which she had 
hd the sense to dose. 

''And so you are going to-morrow?" she said, at soon aa 
tliej were both within the drawing-room. 

Tes: Pm off hj the early train to-morrow morning, and 
Heaven knows when we may meet again." 

" Next winter, shall we not ? " 

** Yea, for a day or two, I suppose. I do not know whether 
I shall pass another winter here. Indeed, one can never say 
where one will be." 

''No, one can't ; such as you, at least, cannot. I am not 
of a migratory tribe myself." 

" I wish you were." 

" Pm not a bit obliged to you. Your nomade life does not 
agree with young ladies." 

"I think they are taking to it pretty freely, then* We 
have unptotected young women all about the world." 

" And great bores you find them, I suppose 7 " 

"No; I like it. The more we can get out of old-fiishioned 
grooves the better I am pleased. I should be a radical to- 
morrow — ^a regular man of the people — only I should break 
my mother's heart." 

" Whatever you do, Lord Luflon, do not do that." 

" That is why I have liked you so much," he continued, 
" becaose you get out of the grooves." 

"Do I?" 

" Yes ; and go along by yourself, guiding your own foot- 
steps; not carried hither and thither, just as your grandmother's 
old tramway may chance to take you." 

" Do you know I have a strong idea that my grandmother's 
old tramway will be the safest and the best after all ? I have 
not left it very &r, and I certainly mean to go back to it." 

" That's impossible 1 An army of old women, with coils 
of ropes made out of time-honoured prejudices, could not 
foiw you back." 

" No, Lord Lufton, that is true. But one " and then 

she stopped herself. She could not tell him that one loving 
mother, anxious for her only son,, had sufficed to do it. She 
conld not explain to him that this departure from the esta- 
blished tramway had already broken her own rest, and turned 
her peaceful happy life into a grievous battle, 

" I know that you are trying to go back," he said. " Do 
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you \hiiik that I have eyes and canoiot eee? C!ome, L11C7, 
you and I have been friends, and we must not part in thiB 
way. My mother is a paragon among women. I say it in 
earnest ; — a paragon among women ; and her lore for me is 
the perfection of motherly loye." 

" It is, it is; and I am so glad that you acknowledge it." 

" I should be worse than a brute did I not do so; but, 
nevertheless, I cannot allow her to lead me in aU things. 
Were I to do so, I should cease to be a man." 

" Where can you find any one who will counsel you so 
truly?" 

'^ But, nevertheless, I must rule myseH^ I do not tkfiow 
whether my suspicions may be perfectly just, but Ifaxy^y that 
she has created this estrangement between you and me# . Has 
it not been so ? '* 

"Certainly not by speaking to me," said Lucy, .blushing 
ruby-red through every vein of her deep-tinted .face. But 
though she could not command her blood, her voice was still 
imder her control — ^her voice and her manner. 

"But has she not done so? You, I know, will tell me 
nothing but the truth." 

'^ I will tell you nothing on this matter, Lord Luflon, 
whether true or false. It is a subject on which it does not 
concern me to speak." 

" Ah 1 I understand," he said ; and rising from his chair, 
he stood against the chimney-piece with his back to the fire. 
" She cannot leave me alone to choose for myself, my friends, 
and my own ;" but he did not fill up the void. 

« But why tell me this. Lord Lufton ? " 

" No ! I am not to choose my own friends, though they be 
among the best and purest of God's creatures. Lucy, I can- 
not think that you have ceased to have a regard for me. 
That you had a regard for me, I am sure." She Mt that it 
was almost unmanly of him thus to seek her out, and hunt 
her down, and then throw upon her the whole weight of the 
explanation that his coming thither made necessary. But, 
nevertheless, the truth must be told, and with God's help 
she would find strength for the telling of it. 

** Yes, Lord Lufton, I had a regard for you — and hav^* 
By that word you mean something more than the customary 
feeling of acquaintance which may ordinarily prevail between 
a gentleman and lady of different families, who have known 
ciich other so short a time as we have done." 
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'' Tea, somedmig much more," said he witb energy. 

'^ Well, I will not define the much — something closer than 

" Yes, and warmer, and dearer, and more worthy of two 
human creatures who value each other^s minds and hearts.^ 

"Some such closer regard I have felt for you — very 
foolishly. Stop I Tou have made me speak, and do not 
interraptme now. Does not your conscience tell you that 
in doing so I have unwisely deserted those wise ola grand- 
mother's tramways of which you spoke just now ? It has 
been pleasant to me to do so. I have liked the feeling of 
indepejidence with which I have thought that I might indulge 
in an open friendship with such as you are. And your rank, 
so different from my own, has doubtless made this 'more 
attractive." 

"Nonsense!" 

"Ahl but it has. I know it now. But what wiU the 
world say of me as to such an alliance? " 

"The world!" 

" Yes, the world ! I am not such a philosopher as to dis- 
regard it, though you may afford to do so. The world will 
say that I, the parson's sister, set my cap at the young lord, 
and that the ypung lord had made a fool of me." 

" The world shall say no such thing I " said Lord Luflon, 
very imperiously. 

" Ah 1 but it will. You can no more stop it, than King 
Canute could the waters. Your mother has interfered wisely 
to spare me from this ; and the only favour that I can ask 
70U is, that you will spare me also." And then she got up, 
as though she intended at once to walk forth to her visit to 
Mn. Podgena' baby. 

" Stop, Lucy ! " he said, putting himself between her and 
the door. 

" It must not be Lucy any longer, Lord Lufton ; I was 
madly foolish when I first allowed it." 

" By heavens ! but it shall be Lucy — ^Lucy before all the 
world. My Lucy, my own Lucy — ^my heart's best friend, and 
chosen love. Lucy, there is my hand. How long you may 
have had my heart it matters not to say now." The game 
was at her feet now, and no doubt she felt her triumph. 
Her ready wit and speaking lip, not her beauty, had brought 
him to her side ; and now he was forced to acknowledge that 
Ver power over him had been supreme. Sooner than leave 

11—2 
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her he would risk all. She did feel her triumph ; but there 
was nothing in her face to tell him that she did so. As to 
what she would now do she did not for a moment doubt. He 
had been precipitated into the declaration he had made not 
by his love, but by his embarrassment. She had thro¥m in 
his teeth the injury which he had done her, and he had then 
been moved by his generosity to repair that injury by the 
noblest sacrifice which he could make. But Lucy Robarts 
was not the girl to accept a sacrifice. He had stepped forward 
as though he were going to clasp her round the waist, bat 
she receded, and got beyond the reach of his hand. " Lord 
Lufix)n ! " she said, *' when you are more cool you will know 
that this is wrong. The best thing for both of us now is 
to part." 

" Not the best thing, but the very worst, till we -perfectly 
understand each other." 

"Then perfectly understand me, that I cannot be your 
wife." 

" Lucy! do you mean that you cannot learn to love me? " 

'' I mean that I shall not try. Do not persevere in this, o* 
you will have to hate yourself for your own folly." 

" But I will persevere till you accept my love, or say 
with your hand on your heart that you cannot and will not 
love me." 

" Then I must beg you to let me go," and having so said, 
she paused while he walked once or twice hurriedly up and 
down the room. "And Lord Lufton," she contini^ed, "if 
you will leave me now, the words that you have spoken 
shall be as though they had never been uttered." 

" I care not who knows they have been uttesed. The 
sooner that they are known to all the world the better I shall 
be pleased, unless indeed " 

" Think of your mother. Lord Lufton." 

" What can I do better than give her as a daughter the 
best and sweetest girl I have ever met ? When mj mother 
really knows you, die will love you as I do, Lucy, say one 
word to me of comfort." 

" I will say no word to you that shall injure your future 
comfort. It is impossible that I should be your wife." 

" Do you mean that you cannot love me ? " 

" Yoa have no right to press me any further," she said ; 
and sat down upon the sofa, with an angry frown upon her 
forehead. 
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"Bj heavens," lie said, " I will take no such answer from 
you till yon put your hand upon your heart, and sajr that 
you cannot love me." 

" Oh, why should you press me so, Lord Lufton ? " 

''Why, because my happiness depends upon it ; because it 
behoves me to know the very truth. It has come to this, 
that I love you with my whole heart, and I must know how 
your heart stands towards me." She had now again risen 
from the sofa, and was looking steadily in his face. 

"Lord Luilon," she said, "I cannot love you,*' and as she 
spoke she did put her hand, as he had desired, upon her heart. 

"Then God help me I for I am wretched. Good-bye, 
Lucy," and he stretched out his hand to her. 

" Good-bye, my lord. Do not be angry with me." 

" No, no, no ! " and without further speedi he left the room 
and the house and hurried home. It was hardly surprising 
that he should that evening tell his mother that Griselda 
Grantly would be a companion sufficiently good for his sister. 
He wanted no such companion. 

And when he was well gone — ^absolutely out of sight from 
the window — Lucy walked steadily up to her room, locked 
the door, and then threw herself on the bed. Why — oh I 
why had she told such a falsehood ? CJould anything justify 
her in a lie ? was it not a lie — knowing as she did that she 
loved him with all her loving heart ? But, then, his mother I 
and the sneers of the world, which would have declared that 
she had set her trap, and caught the foolish young lord I 
Her pride would not have submitted to that. Strong as her 
love was, yet her pride was, perhaps, stronger — stronger at any 
rate during that interview. But how was she to forgive herself 
the falsehood she had told ? 



CHAPTER XVn. 

MRS. proudie's conversazione. 

It was grievous to think of the mischief and danger into 
which Griselda Grantly was brought by the worldliness of her 
mother in those fpw weeks previous to Lady Luflon's arrival 
in town — ^very grievous, at least, to her ladyship, as from time 
to time she heard of what was done in London. Lady 
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Hartletop's was not the only objectionable house at which 
Griselda was allowed to reap fresh fashionable laurels. It 
had been stated openly in the Morning Post that that young 
lady had been the most admired among the beautiful at one 
of Miss Dunstable's celebrated Boireea^ and then she was heard 
of as gracing the drawing-room at Mrs. Proudie's conver- 
sazione. 

Of Miss Dunstable herself Lady Luflon was not able openly 
to allege any evil. She was acquainted. Lady Luflon knew, 
with very many people of the right sort, and was the dear 
friend of Lady Luilon's highly conservative and not very 
distant neighbours, the Greshams. But then she was also 
acquainted with so many people of the bad. sort. Indeed, she 
was intimate with everybody, from the Duke of Omnium to 
old Dowager Lady Goodygaffer, who had represented all the 
cardinal virtues for the last quarter of a century. She smiled 
with equal sweetness on treacle and on brimstone ; lyas quite 
at home at Exeter Hall, having been consulted — so the world 
said, probably not with exact truth — as to the selection of 
more than one disagreeably Low Church bishop; and was 
not less frequent in her attendance at the ecclesiastical doings 
of a certain terrible prelate in the Midland counties, who was 
supposed to favour stoles and vespers, and to have no proper 
Protestant hatred for auricular confession and fish on Fridays 
Lady Luflon, who was very staimch, did not like this, and 
would say of Miss Dunstable that it was impossible to serve 
both God and Mammon. But Mrs. Proudie was much more 
objectionable to her. Seeing how sharp was the feud between 
the Proudies and the Grantlys down in Barsetahire, how 
absolutely unable they had always been to carry a decent 
face towards each other in church. matters, how they headed 
two parties in the diocese, which were, when brought together, 
as oil and vinegar, in which battles the whole Luflon influence 
had always been brought to bear on the Grantly side ; — see- 
ing all this, I say, Lady Luflon was surprised to hear that 
Griselda had been taken to Mrs. Proudie's evening exhibition. 
" Had the archdeacon been consulted about it," she said to 
herself, " this would never have happened." But there she 
was wrong, for in matters concerning his daughter's introduc- 
tion to the world the archdeacon never interfered. 

On the whole, I am inclined to think that Mrs. Grantly 
understood the world better than did Lady Luflon. In her 
heart of hearts Mrs. Grantly hated Mrs. Proudie^— that ih 



MBS. PBOUBIB'S OOKVERaAZIOKE. 167 

wiih that sort of hatred one Christian lady allows herself to 
feel towards another. Of course Mrs. Grantly forgave 
Mrs. Ph>iidie all her offences, and wished her well, and was 
at peace with her, in the Christian sense of the word, as with 
all other women. But under this forbearance and meekness^ 
sad perhaps, we may say, wholly unconnected with it, there 
was certainly a current of antagonistic feeling which, in the 
ordinary unconsidered language of every day, men and 
women do call hatred. This raged and was strong through- 
out tiie whole year in Barset^ire, before the eyes of all 
mankind.-.- But, nevertheless, Mrs. Grantly took Griselda to 
MiB. Froudie's evening parties in London. In these days 
Mrs. Eroudie considered herself to be by no means the least 
WBo% bishop*s wives. She had opened the season this year 
ia a hew house in Gloucester Place, at which the reception 
rooms, at any rate, were all that a lady bishop could desire. 
Here she had a fro^t drawing-room of very noble dimensions, 
a second drawing-room rather noble also, though it had lost 
one of its back comers awkwardly enough, apparently in a 
jostle with the neighbouring house : and then there was a 
third — ^shall we say drawing-room, or closet? — ^in which 
Mis. Proudie delighted to be seen sitting, in order that the 
world might know that there was a third room ; altogether a 
noble suite, as Mrs. Proudie herself said in confidence to more 
than one clergyman's wife irom Barsetshire. "A noble 
suite, indeed, Mrs. Proudie ! " the clergymen's wives from 
Barsetshire would usually answer. 

For some time Mrs. Proudie was much at a loss to know 
bj what sort of party or entertainment she would make her- 
self famous. Balls and suppers were of course out of the 
question. She did not object to her daughters dancing all 
night at other houses — at least, of late she had not objected, 
far the &shionable world required it, and the young ladies 
had perhaps a will of their own — ^but dancing at her house — 
absolutely under the shade of the bishop's apron — would be a 
sin and a. scandal. And then as to suppers — of all modes in 
which one may extend one's hospitality to a large acqtiain- 
tance, they are the most costly. '^ It is horrid to think that 
we Bbould go out among our friends for the mere sake of 
eating and drinking," Mrs. Proudie would say to the clergy- 
mm's wives from Barsetshire. " It shows such a sensual 
propensity." 
. "Indeed it does, Mrs. Proudie ; and is so vulgar too I •» 
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those ladies wovld reply. But the elder among tihem would 
remember with regret, the unsparing, open-handed hospitality 
of Barchester palace in the good old days of Bishop Grantlj 
—-God rest his soul ! One old vicar^s wife there was whose 
answer had not been so courteous — 

" When we are hungry, Mrs. Proudie," she had said, " we 
do all have sensual propensities." 

" It would be much better, Mrs. Athill, if the world would 
provide for all that at home," Mrs. Proudie had rapidly 
replied ; with which opinion I must here profess that I cannot 
by any means bring myself to coincide. But a conversazione 
would give play to no sensual propensity, nor occasion that 
intolerable expense which the gratification of sensual propenu- 
ties too oiben produces. Mrs. Proudie felt that the woi^ was 
not all that she could have desired. It was a little faded by 
old use and present oblivion, and seemed to address itself-to 
that portion of the London world that is considered blue, 
rather than fashionable. But, nevertheless, there was a spiri- 
tuality about it which suited her, and one may also say an 
economy. And then as regarded fashion, it might perhaps 
not be beyond the power of a Mrs. Proudie to regild the word 
with a newly burnished gilding. Some leading person must 
produce fashion at first hand, and why not Mrs. Proudie ? 

Her plan was to set the people by the ears talking, if talk 
they would, or to induce them to show themselves there inert 
if no more could be got from them. To accommodate with 
chairs and sofas as many as the furniture of her noble suite 
of rooms would allow, especially with the two chairs and 
padded bench against the wall in ;the back closet — ^the small 
inner drawing-room, as she would call it to the clergymen's 
wives from Barsetshire — and to let the others stand about 
upright, or '^ group themselves," as she described it. Thai 
four times during the two hours' period of her conversazione 
tea and cake were to be handed round On salvers. It is astonish- 
ing how far a very little cake will go in this way, particularly 
if administered tolerably early after dinner. The men can't 
eat it, and the women, having no plates and no table, are 
obliged to abstain. Mrs. Jones knows that she cannot hold a 
piece of crumbly cake in her hand tillitbe<5onsumed without 
doing serious injury to her best dress. When Mrs. Proudie, 
with her weekly books before her, looked into the financial 
upshot of her conversazione, her conscience told her that she 
had done the right thing. Going out to tea is not a bad thiug^ 
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if one ctn contrire to dine early, and then be allowed to sit 
round a big table with a tea nm in the middle. I wonldi 
however, suggest that brealdaat caps should always be pro- 
Tided for the gentlemen. And then with pleasant neighbonrs, 
—or more especially with a pleasant neighbour, — ^the a£Sur is 
not, according to my taste, by any means the worst phase of 
Bodet^r. But I do dislike that handing round, unless it be of 
a sabsidiary thimbleftil when the business of the social inter- 
course has been dinner. 

And indeed this handing round has become a vulgar and an 
intolerable nuisance among us second-class gentry with our 
eight hundred a year — ^there or thereabouts ;-'— doubly intole- 
rable as being destructive of our natural comforts, and a 
wretchedly vulgar aping of men with large incomes. The 
Dnke of Omnium and Lady Hartletop are undoubtedly wise 
to have everything handed round. Friends of mine who 
occasionally dine at such houses tell me that they get their 
vine quite as quickly as they can drink it, that their mutton 
is brought to iJiem without delay, and that the potato bearer 
follows quick upon the heels of camifer. Nothing can be 
more comfortable, and we may no doubt acknowledge that 
these first-class grandees do understand their material com- 
forts. But we of the eight hundred can no more come up to 
them in this than we can in their opera-boxes and equipages. 
May I not say that the usual tether of this class, in the way of 
carnifers, cup-bearers, and the rest, does not reach beyond 
neat-handed Phyllis and the greengrocer ? and that Phyllis, 
neat-handed as she probably is, and the greengrocer, though 
he be ever so active, cannot administer a dinner to twelve 
people who are prohibited by a Medo-Perman law from all 
self-administration whatever ? And may I not further say 
that the lamentable consequence to us eight hundreders dining 
out among each other is this, that we too often get no dinner at 
all Phyllis, with the potatoes, cannot reach us till our mutton 
is devoured, or in a lukewarm state past our power of manag- 
ing; and Ganymede, the greengrocer, though we admire the 
sidll of his necktie and the whiteness of his unexceptionable 
gloves, &ils to keep us going in sherry. Seeing a lady the 
other day in this strait, left without a small modicum of 
stimulus which was no doubt necessary for her good digestion, 
I ventured to ask her to drink wine with me. But when I 
bowed my head at her, she looked at me with all her eyes, 
■truck with amazement. Had I suggested that she should 
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join me ia a wild IndiiuQ war-^dance, yrith nolJiiag on bat my 
paisjbf her Mde could not have showa grealer aatonkhment 
And yet I ahould b&ve thought she might have remembeced the 
daya Whto Ohriatidn men and women used to drink wind with 
eaob .other. Grod be with. the good old days' when I cou}d hob- 
•nob with my, frii^nd over the table as often as I was inclined to 
lifl my glass to my lips, and make a long ana .for a hot 
potato whenev/sr the exi^^ncies of my plate required it. 

I think it may be laid down as a rule in afiairs of hospi* 
tality, that whatever extra luxury or grandeur we introduce 
at our tables when gu^ta are with us,, should be introduced 
for the advantage of IliegUest and not for onn. oWn. If, for 
indtance^ our dinner be served In a inanner dififerieiUi from'that 
usual to us, it should be so served in order that our fosaada 
may with more satisfaction eat our repast than our everyday 
practice would produce on them. But the change should by 
no means be made to their material detriment in order that 
our fashion may be acknowledged. Again, if I decorate my 
sideboard and table, wishing that the eyes of my visitors may 
rest on that which is elegant and pleasant to the sights I act in 
that matter .with a becoming sense of hospitality; but if my 
object be to kill Mrs, Jones with envy at the sight of all my 
silver trinkets, I am a very mean-spirited fellow. This, in a 
broad way, will be acknowledged; but if we would bear in 
mind the' same idea at all times,— on occasions when the 
way perhaps may not be so broad, when more thinkii^ may 
be required to ascertain what is true hospitality, — ^I think 
we of the eight hxmdred would make a greater advance 
towards really entertaining our own friends than by any 
rearrangement of the actual meats and dishes which we set 
before ihem. • 

i£jiowing.aswe do, that the terms of the Lufbon-Grantly 
alliance had been so solemnly ratified between the two mothen* 
itis^perhaps hardly open to us to suppose that Mrs. Grantly 
was induced to take her daughter to Mrs. Froudie's by any 
knowledge which she may have acquired that Lord Dumbello 
had promised to grace the bishop's assembly. It is certainly 
t^ fact that high contracting parties do sometimes allow them- 
selves a latitude which would be considered dishonest by con- 
traetors of a lower sort; and it maybe possible that the arch* 
deacon's wife did think of that second string, with which 
her bow was furnished. Be that as it may. Lord Dumbello 
M Meb. Froudie^Sy and it did so come to pass that Griselda 
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was seated at the corner of a sofa close to wlricli was a vacant 

space in which his lordship conM — '' group himself." Thej 

hsd not been long there before Lord Dumbello did group him- 
self. ''Fine day," he said, coming up and occupying the 
vacant podiion bj Miss Grantlj's elbow. 

" We were driving to-day, and we thought it rather cold," 
said Griselda. 

<^ Deuced cold," said Lord Dumbello, and then he adjusted 
his white cravat and touched up his whiskers. Having got so 
far, he did not proceed to any other immediate conversational 
efibrfts ; nor did Griselda. But he grouped himself again as 
became « marquis, and gave very intense satisfaction to 
Mrs. Proudie. 

" This is so kind of you, Lord Dumbello," said that lady, 
coming up to him and shaking his hand warmly ; *' so very 
kind of you to come to my poor little tea-party." 

" Uncommonly^pleasant, I call it," said his lordship. " I 
like this sort of thing — ^no trouble, you know»" 

^^No; that is the charm of it : isn't it? no trouble, or fuss, 
or parade. That's what I always say. According to my 
ideas, society consists in giving people facility for an inter- 
change of thoughts — what we <2all conversation." 

"Aw, yes, exactly." 

^ Not in eating and drinking together — eh. Lord DumbeUo ? 
And yet the practice of our lives would seem to show that the 
indulgence of those animal propensities can alone suffice to 
bring people together. The world in this has surely made a 
great mistake." 

^'I like a good dinner all the same," said Lord Dumbello. 

" Oh, yes, of course— of course. I am by no means one of 
those who would pretend to preach that our tastes have not 
been given to us for our enjoyment. Why should things be 
nice ^ we are not to like them 7 " 

'* A man who can really give a good dinner has learned a 
great deal," said Lord Dumbello, with unusual animation. 

*^ An immense deal. It is quite an art in itself : and one 
which I, at any rate, by no means despise. But we cannot 
always be eating — can we ? " 

"No," said Lord DumbeUo, " not always." And he looked 
IS thot^h he lamented that his powers should be so circum- 
scribed. And then Mrs. Proudie passed on to Mrs. Grantly^ 
The twb ladies were quite friendly in Loudon ; though down 
in their own neighbourhood they waged a war sQ.iat^mecin* 
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in its nature. But nevertheless Mrs. Proudie's manner might 
have showed to a very close observer that she knew the 
difference between a bishbp and an archdeacon. <' I am so 
delighted to see you," said she. '' No, don't mind moving ; 
I won*t sit down just at present. But why didn't the ardi' 
deacon come ? " 

'' It was quite impossible; it was indeed," said Mrs. Grantly. 
^ The archdeacon never has a moment in London that he can 
call his own." 

" You don't stay up very long, I believe." 

'^ A good deal longer than we either of us like, I can assure 
you. London life is a perfect nuisance to me." 

'' But people in a certain position must go through with it, 
you know," said Mrs. Proudie. " The bishop, for instance, 
must attend the house." 

'' Must he ? " asked Mrs. Grantly, as though she were not at 
all well informed with reference to this branch of a bishop's 
business. *' I am very glad that archdeacons are imder no 
such liability." 

" Oh, no ; there's nothing of that sort," said Mrs. Proudie, 
very seriously. " But how uncommonly well Miss Grantly 
is looking ! I do hear that she has quite been admired." 
This phrase certainly was a little hard for the mother to 
bear. All the world had acknowledged, so Mrs. Grantly had 
taught herself to believe, that Griselda was undoubtedly the 
beauty of the season. Marquises and lords were already con- 
tending for her smiles, and paragraphs had been written in 
newspapers as to her profile. It was too hard to be told, 
after that, that her daughter had been ''quite admired." 
Such a phrase might suit a pretty little red-cheeked milkmaid 
of a girl. 

" She cannot, of course, come near your girls in that 
respect," said Mrs. Grantly, very quietly. Now the Miss 
Proudies had not elicited from the fashionable world any veiy 
loud encomiums on their beauty. Their mother felt the 
taunt in its fullest force, but she would not essay to do battle 
on the present arena. She jotted down the item in her mind, 
and kept it over for Barchester and the chapter. Such dehta 
as those she usually paid on some day, if the means of doing 
so were at all within her power. " But there is Miss Dun- 
stable, I declare," she said, seeing that that lady had entered 
the room; and away went Mrs. Proudie to welcome her dis- 
liaguished guest. 
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^And 80 this is a convenazioney is it?*' said that lady, 
speaking, as lusna], not in a suppresaed voice. '' Well, I 
declare, it's very nice. It means conversation, don't it, Mrs. 
Proudie ? " 

'^Ha, lia, lia ! Miss Dunstable, there is nobody like yon, I 
declare." 

" Well, but don't it ? and tea and cake ? and then, when 
we're tired of talking, we go away, — ^isn't that it 7 ** 

^ But you must not be tired for these three honrs yet.'* 

" Oh, I am never tired of talking ; all the world knows 
tifaat How do, bishop ? A very nice sort of thing this con<* 
versazione, isn't it now?" The bishop rubbed his hands 
together and smiled, and said that he thought it was rather nice. 

"Mrs. Proudie is so fortunate in all her little arrange- 
ments," said Miss Dunstable. 

"Yes, yes," said the bishop. *'I think she is happy in 
these matters. I do flatter mjself . that she is bo. Of course, 
Miss Dunstable, you are accustomed to things on a much 
grander scale." 

" 1 1 Lord bless you, no ! Nobody hates grandeur so 
mnch as I do. Of course I must do as I am told. I must 
lire in a big house, and have three footmen six feet high. I 
must have a coachman with a top-heavy wig, and horses so 
big that they frighten me. If I did not, I should be made out a 
limatic and declared unable to manage my own afiairs. But as 
for grandeur, I hate it. I certainly think that I shall have 
some of these conversaziones. I wonder whether Mrs. Proudie 
will come and put me up to a ^VTinkle or two." The bishop again 
nibbed his hands, and said that he was sure she would. He 
oever felt quite at his ease with Miss Dunstable, as he rarely 
could ascertain whether or no she was earnest in what she was 
saying. So he trotted off, muttering some excuse as he went^ 
and Miss Dunstable chuckled with an inward chuckle at his 
too evident bewilderment. Miss Dunstable was by nature 
lond, generous, -and open-hearted; but she was living now 
very much with people on whom kindness, generosity, and 
opoi-heartedness were thrown away. She was clever also, 
and could be sarcastic ; and she found that those qualities told 
better in the world around her than generosity and an open 
heart. And so she went on from month to month, and year 
to year, not progressing in a good spirit as she might have 
done, but still carrying within heiT bosom a warm affection for 
those she could really love. And she knew that she was 
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hardly living 88 she should live, — that the wealth which 
she affected to despise was eating into the soundness of her 
character, not by its splendour, but bj the style of life which 
it had seemed to produce as a necessity. She knew that sh^ 
was gradually becoming irreverent, scornful, and prone to 
ridicule; but yet, knowing this, and hating it, she hardly 
knew how to break from it. She had seen so much of the 
blacker dde of human nature that blackness no longer startled 
her as it should do. She had been the prize at whidi so many 
ruined spendthrifts had aimed ; so many pirates had endea- 
voured to run her down while sailing in the <^n waters of 
life, that she had ceased to regard such attempts on her money- 
bags as unmanly or over-covetous. She was content to fight 
her own battle with her own weapons, feeling secure in her 
own strength of purpose and strength of wit. 

Some few friends she had whom she really lored, — ^among 
whom her inner self cotdd come out and speak boldly what it 
had to say with its own true voice. And the woman who 
thus so spoke was very different from that Miss Dimstable 
whom Mrs. Proudie courted, and the Duke of Omnium ^ted, 
and Mrs. Harold Smith claimed as her bosom friend. If only 
she could iind among such one special companion on whom 
her heart might rest, who would help her to bear the heavy 
burdens of her world 1 But where was she to find sudi 
a friend? — she with her keen wit, her untold money, and 
loud laughing voice. Everything about her was calculated 
to attract those whom she could not value, and to scare 
from her the sort of friend to whom she would fain have 
linked her lot. And then she met Mrs. Harold Smith, who 
had taken Mrs. Proudie^s noble suite of rooms in her tour for 
the evening, and was devoting to them a period of twenty 
minutes. ^' And so I may congratulate you," Miss Dunstable 
said eagerly to her firiend. 

'* No, in mercy^s name, do no such thing, or you may too 
probably have to uncongratulate me again ; and that will be 
BO unpleasant." 

'* But they told me that Lord Brock had sent for him yes- 
terday." Now at this period Lord Brock was Prime Minister. 

'' So he did, and Harold was with him backwards and for- 
wards all the day. But he can't shut his eyes and open his 
mouth, and see what God will send him, as a wise and prudent 
man should do. He is always for bargaining, and no Prime 
Minister likes that.*' 
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"I would not be in his shoes if, after all, he haa to oome 
home and saj that the bai^iir iff off/*^ 

"Ha, ha, ha I Well, I should not take it very quietly. 
But what can we poor women do, you know ? When it is 
fettid, my dear, I'll send you a line at once." And then 
Mrs. Harold Smith finished her course round the loomB, and 
i^ained her oarriage within the twenty minutes. 

*' Beautiful profile, has she not?'^ said Miss Dumtftblei 
somewhat later in the evenittg, to Mrs. Prorodie. ' Of eourae, 
the profile spoken of belonged to Mite GranUy. 

" Yes, it is beautiful, certainly," udd M«. Proudie. ^^ Th^ 
pity is that it means nothing." • 

" The gentlemen seem to think that it means a good deal." 

" I am not sure of that. She has no conversatioii, you fljse ; 
not a word. She has been sitting there with Lord Dumbelio 
at her elbow for the last hour, and yet she has hardly opened 
her mouth three times." 

" But, my dear Mrs. Proudie, who oA earth could talk to 
Lord D umbello ? " Mrs. Proudie thought that her own daughter 
Olivia would undoubtedly be able to do so, if only she cduld 
get the opportunity. But, then, Olivia had so muoh converaa- 
tion. And while the two ladies were yet looking at llie 
youthful pair, Lord Dumbelio did -speak again. < ^ I think I have 
had enough of this now," said he, addrescang himself to Griselda. 

"I suppose you have other engagements," said she. 

" Oh, yes ; and I believe I shall go to Lady Clantelbrockti." 
And then he took his departure. No other word was spoken 
that evening between him and Miss Grantly beyond those 
g^ven in this chronicle, and yet the world declared that he 
and that young lady had passed the evening in so close a 
flirtation as to make tie matter more than ordinarily par- 
ticular; and Mrs. Gtantly, as she was driven home to her 
lodgings, begah to have doubts in her mind Irhether it would 
be wise to discountenance sd great an alliance aa that which 
the head of the great Hartletop family now seemed so desirous 
to establish. The prudent mother had not yetspofe^ii a word 
to her daughter on these subjects, but it niight soofi become 
necessary to do so. It wias all very Weil' for I^ady Lufton to 
hurry up to town j but of what service would that be, if Lord 
Luflon were not to be found in Briiton'Streef P - 
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CHAPTEB XVm. 

THE KEW XnnSTEB'S PATBONAaS. 

At that time, just as Lady Lufton was about to leave Frssdcy 
for London, Mark Bobarts receiyed a pressing letter, invitiiig 
him also to go np to the .metropolis for a day or two— not for 
pleasure, but on business. The letter was £rom his-indefati- 
gable friend Sowerby. *' My dear Bobarts,^' the letter ran :•— 
*' I haye just heard that poor little Burslem, the Baraetahire 
prebendary, is dead. We must all die some day, you know,— 
as you have told your parishioners from the Framley pulpit 
more than once, no doubt. The stall must be filled up, and 
why should not you have it as well as another ? It is six 
hundred a year and a house. Little Burslem had nine, but 
the good old times are gone. Whether the house is letable 
or not under the present ecclesiastical regime, I do not know. 
It used to be so, for I remember Mrs. Wiggins, the tallow- 
chandler's widow, living in old Stanhope^s house. 

'' Harold Smith has just joined the Grovemment as Lord 
Petty Bag, and could, I think, at the present moment, get this 
for asking. He cannot well refuse me, and, if you will say 
the word, I will speak to him. Tou had better come up your- 
self ; but say the word ^ Tes,* or ^ No,* by the wires. 

'' If you say ' Tes,' as of course you will, do not fail to come 
up. Tou will find me at the ' Travellers,* or at the House. 
The stall will just suit you, — rwill g^ve you no trouble, improve 
your position, and give some little assistance towards bed and 
board, and rack and manger. — ^Yours ever faithfully, 

N. SOWMBT. 

. '' Singularly enough, I hear that your brother is private 
secretaiy to the new Lord Petty Bag. lam told that hischief 
duty will consist in desiring ihe servants to call my sister's 
carriage. I have only seen Harold once since he accepted 
office; but my Lady Petty Bag says that he has certiunlj 
grown an inch since that occurrence." 

This was certainly very good-natured on the part of Mr. 
Sowerby, and showed that he had a feeling within his bosom 
that he owed something to his friend the parson for the mjvjf 
he had done him. And such was in truth the case. A more 
reckless being than the member for West Barsetshire could not 
exist. He was reckless for himself, and reckless for all others 
with whom he might be concerned. He could ruin his friends 
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with aa little remorse as he had ruined himself. All was fair game 

that came in the way of his net. Bat, nevertheless, he was good- 
natured, and willing to move heaven and earth to do a friend 
a good torn, if it came in his way to do so. He did really 
love Mark Robarts as much as it was given him to love any 
among his acquaintance. He knew that he had already 
done him an almost irreparable injury, and might very pro- 
bably injure him still deeper before he had done with him. 
That he wotdd undoubtedly do so, if it came in his way, was 
Very certain. But then, if it also came in his way to repay 
his friend by any side blow, he would also undoubtedly do 
that. Such an occasion had now come, and he had desired 
hia sister to give the new Lord Petty Bag no rest till he should 
have promised to use all his influence in getting the vacant 
prebend for Mark Hobarts. 

This letter of Sowerby's Mark immediately showed to his 
wife. How lucky, thought he to himself, that not a word was 
laid in it about those accursed money transactions I Had he 
understood Sowerby better he would have known that that 
gentleman never said anything about money transactions until 
it became absolutely necessary. "I know you don't like 
Mr. Sowerby,'* he said ; " but you must own that this is 
very good-natured." 

*' It is the character I hear of him that I don't like," said 
Mrs. Robarts. 

"But what shall I do now, Fanny? As he says, why 
ahoald not I have the stall as well as another ? '* 

" I suppose it would not interfere with your parish ? " she 
asked. 

^ Not in the least, at the distance at which we are. I did 
think of giving up old' Jones ; but if I take this, of course I 
most keep a curate." His wife could not find it in her heart 
to dissuade him from accepting promotion when it came m 
his way — ^what vicar's wife would have so persuaded her 
husband ? But yet she did not altogether like it. She feared 
that Greek from Chaldicotes, even when he came with the 
present of a prebendal stall in his hands. And then what 
would Lady Lufton say ? 

^ And do you think that you must go up to London, 
Mark ? " 

** Oh, certainly ; that is, if I intend to accept Harold Smith's 
kind offices in the matter." 

** I suppose it will be better to accept them," said Fanny, 

12 
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feeling perhaps tHat it would be useless in her to hope tihst 
tbey should not be accepted. 

^^ Prebendal stalls, Fanny, don^t generally go b^ging long 
among parish clergymen. How could I reconcile it to the 
duty I owe to my children to refuse such an increase to my 
income ? " And so it was settled that he should at once dnre 
to Silverbridge and send off a message by tel^raph, and tbat 
he should himself proceed to London on the following day. 
" But you must see Lady Luflon. first, of course," said Fanny, 
as soon as all this was settled. Mark would hare avoided 
this if he could have decently done so, but he ^t that it 
would be impolitic, as well as indecent And why should he 
be afraid to tell Lady Lufton that he hoped to receive thii 
piece of promotion from the present government? There 
was nothing disgraceful in a clergyman becoming a prebendary 
of Barchester. Lady Lujdon herself had always been very 
civil to the prebendaries, and especially to little Dr. Burslem, 
the meagre little man who had just now paid the debt of 
nature. She had always been very fond of the chapter, and 
her original dislike to Bishop Proudde had been chiefly founded 
on his interference with the cathedral clergy, — on his inter- 
ference, or on that pi his wife or chaplain. Considering these 
things Mark Hobarts tried to make himself believe that Lady 
Luilon would be delighted at his good fortune. But yet he 
did not believe it. She at any rate would revolt from the 
gift of the Greek of Chaldicotes. *^ Oh, indeed," she said, 
when the vicar had with some difficulty explained to her all 
the circumstances of the case. '^ Well, I congratulate yon, 
Mr. Robarts, on your powerful new patron." 

*' You will probably feel with me, Lady Lufton, that the 
benefice is one which I can hold without any detriment to me 
in my position here at Framley," said he, prudently resolving 
to let the slur upon his friends pass by unheeded. 

*' Well, I hope so. Of course, you are a very young, man, 
Mr. Robarts, and these things have generally been given to 
clergymen more advanced in life." 

" But you do not mean to say that you think I. ought to 
refuse it? " 

** What my advice to you might b0 if you really came to 
sne for advice, I am hardly prepared to say at so very short a 
notice. You seem to have made up your mind, and therefore 
I need not consider it. As it is, I wish you joy, and hope 
that it may turn out to your advantage in every way." 
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" You understand, Lady Lufbon, that I hare by no means 

got it as yet." 

" Oh, I thought it had been offered to you : I thought you 

spoke of this new minister as having all that in his own hand." 

" Oh dear, no. What may be the amount of his influence 

in that respect I do not at all know. But my correspondent 

assures me ^" 

"Mr. Sowerby, yoif. mean. Why don't you call him by 
his name?" 

"Mr. Sowerby assures me that Mr. Smith will ask for it ; 
and thinks it most probable that his request will be successful." 

"Oh, of course. Mr. Sowerby and Mr. Harold Smith 
together would no doubt be successful in anything. They 
are the sort of men who are successful nowadays. Well, 
Mr. Eobarts, I wish you joy." And she gave him her hand 
in token of her sincerity. Mark took her hand, resolving to 
say nothing further on that occasion. That Lady Lufton was 
not now cordial with him, as she used to be, he was well 
aware ; and sooner or later he was determined to have the 
matter out with her. He would ask her why she now so 
constantly met him with a taunt, and so seldom greeted him 
with that kind old affectionate smile which he knew and 
appreciated so well. That she was honest and true he was 
quite sure. If he asked her the question plainly, she would 
answer him openly. And if he could induce her to say that 
she would return to her old ways, return to them she would 
in a hearty manner. But he could not do this just at present. 
It was but a day or two since Mr. Crawley had been with 
Hm; and was it not probable that Mr. Crawley had been sent 
tbither by Lady Lufton? His own hands were not clean 
enough for a remonstrance at the present moment. He would 
cleanse them, and then he would remonstrate. " Would you 
like to live part of the year in Barchester?" he said to his 
wife and sister that evening. 

" I think that two houses are only a trouble," said his wife. 
** And we have been very happy here." 

" I have always liked a cathedral town," said Lucy ; " and 
I am particularly fond of the close." 

"And Barchester- close is the closest of all closes," said 
Mark. " There is not a single house within the gateways 
that does not belong to the chapter." 

"But if we are to keep up two houses, the additional 
income will soon be wasted," said Fanny, prudently. 

12—2 
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"The thing would be to let the house ftimished every 
summer,'* said Lucy. 

" But I must take my residence as the terms come," said 
the vicar; "and I certainly should not like to be away from 
Framley all the winter; I should never see anything of Lufton." 
And perhaps he thought of his hunting, and then thought 
again of that cleansing of his hands. 

" I should not a bit mind being away during the winter," 
said Lucy, thinking of what the last winter had done for her. 

" But where on earth should we find money to furnish one 
of those large, old-fashioned houses? Pray, Mark, do not do 
anything rash." And the wife laid her hand affectionately on 
her husband^s arm. In this manner the question of the pre* 
bend was discussed between them on the evening before he 
started for London. Success had at last crowned the earnest 
effort with which Harold Smith had carried on the political 
battle of his life for the last ten years. The late Lord Petty 
Bag had resigned in disgust, having been unable to digest 
the Prime Minister's ideas on Indian Reform, and Mr. Harold 
Smith, afler sundry hitches in the business, was installed in 
his place. It was said that Harold Smith was not exactly the 
man whom the Premier would himself have chosen for that 
high office ; but the Premier's hands were a good deal tied 
by circumstances. The last great appointment he had made 
had been terribly unpopular, — so much so as to subject him, 
popular as he undoubtedly was himself, to a screech from the 
whole nation. The Jupiter ^ with withering scorn, had asked 
whether vice of every kind was to be considered, in these 
days of Queen Victoria, as a passport to the cabinet. Adverse 
members of both Houses had arrayed themselves in a pure 
panoply of morality, and thundered forth their sarcasms with 
the indignant virtue and keen discontent of political Juvenals; 
and even his own friends had held up their hands in dismay. 
Under these circumstances he had thought himself obliged in 
the present instance to select a man who would not be espe- 
cially objectionable to any party. Now Harold Smith lived 
with his wife, and his circumstances were hot more than 
ordinarily embarrassed. He kept no race-horses ; and, as 
Lord Brock now heard for the first time, gave lectures in pro- 
vincial towns on popular subjects. He had a seat which w«tf 
tolerably secure, and could talk to the House by the yard if 
required to do so. Moreover, Lord Brock had a great idea 
that the whole machinery of his own ministry would break 
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to pieces very epeedilj. His own reputation was not bad, bufe 
it was insufficient for himself and that lately selected friend 
of Lis. Under all these circumstances combined, he chose 
Harold Smith to fill the vacant office of Lord Petty Bag. And 
very proud the Lord Petty Bag was. For the last three or four 
months, he and Mr. Supplehouse had been agreeing to consign 
the ministry to speedy perdition. " This sort of dictatorship 
will never do," Harold Smith had himself said, justifying that 
fhtore vote of his as to want of confidence in the Queen's 
goTemment. And Mr. Supplehouse in this matter had fully 
agreed with him. He was a Juno whose form that wicked 
old Paris had utterly despised, and he, too, had quite made up 
his mind as to the lobby in which he would be found when 
that day of vengeance should arrive. But now things were 
much altered in Harold Smith's views. The Premier had 
shown his wisdom in seeking for new strength where strength 
ought to be sought, and introducing new blood into the 
body of his ministry. The people would now feel fi*esh con- 
fidence, and probably the House also. As to Mr. Supplehouse 
—he would use all his influence on Supplehouse. But, after . 
all, Mr. Supplehouse was not everything. 

On the morning after our vicar's arrival in London he 
attended at the Petty Bag office. It was situated in the close . 
neighbourhood of Downing Street and the higher govern- 
mental gods ; and though the building itself was not much, 
seeing that it was shored up on one side, that it bulged out in 
the front, was foul with smoke, dingy with dirt, and was 
devoid of any single architectural grace or modern scientific , 
improvement nevertheless its position gave it a status in the 
world which made the clerks in the Lord Petty Bag's office 
quite respectable in their walk in life. Mark had seen his 
friend Sowerby on the previous evening, and had then made 
an appointment with him for the following morning at the 
new minister's office. And now he wais there a little before 
his time, in order that he might have a few moments' chat 
with his brother. When Mark found himself in the private 
secretary's room he was quite astonished to see the change in 
his brother's appearance which the change in his official rank 
had produced. Jack Robarts had been a well-built, straight- 
legged, lissome young fellow, pleasant to the eye because of 
his natural advantages, but rather given to a harum-skarum 
style of gait, and occasionally careless, not to say slovenly, in 
ii 4res8, But UQW he was the very pink of perfection. His 
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jaunty frock-coat fitted him to perfection; not a hair of hii 
head was out of place ; his waistcoat and trousers were glossy 
and new, and his umbrella, which stood in the umbrella-stand 
in the comer, was tight, and neat, and small, and natty. 
" Well, John, youVe become quite a great man," said his 
brother. 

" I don't know much about that," said John ; " but I find 
that I have an enormous deal of fagging to go through." 

" Do you mean work ? I thought you had about the easiest 
berth in the whole Civil Service." 

" Ah ! that's just the mistake that people make. Because 
we don't cover whole reams of foolscap paper at the rate of 
fifleen lines to a page, and five words to a line, people think that 
we, private secretaries, have got nothing to do. Look here," 
and he tossed over scornfully a dozen or so of little notes. ** I 
tell you what, Mark ; it is no easy matter to manage the 
patronage of a cabinet minister. Now I am bound to write 
to every one of these fellows a letter that will please him ; 
and yet I shall refuse to every one of them the request which 
he asks." ' 

" That must be difficult." 

"Difficult is no word for it. But, after all, it consists 
chiefly in the knack of the thing. One must have the wit 
'from such a sharp and waspish word as No to pluck the 
sting.' I do it every day, and I really think that the people 
like it." 

" Perhaps your refusals are better than other people's 
acquiescences." 

" I don't mean that at all. We private secretaries have 
all to do the same thing. Now, would you believe it? I 
have used up three lifts of notepaper already in telling people 
that there is no vacancy for a lobby messenger in the Pet^ 
Bag office. Seven peeresses have asked for it for their 
favourite footmen. But there — there's the Lord P6tty Bag!** 
A beU rang and the private secretary, jumping ujp from his 
notepaper, tripped away quickly to the great man's room. 
" He'll see you at once," said he, returning. ** Buggins, show 
the Eeverend Mr. Robarts to the Lord Petty Bag." Buggins 
was the messenger for whose not vacant place all the peeresses 
were striving with so much animation. And then Mark, 
following Buggins for two steps, was ushered into the next room- 

If a man be altered by becoming a private secretary, he 
is much more altered by being made a cabinet minister. 
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Bobarts, as be entered llie room, could liardlj believe that 
this was tbe same Harold Smith tvhom Mrs. Proudle bothered 
80 cruelly in the lectijre-room at Barchester. Then he was 
cross, and touchy, and uneasy, and insignificant. Now, as he 
stood smiling on the hearthrug of his official fireplace, it was 
quite pleasant to see the kind, patronizing smile which lighted 
op his features. He delighted to stand there, with his hands 
in his trousers' pocket, the great man of the place, conscious 
of his lordship, and feeling himself every inch a minister. 
8o#erby bad come with him, and was standing a little in the 
background, fi*6m which position he winked occasionally at 
the parson over the minister's shoulder. " Ah, Robarts, 
delighted to see you. How odd, by-the-by, that your brother 
shoold be my private secretary ! " Mark said that it was a 
ongnlar coincidence. 

" A very smart young fellow, and, if he minds himself, he'll 
do well" 

" I'm quite sure he'll do well," said Mark. 

" Ah I well, yes ; I think he will. And now, what can 1 
do for you, Hobarts 7 " Hereupon Mr. Sowerby struck in, 
making it apparent by his explanation that Mr. Hobarts him> 
self by no means intended to ask for anything ; but that, as his 
friends had thought that this stall at Barchester might be put 
into his hands with more fitness than in those of any other 
clergyman of the day, he was willing to accept the piece of 
preferment firom a man whom he respected so much as he did 
the new Lord Petty Bag. The minister did not quite like 
this, as it restricted him from much of his condescension, and 
robbed him of the incense of a petition which he had expected 
Kark Bobarts would make to him. But, nevertheless, he 
▼as very gracious. ''He could not take upon himself to 
declare," he said, '' what might be Lord Brock's pleasure with 
reference to the preferment at Barchester which was vacant. 
He had certainly already spoken to his lordship on the sub- 
ject, and had perhaps some reason to believe that his own 
wishte would be consulted. No distinct promise had been 
made, but he might perhaps go so far as to say that he expected 
such result. If so, it would give him the greatest pleasure in 
the world to congratulate Mr. Robarts on the possession of the 
stall — a stall which he was sure Mr. Bobarte would fill witli 
dignity, piety, and brotherly love." And then, when he hiid 
finished, Mr. Sowerby gave a final wink, and said that he 
regitrdea the nmtter as settled. 
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*^ No, not settled, Nathaniel,^* said die cautious minister. 

" It's the same thing," rejoined Sowerby. " We all know 
what all that flummery means. Men in office, Mark, never do 
make a distinct promise, — ^not even to themselves of the leg 
of mutton which is roasting before their kitchen fires. It is so 
necessary in these days to be safe ; is it not, Harold? " 

'* Most expedient," said Harold Smith, shaking his head 
wisely. " Well, Hobarts, who is it now ? " This he said to 
his private secretary, who came to notice the arrival of some 
bigwig. '* Well, yes. I wiU say good morning, with your 
leave, for I am a little hurried. And remember, Mr. Hobarts, 
I will do what I can for you; but you must distinctly under- 
stand that there is no promise." 

" Oh, no promise at all," said Sowerby — " of course not" 
And then, as he sauntered up Whitehall towards Charing 
Cross, with Hobarts on his arm, he again pressed upon him the 
sale of that invaluable hunter, who was eating his head off his 
shoulders in the stable at Chaldicotes. 



CHAPTER XIX 

MONEY DEALINGS. 

Mr. Sowerbt, in his resolution to obt^n this good gift for tihe 
Vicar of Framley, did not depend quite alone on the influence 
of his near connection with the Lord Petty Bag." He felt the 
occasion to be one on which he might endeavour to move 
even higher powers than that, and therefore he had opened the 
matter to the duke — not by direct application, but through 
Mr. Fothergill. No man who understood matters ever thought 
of going direct to the duke in such an affair as that. If one 
wanted to speak about a woman or a horse or a picture the 
duke could, on occasions, be affable enough. But through 
Mr. Fothergill the duke was approached. It was represented, 
with some cunning, that this buying over of the Framley 
clergyman from the Lufton side would be a praiseworthy spoil- 
ing of the Amalekites. The doing so would give the Omniun) 
interest a hold even in the cathedral close. And then it was 
known to all men that Mr. Hobarts had considerable influence 
over Lord Lufbon himself. So guided, the Duke of Omniurt 
did say two words to the Prime Minister, and two words from 
the duke went a great way, even with Lord Brock* Thft 
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npsbot of all tlus was, that Mark Bobarts did get the stall ; 

bat he did not hear the tidings of his success till some days 

after his return to Framlej. 

Mr. Sowerby did not forget to tell him of the great effi>rt— 
the mmsoal effort, as he of Chaldicotes called it — ^which the 
duke had made on the subject *' I don't know when he has 
done sach a thing before," said Sowerby ; *^ and you may be 
quite sore of this, he would not have done it now, had you 
Oct gone to Gatherum Castle when he asked you : indeed, 
Fothergill would have known that it was vain to attempt it. 
And ril tell you what, Mark — it does not do for me to make 
little of my own nest, but I truly believe the duke's word will 
be more etiicacious than the Lord Petty Bag's solemn adjura- 
tion." Mark, of course, expressed his gratitude in proper 
tenns, and did buy the horse for a hundred and thirty pounds. 
''He's as well worth it," said Sowerby, ''as any animal that 
ever stood on four legs ; and my only reason for pressing him 
on you is, that when Tozer's day does come round, I know you 
will have to stand to us to something about that tune." It did 
not occur to Mark to ask him why the horse should not be 
sold to some one else, and the money forthcoming in the regu- 
lar way. But this wotdd not have suited Mr. Sowerby. 

Mark knew that' the beast was good, and as he walked to 
his lodgings was half proud of his new possession. But then, 
how would he justify it to his wife, or how introduce the 
aninaal into his stables without attempting any justification in 
the matter 7 And yet, looking to the absolute amount of his 
income, surely he might feel himself entitled to buy a new 
horse when it suited him. He wondered what Mr. Crawley 
Would say when he heard of the new purchase. He had lately 
^en into a state of much wondering as to what his friends and 
neighbours would say about him. He had now been two days 
in town, and was to go down after breakfast on the following 
morning so that he might reach home by Friday afternoon. 
But on that evening, just as he was going to bed, he was sur- 
prised by Lord Lifton coming into the cofiee-room at his 
hotel. He walked in with a hurried step, his face was red^ 
and it was clear that he was very angry. " Bobarts," said he, 
walking up to his friend and taking the hand that was 
extended to him, '' do you know anything about this man 
Tozer?" 

"Tozer — ^what To«^r? J have h9»rd Sowerby speak of 
Bttcb ft umn," 
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'' Of eourse you have. If I do not mistake you have 
written to me about him yourself." 

" Very probably. I remember Sowcrby mentibning the man 
with reference W your affaire. ''But%hy do you aak me?^ 

" ThiB man has not only written to me, but has absolutely 
forced his way" info rtiy rooms whfen J was dressing for dinner j 
and abctolutely haid the impudencie to ^tell me that if I did not 
honour some bill whi^ he holds fbr eight ^hundred pounds he 
would proceed against tiie.'^ 

" But yoXL settled all that matter with Sbwerby ? " 

" I did settle it at a very great cost to me. Sooner than 
have a fuss, I paid him through the nose — like a fool that 
I was — everything that he claimed. This is an absolute 
swindle, and if it goes on I will expose it as such." Robarts 
looked round the room, but luckily there was not a soul in 
it but themselves. " You do not mean to say that Sowerbj 
is swindling you," said the clergyman. 

" It looks very like it," said Lord Luflon ; " and I tell you 
fkirly that I am not in a humour to endure any more of this 
0CRrt of thing. Some years ago I made an ass of myself through 
that man's fault. But four thousand pounds should have 
covered the whole of what I really lost. I have now paid 
more than three times that sum ; and, by heavens ! I will not 
pay more without exposing the whole affair." 

" But, Luffcoh, I do not understand. .What is this bill ?— 
has it your name to it? '* 

" Yes, it has : 1*11 not deny my name, and if there be abso- 
lute need I will pay it ; but, if I do so, my lawyer shall 
sift it, and it shall go before a jury." 

" But I thought all those bills were paid ? " 

" I left it to Sowerby to get up the old bills when they 
were renewed, and now one of them that has in* truth been 
already honoured is brought against me." Mark could not 
but think of the two documents which he himself had signed, 
and both of which were now undoubtfedly in the h^ds of 
Tozer, or ' of some other gentleman of the same profession ; 
-*-which both might be brought against him, the second as 
soon as he should have satisfied the. first. And then he 
remembered' that Sowerby had said something to him about 
an outstanding bill, for the filling up of which some trifle 
must be paid^ and of this he reminded Lord Luflon. 

'* And do you call eight hundred pounds a trifle 7 If 80| 
I do not." 
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''They vill probably make no Bucb demand as that.** 
" But I tell you they do make such a demand, and harlft 
made it. The man whom I saw, and who told me that he 
was Tozer's friend, but who was probably Tozer himBelf, 
positively swore to me that he would be obliged to take 
legal proceedings if the money were not forthcoming within a 
week or ten days. When I explained to him that it was an 
old bill that had been renewed, he declared that his friend 
had given full value for it." 

" Sowerby said that you would probably have to pay ten 
poandfi to redeem it. I should offer the man some such sum 
as that." 

'* My intention is to fMer the man nothing, but to leaviB the 
afiair in the bands of my lawyer with instructions to him to 
spare none ; neither myself nor any one else. I am not going 
to allow sucb a man as Sowerby to squeeze me like m 
orange." * 

" But, Luflon, you seem as though you were angry with me." 

"No, I am not. But I think it is as well to caution yott 
about this man ; my transactions with him lately have chiefly 
been through you, and therefore " 

" But they have only been so through his and your wish r 
because I have been anxious to oblige you both. I hope yon 
don't mean to say that I am concerned in these bills." 

" I know that you are concerned in bills with him." 

"Why, Luflon, am I to understand, then, that you arel 
accusing me of having any interest in these transactions wbich 
you have called swindling ? " ' 

" As far as I am concerned there has been sT^indling; and 
there is swindling going on now." • « • 

" But you do not answer my question. Do you bring any 
accusation against me? If so, I agree with you that you had 
better go to your lawyer." 

" I think that is what I shall do." 

" Very well. But, upon the whole, I never heai'd M k 
more tmreasonable man, or of one whose thoughts are liiore 
tmjuBt than yours. Solely with the view of assisting ytyn, 
and solely at your request, I spoke to Sowei*by about these 
money transactions of yours. Then, at his request, which 
originated out of your request, he using me as his ambassador 
to you, as you had used me as yours to him, I wrote and 
spoke to you. And now this is the upshot." 

"I bring no accusation against you, Bobartir ; but I knoi^ 
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yoa haye dealings with this man. You have told me so 
yourself.** 

*^ Yes, at his request to accommodate him. I have put mj 
name to a bill.** 

" Only to one ? ** 

'^ Only to one ; and then to that same renewed, or not 
exactly to that same, but to one which stands for it. The 
first was for four hundred pounds ; the last for five hundred.** 

" All which you will have to make good, and the world 
will of course tell you that you have paid that price for this 
stall at Barchester.** This was terrible to be borne. He 
had heard much lately which had frightened and scared him, 
but nothing so terrible as this ; nothing which so stunned him, 
or conveyed to his mind so frightful a reality of misery and 
ruin. He made no immediate answer, but, standing on the 
hearthrug with his back to the fire, looked up the whole 
length of the room. Hitherto his eyes had been fixed upon 
Lord Lufbon*s face, but now it seemed to him as though he 
had but little more to do with Lord Luflon. Lord LuAon 
and Lord Luflon*B mother were neither now to be counted 
among those who wished him well. Upon whom indeed 
could he now count, except that wife of his bosom upon whom 
he was bringing all this wretchedness? In that moment of 
agony ideas ran quickly through his brain. He would imme- 
diately abandon this preferment at Barchester, of which it 
might be said with so much colour that he had bought it 
He would go to Harold Smith, and say positively that he 
declined it. Then he would return home and tell his wife 
all that had occurred ; — ^tell the whole also to Lady Luflon, if 
that might still be of any service. He would make arrange- 
ment for the payment of both those bills as they might be 
presented, asking nx> questions as to the justice of the daim, 
making no complaint to any one, not even to Sowerby. He 
would put half his income, if half were necessary, into the 
hands of Forrest the banker, till all was paid. He would 
sell every horse he had. He would part with his footman 
and groom, and at any rate strive like a man to get again a 
firm footing on good ground. Then, at that moment, he 
loathed with his whole soul the position ia which he found 
himself placed, and his own folly which had placed him there. 
How could he reconcile it to his conscience that he was there 
in London with Sowerby and Harold Smith, petitioning for 
cburdi preferment to a mitn who should have been altogether 
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powerlefts !n mich a matter, buying horses^ ftnd aminging 

tbout past due bills 7 He did not reconcile it to hu con- 

scieQce. Mr. Crawley had been right when he told him that 
lie was a castaway. 

Lord Luilon, whose anger during the whole interview had 
been extreme, and who had become more angry the more he 
talked, had now walked once or twice up and down the room ; 
and as he so walked the idea did occur to him that he had 
been unjust. He had come there with the intention of ex- 
claiming against Sowerby, and of inducing Robarts to convey 
to that gentleman, that if he. Lord Luflon, were made to 
iindeigo any further annoyance about this bill, the whole 
affair should be thrown into the lawyer*s hands ; but instead 
of doing this, he had brought an accusation against Robarts. 
That Robarts had latterly become Sowerby*8 friend rather 
than his own in all these horrid money dealings, had galled 
him ; and now he had expressed himself in terms much 
stronger than he had intended to use. " As to you personally, 
Mark," he said, coming back to the spot on which Robarts was 
standing, " I do not wish to say anything that shall annoy you." 

" You have said quite enough, Lord Lufton." 

"You cannot be surprised that I should be angry and 
indignant at the treatment I have received." 

** You might, I think, have separated in your mind those 
i^ho have wronged you, if there has been such wrong, from 
those who have only endeavoured to do your will and pleasure 
for you. That I, as a clergjrman, have been very wrong in 
taking any part whatsoever in these matters, I am well aware. 
That as a man I have been outrageously foolish in lending 
ay name to Mr. Sowerby, I also know well enough : it is, 
perhaps, as well that I should be told of this somewhat rudely ; 
bnt I certainly did not expect the lesson to come from you." 

" Well, there has been mischief enough. The question is, 
what we had better now both do ? " 

"You have said what you mean to do. You will put the 
affair into the hands of your lawyer." 

" Not with any object of exposing you.Y 

" Exposing me. Lord Lufton I Why, one would think that 
I had had the handling of your money." 

" You will misunderstand me. I think no such thing. But 
do you not know yourself that if legal steps be taken in this 
wretched afiair, your arrangements with Sowerby will be 
brought to light ? " 
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''My arrangements with Sowerby will consist in paying 
or having to pay, on his account, a large sum of money, tor 
which I have never had and sliall never have any consideration 
whatever.*' 

^ And what will be said about this stall at Barchester ? " 

'' Afler the charge which you brought against me just now, 
I shall decline to accept it." At this moment three or four 
other gentlemen entered the room, and the conversation be- 
tween our two friends was stopped. They still remained 
standing near the fire, but for a few minutes neither of them 
said anything. Robarts was waiting till Lord Lufton should 
go away, and Lord Luilon had not yet said that which he had 
come to say. At last he spoke again, almost in a whisper: 
" I think it will be best to ask Sowerby to come to my rooms 
to-morrow, and I think also that you should meet him there." 

" I do not see any necessity for my presence," said Eobarts. 
" It seems probable that I shall suffer enough for meddling 
with your affairs, and I will do so no more." 

" Of course, I cannot make you come ; but I think it will 
be only just to Sowerby, and it will be a favour to me." 
Robarts again walked up and down the room for half-a-dozen 
times, trying to resolve what it would most become him to 
do in the present emergency. If his name were dragged 
before the courts, — if he should be shown up in the public 
papers as having been engaged in accommodation bills, that 
would certainly be ruinous to him. He had already learned 
from Lord Lufton's inuendos what he might expect to bear 
as the public version of his share in these transactions I And 
then his wife, — ^how would she bear such exposure ? "I will 
meet Mr. Sowerby at your rooms to-morrow, on one condi- 
tion," he at last said. 

" And what is that ? " 

'* That I receive your positive assurance that I am not 
suspected by you of having had any pecuniary interest 
whatever in any money matters with Mr. Sowerby, either 
as concerns your affairs or those of anybody else." 

" I have never suspected- you of any such thing. But I 
have thought that you were compromised with him." 

"And so I am — I am liable for these bills. But you 
ought to have known, and do know, that I have never re- 
ceived a shilling on account of such liability. I have endea* 
voured to oblige a man whom I regarded first as your friend, 
and then as my own ; and this has been the result." Lord 
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hahm did at last gite him the usttran^e thai he dettredi ai 
tbe^ 1st with their heads together oyer one of die coffee«room 
tiUes ; and then £obarts promised that he would poatpone 
hk retom to Eramley till the Satiudaj, so that he might 
meet Sowerbj at Lord Liifton*a chambera in the Albany ok 
the foUowing afternoon. As soon as this was arraogedi Lord 
Lafitm took his. leave and went his way. 

Afier that poor Mark had a very imeasy night of it It 
iras clear enough that Lord Lufton had thought, if he did not 
atiJi think, that die stall at Barohester was to be given aa 
pecuniaty recompense in return finr certain money aoconuno^ 
dation to be afibi^ed by the nominee to the dispenser of this 
patronage. Nothing on earth could be worse than this* In 
the first place it would be simony ; and then it would be 
lifflony .beyond all description mean and simoniacal. The 
very^ought of it £lled Mark's soul with horror and dismay. 
It might be that Lord Lufton's suspicions were now at :rest; 
but others would think the same thing, and their suspicions 
It would be impossible to allay; those others would consist o^ 
Pouter world, which is always so eag«r to gloat over the 
detected vice of a clergyman. And then that wretched horse 
which he had purchased, and the purchase of which should 
We prohibited him from saying that nothing; of value had 
accrued to him in these thmsactions with Mr. Sowerby ! what 
was he to do about that? And then of late he had been 
Bpending, and had continued to spend, more money than he 
could well a&rd. This very journey of his up to London 
Would be most imprudent,, if it should- become necessary for 
^ to giv^ up all hope of holding the' prebend. As t6 that 
06 had made up his mind ; but then again he unmade it, as 
inea always do in such troubles. That line of conduct which 
he had laid down for himself, in the first momoits - of his in- 
dignation against Lord Lufbon, by adopting which he would 
'^Te to encounter poverty, and ridicule, ^td discomfort, the 
*<^&ihiIation. of his high hopes, and the ruin of his ambition— 
that, he said to. himself over and over again, would now be 
^ best for him. But it is so hard. for us to give up our high 
hopes, and willingly . encounter poverty, ridicule, and dis- 
comfort 1 

On the following morning, howerer, he boldly walked down 
^ the Petty Bag c^ce, determined to let Harold Smith know 
^hathewas no. longer: desirqus of the Barcheatetr stall. He 
^d his brotJtoc there, still writing artistic notes to. anxious 
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peereisea on the subject of Buggins* non-vacant aitaation; 
Unt the great man of the place, the Lord Petty Bag himself 
was not there. He might probablj look in when the Honse 
was b^;inning to sit, perhaps at four or a little after; but he 
certainly would not be at the office in the morning. The 
functions of the Lord Petty Bag he was no doubt peHbrming 
elsewhere. Perhaps he had carried his work home with him 
—a practice which the world should know is not uncommon 
with civil servants of exceeding zeal. Mark did think of 
0|)ening his heart to his brother, and of leaving his message 
with him. But his courage failed him, or perhaps it might 
be more correct to say that his prudence prevented him. It 
would be better for him, he thought, to tell his wiie before he 
told any one else. So he merely chatted with his brother for 
half an hour and then left him. The day was very tedious 
till the hour came at whidi he was to attend at Lord Lnfbon^s 
rooms; but at last it did come, and just as the clock stmck 
he turned out of Piccadilly into the Albany. As he vas 
going across the court before he entered the building, he was 
greeted by a voice just behind him. '* As punctual as the 
big clock on Barchester tower," said Mr. Sowerby. "See 
what it is to have a summons from a great man, Mr. Preben- 
dary." He turned round and extended his hand mechani- 
cally to Mr. Sowerby, and as he looked at him he thought he 
had never before seen him so pleasant in appearance, so free 
from care, and so joyous in demeanour. 

*' You have heard from Lord Lufton,** said Mark, in a voice 
that was certainly very lugubrious. 

" Heard from him ! oh, yes, of course I have heard from 
him. ril tell you what it is, Mark," and he now spoke 
almost in a whisper as they walked together along the Albany 
passage, '^Luflon is a child in money matters — a perfect 
child. The dearest, finest fellow in the world, you know; 
but a very baby in money matters.'* And then they entered 
his lordship's rooms. Lord Lufton*s countenance abo was 
lugubrious enough, but this did not in the least abash 
Sowerby, who walked quickly up to the young lord with 
his gait perfectly self-possessed and his face radiant with 
satis&ction. 

" Well, Lufion, how are you ?" said he. " It seems that 
my worthy friend Tozer has been giving you some trouble? 
Then Lord Lufton with a face by no means radiant with satis* 
Action again began the story of Tozer's fiauduient deoutt' 



Upon Urn* Sowerbj did not interrupt him, but listened 
patiently to the end ; — quite patiently, although Lord Luflon, 
18 he made himself more and more angry by the history of 
his own wrongs, did not hesitate to pronounce certain threats 
against Mr. Sowerby, as he had pronounced them before 
against Mark Bobarts. He would not, he said, pay a shilling, 
except through his lawyer ; and he would instruct his lawyer, 
that before he paid anything, the whole matter should be 
exposed openly in court. He did not care, he said, what 
might be the efiect on himself or any one else. He was 
detemiined that the whole case should go to a jury. ^VTo 
grand jury, and special jury, and common jury, and Old 
Jewry, if you like," said Sowerby. " The truth is, Lufton, 
you lost some money, and as there was some delay in paying 
it, you have been harassed." 

" I have paid more than I lost three times over," said Lord 
Lofbn, stamping his foot. 

" I will not go into that question now. It was settled, as I 
thought, some time ago by persons to whom you yourself 
referred it. But will you tell me this : Why on earth should 
Robarts be troubled in this matter ? What has he done ? ". 
" Well, I don't know. He arranged the matter with you." 
" No such thing. He was kind enough to carry a message 
from you to me, and to convey back a return message from 
me to you. That has been his part in it." 
" Tou don't suppose that I want to implicate him : do you 7 " 
" I don't think you want to implicate any one, but you are 
hot-headed and difficult to deal with, and very irrational into 
the bargain. And, what is worse, I must say you are a little 
SQspicious. In all this matter I have harassed myself greatly to 
oblige you, and in return I have got more kicks than halQ)ence." 
" Did not you give this bill to Tozer — the bill which he now 
holds?" 

" In the first place he does not hold it ; and in the next 
place I did not give it to him. These things pass through 
scores of hands before they reach the man who makes the 
application for payment." 
** And who came to me the other day ? " 
" That, I take it, was Tom Tozer, a brother of our Tozer's." 
" Then he holds the bill, for I saw it with him." 
^* Wait a moment ; that is very likely. I sent you word 
that you wotdd have to pay for taking it up. Of course they 
don't abandon those sort of thingsVithout some consideration/* 

18 
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" Ten potrndB, yon said," obsenred Mark. 

** Ten or twenty ; some such snm as that. Bnt yon were 
hardly so soft as to suppose that the man would ask for such 
a snm. Of course he would demand the full payment. There 
is the bill, Lord Lufton," and Sowerby, producing a docu- 
ment, handed it across the table to his lord&liip. "I gave 
fiye-and-tvrentjT poimds for it this morning." Lord Lufton 
took the paper and looked at it. "Yes," said he, "that's 
the bilL What am I to do widi it now?" 

"Put it with the family archives," said Sowerby, — ^"or 
behind the fire, just which you please." ' 

" And is this the last of them ? Can no other be brought 
upT" 

' " You know better than I do what paper you may hare 
put your hand to. I know of no other. At the last renewal 
that was the only outstanding bill of which I was aware." 
- "And you have paid five-and-twenty pounds for it?" 
^ " I have. Only that you have been in such a tantrum 
about it, and would have made such a noise this aflemoon if 
1 had not brought it, I might have had it for fifteen or twenty. 
in three or four days they would have taken fitleen." • 

" The odd ten pounds does not signify, and I'll pay you th6 
twenty-five, of course," said Lord Lufbn, who now began to 
feel a little ashamed of himself. 
• " You may do as you please about that." 

" Oh I it's my affair, as a matter of course. Any amount 
of that kind I don't mind," and he sat do.wn to fill in a check 
for the money. 

" Well, now, Lufton, let me say a few words to you," said 
Sowerby, standing widi his back against the fireplace, and 
playing with a small cane which he held in his hand. "For 
heaven's sake try and be a little more charitable to those 
aroimd you. When you become fidgety about anjrthing, you 
indulge in language which the world won't stand, though men 
Who know you as well as Robarts and I may consent to put 
up with it. You have accused me, since I have been here, of 
aU' mann^ of iniquity ^" 

"Now, Sowerby " 

"My dear fellow, let me have my say out. You have 
accused' me, I say, and I believe that you have accused him. 
But it has never occurred to you, I daresay, to accuse your- 
selfi" ^ 

" Indeed it has/* 
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*^0{ course 70U have been wrong in having to do with sach 

meo as Tozer. I have also been very wrong. It wants no 

great moral authority to tell us that. Pattern gentlemen don't 
Lave dealings with Tozer, and very much the better they are 
for not having them. But a man should have back enough 
to bear the weight which he himself puts on it. Keep away 
from Tozer, if you can, for the future ; but if you do deal with 
liim, for heaven's sake keep your temper." 

" That's all very fine, Sowerby ; but you know as well as 
I do " 

"I know this," said the devil, quoting Scripture, as he 
folded up the check for twenty-five pounds, and put it in his 
pocket, ''that when a man sows tares, he won't reap wheat, 
and it's no us»3 to expect it. I am tough in these matters, and 
can bear a great deal — that is, if I be not pushed too far," and 
he looked full into Lord Luflon's &ce as he spoke y '' but I 
think you have been very hard upon Robarts." 

" Never mind me, Sowerby ; Lord Lufton and I are very 
old friends." 

" And may therefore take a liberty with each other. Very 
veil. And now I've done my sermon. My dear dignitary, 
allow me to congratulate you. I hear from Fothergill that 
that little affair of yours has been definitely settled." Mark's 
face again became clouded. '' I rather think," said he, '' that 
I shall dedine the presentation." 

"Decline it !" said Sowerby, who, having used his utmost 
efforts to obtain it, would have been more absolutely offended 
hy such vacillation on the vicar's part than by any personal 
abuse which either he or Lord Lufton could heap upon him. 

" I think I shall," said Mark. 

" And why ? " Mark looked up at Lord Lufton, and then 
remained silent for a moment. 

'* There can be no occasion for such a sacrifice under the 
present circumstances," said his }ordship. 

"And under what circumstances could there be occasion 
for it ? " asked Sowerby. " The Duke of Omnium has used 
some little influence to get the place for you as a parish 
clergyman belonging to his county, and I should think it 
monstrous if you were now to reject it." And then Robarts 
opehly stated the whole of his reasons, explaining exactly 
what Lord Lufton had said with reference to the bill transac- 
tions, and to the allegation which would be made as to the 
Wall having been given in payment for the accommodation, 

13— ~2 
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" Upon my word that's too bad," Baid Sowerby. 

" Now, Sowerby, I won*t be lectured," said Lord Liif)»tL 

**I have done my lecture," said he,' aware, perhaps, that'll 
would not do for him to push his friend too far, ^^ and I shsU 
not give a second. But, Robarts, let me tell you this: as far 
as I know, Harold Smith has had little or nothing to do with 
the appointment. The duke has told the Prime Minister that 
he was very anxious that a parish clergyman from the county 
should go into the chapter, and then, at Lord Brock's request, 
he named you. If under those circumstances you talk of 
giving it up, I shall believe you to be insane. As for the bill 
which you accepted for me, you need have no uneasiness 
about it. The money will be ready; but of course, when 
that time comes, you will let me have the hundred and thirty 

for " And then Mr. Sowerby took his leave, having 

certainly made himself master of the occasion. If a man of 
fifly have his wits about him, and be not too prosy, he can 
generally make himself master of the occasion, when his com- 
panions are under thirty. Robarts did not stay at the Albany 
long after him, but took his leave, having received some 
assurances of Lord Lufton's regret for what had passed and 
many promises of his friendi£ip for the future. Indeed 
Lord Lufton was a little ashamed of himself. '* And as for 
the prebend, afler what has passed, of course you must 
accept it." Nevertheless his lordship had not omitted to notice 
Mr. Sowerby's hint about the horse and the hundred and 
thirty pounds. 

Robarts, as he walked back to his hotel, thought that he 
certainly would accept the Barchester promotion, and was 
very glad that he had said nothing on the subject to his 
brother. On the whole his spirits were much raised. That 
assurance of Sowerby*s about the bill was very comforting to 
him; and, strange to say, he absolutely believed it In truth, 
iSowerby had been so completely the winning horse at the 
late meeting, that both Lord Luflon and Robarts were inclined 
to believe almost anything he said ;-^which was not alwaji 
the case with either of them. 
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CHAPTER XX, 

HABOLD SMITH IN THE CABINET. 

Fob a few days tbe whole Harold Smith party held their 
heads very high. It was not only that their man had been 
made a cabinet minister ; but a rumour had got abroad that 
Lord Brock, in selecting him, had amazingly strengthened 
his party, and done much to cure the wounds which his own 
arrogance and lack of judgment had inflicted on the body 
politic of his government. So said the Harold-Smithians, 
much elated. And when we consider what Harold had him- 
self achieved, we need not be surprised that he himself was 
somewhat elated also. It must be a proud day for any man 
when he first walks into a cabinet. But when a humble- 
minded man thinks of such a phase of life, his mind becomes 
lost in wondering what a cabinet is. Are they gods that 
attend there or men? Do they sit on chairs, or hang about 
on clouds ? When they speak, is the music of the spherea 
audible in their Olympian mansion, making heaven drowsy 
with its harmony? In what way do they congregate? la 
what order do they address each other ? Are the voices of 
all the deities free and equal ? Is plodding Themis from the 
Home Department, or Ceres from Uie Colonies, heard with as 
rapt attention as powerful Pallas of the Foreign Office, the 
goddess that is never seen without her lance and helmet? 
Does our Whitehall Mars make eyes there at bright young 
Venus of the Privy Seal, disgusting that quaint tinkering 
Vulcan, who is blowing his bellows at our Exchequer, not 
altogether unsuccessfully ? Old Saturn of the Woolsack sits 
there mute, we will say, a relic of other days, aa seated in 
this divan. The hall in which he rules is now elsewhere. Is 
our Mercury of the Post Office ever ready to fly nimbly from 
globe to globe, as great Jove may order him, while Neptune, 
unaccustomed to the waves, offers needful assistance to the 
Apollo of the India Board ? How Juno sits apart, glum and 
hufl^, uncared for. Council President though she be, great in 
name, but despised among gods — that we can guess. If 
Bacchus and Cupid share Trade and the Board of Works 
between them, the fitness of things will have been as fully 
consulted as is usual. And modest Diana of the Petty Bag, 
latest summoned to these banquets of ambrosia, — does she not 
cling retiring near the doors, hardly able as yet to make her 
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low voice beard among her brother deities ? But Jove, great 
Jove — old Jove, the King of Olympus, hero among gods and 
men, how does he carry himself in these councils summoned 
by his voice ? Does he lie there at his ease, with his purple 
cloak cut from the firmament around his shoiilders ? Is his 
thunderbolt ever at his hand to reduce a recreant god to 
order ? Can he proclaim silence in that immortal hall ? Is 
it not there, as elsewhere, in all places, and among all 
nations, that a king of gods and a king of men is and will 
be king, rules and will rule, over tbofle who are smaller than 
himself? 

Harold Smith, when he was suminonedto the august hall of 
divine councils, did feel himself to be a proud man; but we 
may perhaps conclude that at the first meeting or two he did 
not attempt to take a very leading part. Some of my readers 
may have sat at vestries, and will remember how mild, and, 
for the most part, mufe is a new-comer at their board. He 
agrees generally, with abated enthusiasm; but should he differ, 
he apologizes for the liberty. But anon, when the voices of 
his colleagues have become habitual in his ears — ^when the 
strangeness of the room is gone, and the table before him is 
known and trusted — ^he throws off his awe and dismay, and 
electrifies his brotherhood by the vehemence of his declama- 
tion and the violence of his thumping. So let us suppose 
it will be with Harold Smith, perhaps in the second or third 
season of his cabinet practice. Alas ! alas ! that such plea- 
sures should be so fleeting I And then, too, there came upon 
him a blow which somewhat modified his triumph — a cruel, 
dastard blow, from a hand which should have been friendly to 
him, fi-om one to whom he had fondly looked to buoy him up 
in the great course that was before him. It had been said by 
his fiiends that in obtaining Harold Smith's services the Prime 
Minister had infused new young healthy blood into his body. 
Harold himself had liked the phrase, and had seen at a glance 
how it might have been made to tell by some firiendly Supple- 
house or the like. But why should a Supplehouse out of 
Elysium be friendly to a Harold Smith within it ? Men, 
lapped in Elysium, steeped to the neck in bliss, must expect to 
see their friends fall off from them. Human nature cannot 
stand it. If I want to get anything from my old friend JoneS; 
I like to see him shoved up into a high place. But if JoniBS, 
even in his high place, can do nothing for me, then his exalta- 
tion above my head is an insult and an injury. Who ever 
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befieves liis own dear intimate companion to be fit for the 
Hghest promotion ? Mr. Supplehouse had known Mr. Smith 
too closelj to think much of his young blood. * 

Consequently, there appeared an article in the Jupiter ^ which 
was by no means complimentary to the ministry in general. 
It ba]^)ed a good deal on the young-blood view of the ques- 
tion, and seemed to insinuate that Harold Smith was not much 
better than diluted water. " The Prime Minister," the article 
said, ^^ having lately recruited his impaired vigour by a new 
infusion of aristocratic influence of the highest moral tone, 
bad again added to himself another tower of strength choaen 
from aniODg the people. What might he not hope, now that 
be possessed the services of Lord Brittleback and Mr. Harold 
Smith I Renovated in a Medea's caldron of such potency, all 
bis effete limbs — and it must be acknowledged that some of 
tbem had become very effete — would come forth young and 
round and robust. A new. energy would diffuset itself through 
every department; India would be saved and quieted; the 
ambition, of France would be tamed; even-hanided reform 
would remodel our courts of law and parliamentary elections.; 
and Utopia would be realized. Such, it seems, is the result 
expected in the ministry from Mr. Harold Smith's young 
blood I" 

This was cruel enough, but even this was hardly so cruel as 
tbe words widi which the article ended. By that time irony 
bad been- dropped, and the writer spoke out earnestly h»s 
opinion upon the matter. " We beg to assure .Lord BroQk,f' 
said the, article, " that such alliances as these will not save 
bim from the speedy fall with which bis. arrogance and want 
of judgment, thneatfen to overwhelm it. iU regards bomself 
we shall be sorry to hear of his resignation. He is in many 
respects the best statesman that we pQ0^.ss for the etn^gexieies 
of the, present period. But if. he be so ill-gudged as to rdst 
on sach men a^ Mr. Harold Smith and liOjtfd 'Brittleback- for 
his assistants in the work, which i^ before him, he must not 
expect that the country will support him. Mr. Harold Smith 
is not made o$ the stuff from which .cabinet ministers should 
be &nned«" Mt>; Harold Smith, as he read.this^ seated at his 
breakfast-table, recognized, or «aid that he recognized, the 
band of Mr. ^upplehousQ in every touch. That phrase about 
tbe effete limb^ "was Supphihou^e all over, as' was also the rea- 
lization, of Utopia. " When he wants to be witty, he always 
talks about Utopia," said Mr. Harold Smith ^to himself; 
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for Mrs. Harold was not usually present in die flesh at these 
matutinal meals. And then he went down to his office, and 
saw in the glance of every man that he met an announcement 
that that article in the Jupiter had been read. His private 
secretary tittered in evident allusion to the article, and the way 
in which Buggins took his coat made it clear that it was well 
known in the messengers' lobby. " He won't have to fill np 
my vacancy when I go," Buggins was saying to himself. And 
then in the course of the morning came the cabinet council, 
the second that he had attended, and he read in the coun- 
tenance of every god and goddess there assembled that their 
chief was thought to have made another mistake. If Mr. 
Supplehouse could have been induced to write in another 
strain, then indeed that new blood might have been felt to have 
been efficacious. 

All this was a great drawback to his happiness, but still it 
could not rob him of the fact of his position. Lord Brock 
could not ask him to resign because the Jupiter had written 
against him ; nor was Cord Brock the man to desert a new 
colleague for such a reason. So Harold Smith girded his 
loins, and went about the duties of the Petty Bag with new 
zeal. " Upon my word, the Jupiter is right," said young 
Eobarts to himself, as he finished his fourth dozen of private 
notes explanatory of everything in and about the Petty Bag 
Office. Harold Smith requir^ that his private secretary's 
notes should be so terribly precise. But nevertheless, in spite 
of his drawbacks, Harold Smith was happy in his new 
honours, and Mrs. Harold Smith enjoyed them also. She 
certainly, among her acquaintance, did quiz the new cabinet 
minister not a little, and it may be a question whethejr she was 
not as hard upon him as the writer in the Jupiter. She 
whispered a great deal to Miss Dunstable about new blood, 
and talked of going down to Westminster Bridge to see whether 
the Thames were really on fire. But though she laughed, she 
triumphed, and though she flattered herself that she bore her 
honours without any outward sign, the world knew that she 
"was triumphing, and ridiculed her elation. 

About this time she also gave a party — ^not a pure-minded 
conversazione like Mrs. Proudie, but a downright wicked 
worldly dance, at which there were fiddles, ices, and champagne 
sufficient to nin away with the first quarter's salary accming 
to Harold from the Petty Bag Office. To us this ball is chiefly 
memorable from the f»ct that Lady LuIIqh -was amon^ the 
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guests. Immediately on her arrival in town she received 

cards from Mra. H. Smith for herself and Griselda, and was 

about to send back a reply at once declining the honour. 

What had she to do at the house of Mr. Sowerby*8 sister? 

Bat it so happened that at that moment her son was with her, 

and as he expressed a wish that she should go, she yielded. 

Had there been nothing in his tone of persuasion more than 

ordinary, — had it merely had reference to herself, — she would 

have smiled on him for his kind solicitude, have made out 

some occasion for kissing his forehead as she thanked him, and 

would still have declined. But he had reminded her both of 

himself and Griselda. '* Tou might as well go, mother, for 

the sake of meeting me," he said; ''Mrs. Harold caught me 

the other day, and would not liberate me till I had given her 

a promise.** 

*' That is an attraction certainly,** said Lady Luflon. " I 
do like going to a house when I know that you will be there.*' 
^ And now that Miss Grantly is with you — ^you owe it to 
her to do the best you can for her.** 

"I certainly do, Ludovic; and I have to thank you for 
reminding me of my duty so gallantly.** And so she said 
that she would go to Mrs. Harold Smith's. Poor lady ! She 
gave much more weight to those few words about Miss Grantly 
than they deserved. It rejoiced her heart to think that her 
son was anxious to meet Griselda — ^that he should perpetrate 
this little ruse in order to gain his wish. But he had spoken 
out of the mere emptiness of his mind, without thought of 
what he was saying, excepting that he wished to please his 
mother. But nevertheless he went to Mrs. Harold Smith's, 
and when there he did dance more than once with Griselda 
Grantly — ^to the manifest discomfiture of Lord Dumbello. 
He came in late, and at the moment Lord Dumbello was 
moving slowly up the room, with Griselda on his arm, while 
Lady Lufton was sitting near looking on with tmhappy eyes. 
And then Griselda sat down, and Lord Dumbello stood mute 
at her elbow. 

" Ludovic,'* whispered his mother, " Griselda is absolutely 
bored by that man, who followers her like a ghost. Do go 
and rescue her." He did go -and rescue her, and after wai^s 
danced with her for the best part of an hour consecutively. 
He knew that the world gave Lord Dumbello the credit of 
adnpiiring the young lady, and was quite alive to the pleasure 
of filling bi» brother nobleman^s heart with jealousy and 
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anger. Moreova*, Griselda was in his eyes very beautiful, 
and jbad she been one whit more animated, or had his mother's 
tactics been but a thought better concealed, Griselda might 
have been asked that night to share the vacant throne at 
LuAoni in spite of all that had been said and sworn in the 
drawing-room of Framley parsonage. It must be remembered 
that our gallant, gay Lothario had passed some considerable 
number of days with Miss Grantly in his mother's house, and 
the danger of such contiguity must be remembered also. 
Lord Li^n was by no means a man capable of seeing beauty 
unmoved or of spending hours with a young lady without 
some approach to tenderness. Had there been no such 
approach, it is probable that Lady Luflon would not have 
pursued the matter. But, according to her ideas on such 
subjects, her son Ludovic had on some occasions shown quite 
sufficient partiality for Miss Grantly to justify her in her 
hopes, and to lead her to think that nothing but opportunity 
was wanted. ' Now, at this ball of Mrs. Smith's, he did, for a 
while, seem to be taking advantage of such opportunity, and 
his mother's heart was glad. If things should turn out well 
on this ^v^ning she would forgive Mrs. Harold Smith all her 
sins. And for a while it looked as though things would turn 
out well. Not that it must be supposed that Lord Lufton had 
oome th^e with any intention of making love to Grisdda, ix 
that he evetr had any fixed thought that he was doing bo. 
Young men* in such matters are so oflen without any fixed 
thoughts ! They are such absolute moths. They amuse 
themselves with, the light of the beautiful candle, fluttBriog 
about, on and off, in an^i out of the fiame with dazzled eyes, 
till in a rash moment they rush in too near the . wick, and 
then &11 ¥rith singed wings and crippled legs, burnt t^ and 
r^uced. to tinder by the consuming fire of matrimonj. 
Happy marriages, men say, are made in heavon, and I beUeve 
it. Most nxarriages are fairly happy, in spite of Sir CresBwell 
Cresswell ; and yet how little care is taken on earth tovasds 
such a residt 1—^** I hope my mother is using yon w^ ? ** 
said Lord Luflon to Griselda, as they were sta^Ung. tc^geA^ 
in a. doorway between the dances. 

" Oh, yes : she is very kind." 

'' You have been rash to trust yourself in the hands of to 
very staid and demure a person. And, indeed, you owe your 
presence here at Mrs. Harold Smith's first cabinet ball alto- 
gether to me. I don't know whether you are aware of that 
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'' Oh, jes : Lady Luflon told me." 

^'And are you grateful or otherwise? Have I done you 
an injury or a benefit ? Which do you find best, sitting with 
a Dovel in the comer of a sofa in Bruton Street, or pretending 
to dance polkas here with Lord Dumbello ? " 

" I don't know what you mean. I haven't stood up ^vith 
Lord Dumbello all the evening. We were going to dance a 
quadrille, but we didn't." 

"Exactly; just what I say ; — ^pretending to do it* Even 
that's a good deal for Lord Dumbello ; isn't it? " And then 
Lord Lufion, not being a pretender himself, put his arm round 
her waist, and away tliey went up and down the room, and 
across and about, with an energy which, showed that what 
Griselda lacked in her tongue she made up with her feet. 
Lord Dumbello, in the meantime, stood by, observant, think- 
ing to himself that Lerd Luflon was a glib-tongued, empty- 
headed ass, and reflecting that if his rival were to break the 
tendons of his leg in one of those rapid evolutions, or suddenly 
come by any other dreadful misfortune, such as the loss of all 
his property, absolute blindness, or chronic lumbago, it would 
only serve him right. And in that frame of mind he went 
to bed, in spite of the prayer which, no dqubt he said as to 
his forgiveness of other people's trespasses,^ And then, when 
they were again standing, Lord Lufton, ^pi' the little intervals 
between his violent gasps for fresh breath, asked Griselda if 
she liked London. " Pretty well," said Griselda, gasping also 
a little herself. 

"I am afi*aid — ^you were very duU^— down at Framley." 

" Oh, no ; — ^I liked it particularly." 

"It was a great bore when you went — away, I know. 
There's wasn't a soul — about the house worth speaking to." 
And they remained silent for a. minute till their lungs had 
become quiescent. 

" Not a soul," he continued:r-not of falsehood prepense, 
for he was not in fact thinking pf what he was saying. It 
did not occur to. him at the moment that he had truly found 
Griselda's going a great relief, and that he had been able to 
do more in the way of conversation with Lucy Hobarts in one 
hour than with Miss Grantly during a month of interoourse 
in the same house. But, nevertheless, we should not be hard 
upon him. All is fair in love and war ; and if this was not 
love, it. was the usual tlung that stands. aa a. counterpart 
forit 
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**Not a soul," said Lord Luflon. "I was vcty nearly 
banging myself in the park next morning— only it rained." 

" What nonsense ! You had your mother to talk to." 

" Oh, my mother, — ^yes ; and you may tell me too, if you 
please, that Captain Culpepper was there. I do love my 
mother dearly ; but do you think that she could make up for 
your absence ? *' And his voice was very tender, and so were 
his eyes. 

''And Miss Robarts; I thought you admired her very 
much?" 

" What, Lucy Robarts ? " said Lord Lufton, feeling that 
Lucy*s name was more than he at present knew how to 
manage. Indeed that name destroyed all the life there was 
in that little flirtation. '^ I do like Lucy Robarts, certainly. 
She is Tery clever ; but it so happened that I saw little or 
nothing of heY after you were gone." To this Griselda made 
no answer, but drew herself up, and looked as cold as Diana 
when she froze Orion in the cave. Nor could she be got to 
give more than monosyllabic answers to the three or four 
succeeding attempts at conversation which Lord Lufton made. 
And then they danced again, but Griselda*s steps were by no 
means so lively as before. What took plaoe between them on 
that occasion was very little more than what has been here 
related. There may have been an ice or a glass of lemonade 
into the bargain, and perhaps the faintest possible attempt at 
hand-pressing. But if so, it was all on one side. To such 
overtures as that Griselda Grantly was as cold as any Diana. 
But little as all this was, it was sufficient to fill Lady Luflon's 
mind and heart. No mother with six daughters was ever 
more anxious to get them off her hands, than Lady Luflon 
was to see her son married, — ^married, that is, to some girl of 
the right sort. And now it really did seem as though he 
were actually going to comply with her wishes. She had 
watched him during the whole evening, painfully endeavouring 
not to be observed in doing so. She had seen Lord Dumbello's 
&ilure and wrath, and she had seen her son^s victory and 
pride. Could it be the case that he had already said some- 
thing, which was still allowed to be indecisive only through 
Griselda's coldness ? Might it not be the case, that by some 
judicious aid on her part, that indecision might be turned into 
certainty, and that coldness into warmth 7 But then any such 
interference requires so delicate a touch, — as Lady Lufton 
was well aware,— "Have you had » pleasant evening f* 
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LadjLuflon said, when ehe and Griselda were seated together 
with their feet on the fender of her ladyahip^s dressing-room. 
Lady Luflon had especially invited her guest into this, her 
moBi'ptiTsfes sanetinB^ to which aa a rule none had admittance 
but her cbughter, and sometimes Fanny Bobarts. But to 
what sanctum might not such a daughter-in-law as Griselda 
have admittance ? " Oh, yes — ^very," said Griselda. 

" It seemed to me that you bestowed most of your smiles 
upon Ludovic." And Lady Luflon put on a look of good 
pleasure that such should have been the case. 

" Oh ! I don't know,'* said Griselda ; '^ I did dance with him 
two or three times." 

" Not once too often to please me, my dear. I like to see 
Ludovic dancing with my friends." 

" I am sure I am very much obliged to you. Lady Lufton." 

'* Not at all, my dear. I don't know where he could get so 
nice a partner." And then she paused a moment, not feeling 
how far she might go. In the mean time Griselda sat still, 
staring at the hot coals. ** Indeed, I know that he admires 
you very much," continued Lady Lufton. — " Oh I no, I am 
Bure he doesn't," said Griselda ; and then there was another 
pause. 

" I can only say this," said Lady Lufton, " that if he does 
do so — and I believe he does — it woidd give me very great 
pleasure. For you know, my dear, that I am very fond of 
you myself." 

''Oh I thank you," said Griselda, and stared at the coak 
more perseveringly than before. 

" He is a young man of a most excellent disposition — ^though 
he is my own son, I will say that — and if there should be 
anything between you andhim " 

" There isn't, indeed, Lady Lufton." 

'* But if there ever should be, I shotdd be delighted to think 
that Ludovic had made so good a choice." 

" But there will never be anything of the sort, I'm sure, 
Lady Lufton. He is not thinking of such a thing in the least." 

" Well, perhaps he may, some day. And now, good-night, 
my dear." 

" Good-night, Lady Lufton." And Griselda kissed her with 
the utmost composure, and betook herself to her own bedroom. 
Before she retired to sleep she looked careftdly to her different 
articles of dress, discovering what amount of damage the 
evening's wear and tear might have inflicted, 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

WHY PtJCK, THE PONY, WAS BEATEN. 

Mark Kobarts returned home the day after the scene at the 
Albany, considerably relieved in spirit. He now ielt that he 
might accept the stall without discmiit to himself as a clergy- 
man in doing so. Indeed, afler what Mr. Sqwerbj had said, 
and afler Lord Lufton's assent to it, it would have been mad- 
ness, he considered, to decline it. And then, too, Mr. Sowerbj's 
promise about the bills was very comfortable to him. After 
all, might it not be possible that he might get lid of all these 
troubles with no other drawback than that of having to pay 
1301. for a horse that was well worth the money ? 

On the day after his return he received proper authentic 
tidings of his presentation to the prebend. He was, in &ct, 
already prebendary, or would JDe as soon as the dean and 
chapter had gone through the form of instituting him in his 
stall. The income was already his own ; and the house also 
would be given up to him jn a week's time — a part of the 
arrangement with which he would most willingly have dis- 
pensed had it been at all possible to do so. His wife con- 
gratulated him nicely, with open afiection, and apparent 
satisfaction at the arrangement. The enjoyment of one's own 
happiness at such win^j&lls depends so much on the free and 
freely expressed enjoyment of others I Lady Luflon's con- 
gratulations had nearly made him throw up the whole thing; 
but his wife's smiles re-encouraged him ; and Lucy's warm 
and eager joy made him feel quite delighted with Mr. Sowerby 
and the Duke of Omnium. And then Ithat' splendid animal, 
Dandy, came home to the parsonage stables, much to the 
delight of the groom and gardener, and of the assistant stable 
boy who ^ad been allowed to creep into the establishment, 
unawares, as it were, since ^' master " had taken so keenly to 
hunting. But this satisfaction was not shared ix^ the drawing' 
room. The horse was seen on his first journey round to the 
stable gate, and questions were immediately asked. It was a 
horse, Mark said, '* which he had bought from Mr. Sowerby 
some little time since, with the object of obliging him. He, 
Mark, intended to jsell him again, as soon as he could do so 
judiciously." This, as I have said above, was not satisfactory* 
Neither of the two ladies at Framley Parsonage knew xnacb 
about horses, or of the manner in which one gentleman might 
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think it proper to oblige another by purchasiog the snper- 
.Unities of his stable ; btit they did both feel that there were 
horses enough in the parsonage stable without Dandy, and 
that the purchasing of a hunter with the view of immediately 
selling hun again, was, to say the least of it, an operation 
hardly congenial with the usual tastes and pursuits of a 
cleigyman. " I hope you did not give very much money for 
him, Mark," said Fanny. 

'^Not more than I shall get again," said Mark ; and Fanny 
saw from the form of his countenance that i^e had better not 
pursue the subject any further at thdt moment. 

^ I suppose I shall have to go into residence almost imme- 
diately," said Mark, recurring to the more agreeable subject 
of the stall. 

**And shall we all have to go and live at Barchester at 
once? " asked Lucy. 

^^ The hotise will not be furnished, will it, Mark ? " said his 
wife. " I don't know how we shall get on." 

"Don't frighten yourselves. I shall take lodgings in Bar- 
chester." 

" And we shall not see you all the time," said Mrs. Robarts 
with dismay. But the prebendary explained that he would 
be backwards and forwards at Framley every week, and that 
in all probability he would only sleep at Barchester on the 
Saturdays, and Sundays — ^and, perhaps, not always then. 

" It does not seem very hard work, that of a prebendary," 
aaid Lucy. 

"But it is very dignified," said Fanny. "Prebendaries 
are dignitaries of the Church — are they not, Mark ? " 

"Decidedly," said he; "and their wives also, by special 
canon law. The worst of it is that both of them are obliged 
to wear wigs." 

" Shall you have a hat, Mark, with curly things at the side, 
and strings through to hold them up ? " asked Lucy. 

" I fear that does not come within my perquisites." 

" Nor a rosette ? Then I shall never believe that you are 
a dignitary. Do you mean to say that you will wear a hat 
like a common parson — like Mr, Crawley, for instance ? " 

"Well— I believe I may give a twist to the leaf; but I 
am by no means sure till I shall have consulted the dean in 
chapter." 

And thus at the parsonage they talked oyer the good 
things that were coming to them, and endeavoured to forget 
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the new horse, and the hunting boots that had been used 
so oflen during the last winter, and Lady Luflon's altered 
countenance. It might be that the evils would vanish away, 
and the good things alone remain to them. It was now 
the month of April, and the fields were beginning to look 
green, and the wind had got itself out of the east and was 
soft and genial, and the early spring flowers were showing 
their bright colours in the parsonage garden, and all things 
were sweet and pleasant. This was a period of the year that 
was usually dear to Mrs. Robarts. Her husband was always 
a better parson when the warm months came than he had 
been during the winter. The distant county friends whom 
she did not know and of whom she did not approve, went 
away when the spring came, leaving their houses innocent 
and empty. The parish duty was better attended to, and 
perhaps domestic duties also. At such period he was a 
pattern parson and a pattern husband, atoning to his own 
conscience for past shortcomings by present zeal. And then, 
though she had never acknowledged it to herself, the absence 
of her dear friend Lady Luflon was perhaps in itself not dis' 
agreeable. Mrs. Robarts did love Lady Luflon heartily ; but 
it must be acknowledged of her ladyship, that with all her good 
qualities, she was inclined to be mastei^. She liked to rule, 
and she made people feel that she liked it. Mrs. Robarts 
would never have confessed that she laboured under a sense 
of thraldom ; but perhaps she was mouse enough to enjoy the 
temporary absence of her kind-hearted cat. When Lady 
Lufton was away Mrs. Robarts herself had more play in the 
parish. And Mark also was not unhappy, though he did not 
find it practicable immediately to turn Dandy into money. 
Indeed, just at this moment, when he was a good deal over at 
Barchester, going through those deep mysteries and rigid 
ecclesiastical examinations which are necessary before a clergy- 
man can become one of a chapter, Dandy was rather a thorn 
in his side. Those wretched bills were to come due early la 
May, and before the end of April Sowerby wrote to him saying 
that he was doing his utmost to provide for the evil day; hut 
that if the price of Dandy could be remitted to him a< onctt ^^ 
would greatly Militate his object. Nothing could be more 
different than Mr. Sowerby*s tone about money at different 
times. When he wanted to raise the wind, ever3rthiDg was so 
important ; haste and superhuman efforts, and men running 
fQ and fro with blank acceptances in their hands, could bIobo 
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stare off the crack of doom ; bat at other times, when retab'a- 
toiy applications were made to him, he could prove with the 
easiest voice and most jaunty manner that everything was 
quite serene. Now, at this period, he was in that mood of 
soperhuman efforts, and he called loudly for the hundred and 
thirty pounds for Dandy. Afler what had passed, Mark could 
not bring himself to say that he would pay nothing till the bills 
vere safe ; and therefore with the assistance of Mr. Forrest of 
the Bank, he did remit the price of Dandy to his friend 
Sowerby in London. 

And Lucy Robarts — we must now say a word of her. We 
have seen how, on that occasion, when the world was at her 
feet, she had sent her noble suitor away, not only dismissed, 
bat 80 dismissed that he might be taught never again to offer 
to her the sweet incense of his vows. She had declared to him 
plainly that she did not love him and could not love him, and 
had thus thrown away not only riches and honour and iiigh 
station, but more than that — much worse than that — she had 
flung away from her the lover to whose love her warm heart 
dung. That her love did ding to him, she knew even then, 
and owned more thoroughly as soon as he was gone. So 
much her pride had done for her, and that strong resolve that 
Lady Luilon should not scowl on her and tell her that she had 
entrapped her son. I know it will be said of Lord Lufton 
himself that, putting aside his peerage and broad acres, and 
handsome, sonsy face, he was not worth a girl's care and love. 
That will be said because people think that heroes in books 
should be so much better than heroes got up for the world's 
conunon wear and tear. I may as well confess that of abso* 
late, true heroism there was only a moderate admixture in 
Lord Luflon's composition ; but what would the world come 
to if none but absolute true heroes were to be thought 
worthy of women's love? What would the men do? and 
what— oh ! what would become of the women ? Lucy 
Bobarts in her heart did not give her dismissed lover credit 
for much more heroism than did truly appertain to him; — 
did not, perhaps, give him full credit for a certain amount of 
heroism which did really appertain to him; but, nevertheless, 
she would have been very glad to take him could she have 
done BO without wounding her pride. 

That girls should not marry for money we are all agreed. 
A lady who can sell herself for a title or an estate, for an 
income or a set of &mily diamonds, treats herself as a farmer 
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treato his sbeep and azen — ^makes liardly more of berneff, d 
her own inner self, in which are comprised a mind and sool, 
than the poor wretch of her own sex who earns her bread ia 
the lowest stage of d^radation. Bnt a title, and an estaUi, 
and an income, are matters which will weigh in the balanoe 
with all Eve^s danghters — as thej do with all Adam^s sons. 
Pride of place, and the power of living well in front of the 
world's eye, are dear to us- all ; — are, doubtless, intended to 
be dear. Only in adcnowledgpag so much, let us remanber 
that there are prices at which these good things may be too 
costly. Therefore, being desirous, too, of telling the trath in 
this matter, I must confess that Lucy did speculate with some 
r^et on what it would have been to be Lady Lufton. To have 
been the wife of such a man, the owner of such a heart, the 
mistress of such a destiny — what more or what better could 
the world have done for her ? And now she had thrown all that 
aside because she would not endure that Lady Lufton should 
call her a scheming, artful girl 1 Actuated by that fear she 
luul repulsed him with a &kehood, though ;the matter was one 
on which it was so terribly eiq)edient that' she should tell the 
truth. And yet she was cheerful wit^ her brother and sister- 
in-law. It was when she was quitef alone, at night in her 
own room, or in her solitary walks, that a single silent tear 
wotdd gather in the comer of her eye and gradually moisten 
her eyelids. " She never told her love," nor did she idlow 
concealment to '^ feed on her damask cheek.'' In all her emj^oy* 
Brents, in her ways about the house, and her accustomed quiet 
mirth, she was the same as ever. In this she showed the 
peculiar strength which God had given her. But not the less 
did she in truth moum for her lost love and spoiled ambition* 
" We are going to drive over to Hogglestock this morning/' 
Fanny said one day at breakfast. *^ I suppose^ Mark, yon 
won't go with us ? " 

" Well, no; I think not. The pony carriage is wretched 
for three." 

" Oh, as for that, I should have thought the new boise 
might have been able to carry you as far as that. I heard 
you say you wanted to see Mr. Crawley." 

" So I do ; and the new horse, as you call him, shall carry 
me there to-morrow. Will you say that I'll be over about 
twelve o'clock ? " 

*' You had better say earlier,, as he is always out about tbs 
parish." > 



WHY PUCT, THE POITY, WAS BHATEf. 211- 

. . .• 

"^ Veiy" well, say eleven. It is parish business about which I 

am golpg, so it need not irk his conscience to stay in for me.-- 

"Well, Lucy, we must drive ourselves, that's all. You 

shall be charioteer going, and then we'll change coming back." 

To all which Lucy agreed, and as soon as their work in the 

school, was over they started. Not a word had been spoken 

between them about Lord Luilon since that evening, now 

Iflore than.a month ago, on which they had been walking 

together in the garden. Lucy had so demeaned herself on 

that occasion as^ to make her sister-in-law quite sure that 

there had been no love passages up to that lime ; and nothing ' 

had since occurred, which had created any suspicion in 

Mrs. Eobarts' mind. S^he had seeli at once that all the close 

intimacy between them Was over, and thought that everything 

was as it should be. 

"Do you know, I have an idea," she said in the pony 
carriage that day, ** that Lord Luflon will marry Griselda 
Grantly." Lucy could not refrain from giving a little check 
at the reins "which she was holding, and she felt that the blood' 
rushed quickly to her heart. • But she did not betray herself. 
"Perhaps he may,** she said, and then gave the pony a little* 
touch with her whip. 
"Oh, Lucy, I won't have P^uck beaten. He was going 

very nicdy," - 

"I beg Puck's 'pardon. But you see when one is trusted 
with a whip one feels such a longing to use it." 

" 0\ but yoii should keep it still. I feel almost certain 
that I^ady JjM&ou would like such a match." 

" I daresay she might. Miss Grantly will have a large for^' 
tune, I brieve;*: . . .. " ' 

"It is not that altogether : but she is the sort of young 
lady ,that Lady Luflon likes. . She is ladylike and very 
beautiful— — ^" . " 

" Come, Fanny ! " . . ' . 

"I really think she is;- notAvhiit I should call; lovely, you 
Ww, but very beautiful. And then she is quiet and re- 
fierved; she does not require excitement, and I am suro is 
conscientious in the performance of her duties." 

"Very conscientious, I have no doubt," said Lucy, with 
something like a sneer in hcr tone. . "But the question, I 
suppose, ie, >vhether Lord Luftoti likes her." 

" I think he does, — in a sort of way. He did not talk to 

iier so much as he did to you " 

14— a 
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^ Ah 1 tliat was all Lady Luzon's fiiiilt, because sbe didn't 
hare liim properly labelled.'* 

'' There does not seem to have been much harm done ? ** 

" Oh ! by God's mercy, very little. As for me, I shall get 
over it in U^ree or four years I don't doubt — ^tbat's if I can 
get ass's milk and change of air." 

<< We'll take you to Barchester for that. But as I was 
■ayingy I really do think Lord Luflon likes Griselda Grantlj." 

'' Then I really do think that he has tmcommon bad taste/' 
said Lucy, with a reality in her voice differing much from the 
tone of banter she had hitherto used. 
, " What, Lucy 1 " said her sister-in-law, looking at her. 
'< Then I fear we shall really want the ass's milk." 
. << P^haps, considering my position, I ought to know nothing 
of Lord Luflon, for you say that it is very dangerous for young 
ladies to know young gentlemen. But I do know enough of 
him to imderstand that he ought not to like such a girl as 
Griselda Grantly. He ought to know that she is a mere 
automaton, cold, lifeless, spiritless, and even vapid. There is, 
I believe, nothing in her mentally, whatever may be her moral 
excellences. To me she is more absolutely like a statue than 
any other human being I ever saw. To sit still and be ad- 
mired is all that she desires ; and if she cannot get that, to sit 
still and not be admired would almost suffice for her. I do 
not worship Lady Lufton as you do ; but I think quite well 
enough of her to wonder that she should choose such a girl as 
that for her son's wife. That she does wish it I do not doubt. 
But I shall indeed be surprised if he wishes it also." And 
then as she finished her speech, Lucy again flogged the pony 
This she did in vexation, because she felt that the tell-tale 
blood had sufiused her face. " Why, Lucy, if he were your 
brother you could not be more eager .about it." 

*' No, I could not. He is the only man friend with whom 
I was ever intimate, and I cannot bear to think that he should 
throw himself away. It's horridly improper to care about 
such a thing, I have no doubt." 

'' I think we might acknowledge that if he and his mother 
are both satisfied, we may be satisfied also." 

'^ I shall not be satisfied. It's no use your looking at me, 
Fanny. You will make me talk of it, and I won't tell a lie on 
the subject. I do like Lord Luflon very much ; and I do dis- 
like Griselda Grantly almost as much. Therefore I shall not 
be satisfied if they become xnoa imd wifa However, I do not 



WHY PirOB:, MB POKY, WAS BEATBir. 218 

rappoae tihat either of them will ask my consent; nor is it 
probable that Lady Lnflon will do so.** And then they went 
on for perhaps a quarter of a mile without speaking. 

" Poor Puck I " at last Lucy said. '' He ^an*t be whipped 
anj more, shall he, because Miss Grantly looks like a statue? 
And, Fanny, don't tell Mark to put me into a lunatic asylum. 
I also know a hawk from a heron, and that's why I don't like 
to see such a rery unfitting marriage." There was then nothing 
more said on the subject, and in two minutes they arrived at 
the house of the Hogglestock clergyman. Mrs. Crawley had 
brought two children with her when she came from the 
Gormsh curacy to Hogglestock, and two other babies had 
been added to her cares since then. One of these was now ill 
inth croup, and it was with the object of offering to the 
mother some comfort and solace, that the present visit was 
made. The two ladies got down from their carriage, having 
obtained the services of a boy to hold Puck, and soon found 
themselves in Mrs. Crawley's single sitting-room. She was 
sitting there with her foot on the board of a child's cradle, 
rocking it, ^hile an infant about three months old was lying 
in her lap. For the elder one, who was the sufferer, had in 
her illness usurped the baby's place. Two other children, 
considerably older, were also in the room. The eldest was 
a girl, perhaps nine years of age, and the other a boy three 
years'her junior. These were standing at their father's elbow, 
who was studiously endeavouring to initiate them in the early 
mysteries of grammar. To tell the truth Mrs. Robarts would 
much have preferred that Mr. Crawley had not been there, 
for she had with her and about her certain contraband articles, 
presents for the children, as they were to be called, but in 
truth relief for that poor, much-tasked mother, which they 
knew it would be impossible to introduce in Mr. Crawley's 
presence. She, as we have said, was not quite so gaunt, not 
altogether so haggard as in the latter of those dreadful Cornish 
days. Lady Lu]%on and Mrs. Arabin between them, and the 
scanty comfort of their improved, though still wretched income, 
had done something towards bringing her back to the world 
in which she had lived in the soft days of her childhood. But 
even the liberal stipend of a hundred and thirty pounds a-year 
— liberal according to the scale by which the incomes of cler- 
gymen in some of our new districts are now apportioned — ^would 
not admit of a gentleman with his wife and four children 
living with the ordinary comforts of an artisan's &mily. As 
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xeg^ds the mei^e eating and drinking, the amonntt of bat(to*8 
jjpeat and tea and butter, thej of conrse were used in quan- 
tities which any iirtiaan would have regarded as compatible 
^nly^ with demi-starvation. Better clothing for her children 
wa^.necessary, and better clptl^ng for him. Aa for her own 
raiment, the wives of few artisans would have been content to 
^t up wijth^ Mrs* Crawley's best ;g9wn. The stuff of which it 
was xnade had. been paid for by her mpther lyhen she with 
inuch difficulty bestpwe4 i^n her daughter her modest 
wedding trousseau. 

,, Lucy had.never seen Mrs, Crawley. These visits to Hog- 
g]iestoc)£ were not frequent, and had generally been n^de by 
|lia4y, iyuflon and Mrs. Robarts together. It was known, tbat 
they were distasteful to Mr. Crawley^ who felt a savage satis- 
:f^ti0n in being lefb to himself. It may almost be said of bim 
that he felt angry with, those who relieved him, ai^d he bad 
certainly .never as yet forgiven the Dean of Barchester for 
paying his debts. The dean had also given h^m his present 
living;- and consequently his old irieiid was not now so dear 
to him as when in old days* he would come down to lliat iaim- 
house, almost as penniless as the curate himsebf. Then they 
j^pnld walk together for hours along th^ rook-bound; shore, 
Iktening to the waves, .discussiog deep poleinical mysteries, 
8ometim.es with hot fuiy,. then again with tenderj .loving 
^fshaxity, but always with' a mutual .adbiowledgment of each 
other's truth. Now they lived comparatively near together, 
but no opportunities' arose for such, discussions. A-t Bpj rate 
,9nc^ a quarter Mr. Crawley was prei^ed by his ol4:4'i6nd to 
ybit him at' the deanery,, an^ pr. «Aa:al>in had promised that 
90' one else should be in the house if Mr. Crawley objected to 
aociety. ' But this was • not what he , wan^.^ . Thefineij and 
grandeur of the deanery,, and the comfort of that waiVQ^sni]^ 
Ubrary, would silence, him at once. . Wl^. did not Dr. jLrabin 
fspme out there to sEk^glestock) and trarap with him through 
the dirty lane^ as<they ^used Jto tramp ? Then he could have 
enjoyed himseK;' then he- could. ha^e talked;' il^ea old days 
,^ould have :Come .back-to itbenir • But .now U-. — rr^' Arabin 
always, rides: on a sleek, fin a horse,, now^^iays," he ^oe^aid 
•to hia wife. with a^Bneer. Hia poverty had been so tenribld to 
. bimself that it was not in his^ heart to love ^ rich in^nd. 
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CHAPTER XXir. 

HOGGLESTOOE PABSOlirAGB. 

Ar the end of the last chapter, we left Lucy Robarts waiting 
^ran introduction to Airs. Crawley, who was sitting with one 
baby in her lap while she was rocking another who lay in a 
cradle at her feet. Mr. Crawley, in the meanwhile, had risen 
ftbm his seat with his finger betweoi the leaves of an old 
gramBiar out of which he had been teaching his two elder 
children. The whole Crawley family was thus before them 
vhen 'MrSk Bofoarts an'd Lucy entered the sitting-room. " This 
is myskter-in-law, Lucy," said Mrs. Robarts. *' Pray don't 
more now, Mrs. Crawley; or if you do, let me take baby." 
And she put out her arms and took itie infant into them, 
Btaking him quite at home there ; for she had work of this 
kind of her own,. at home, which she by no means neglected, 
though jthe attendance of nui*8es was more plentiful with her 
than at Hogglestock. Mrs. Crawley did get up, and told Lucy 
that §he was glad to see her, and Mr. Crawley came forward, 
grammar in hand, looking humble and meek. Could we hare 
looked into the innermost spirit of him and his life's partner, 
we should have seen that mixed with the pride of his poverty 
there was some feeling of disgrace that he was poor, but that 
with her, regarding this matter, there was neither pride nor 
^hame. The realities of life had become so stern to her that 
the outward aspects of them were as nothing. She would 
have liked a new gown because it would have been useful ; 
but it would have been hotihing to her if all the coimty knew 
that the one in which she w^nt to church had been turned 
three times. It galled him, however, to think that he and his 
were ao poorly dressed. " I am afraid you' can hardly find a 
chair. Miss Robarts," said Mr. Crawley. 

** Oh^ yes^ there is nothing here but this young gentleman's 
Hbraiy," said Lucy, moving a pile of ragged, coverless books 
'Oa to the table. "I hope hell forgive me for moving 
them." 

" Tb^y are liot Bob's, — ^at least, not the most of them, — but 
aine," sdid the girl, 

<*But some of them ate mine," said liie boy; "ain't they, 

Grace?** 

. "'And are foa a great scholar ?" asked Lucy, drawing the 

chyd to liel?. 
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'' I don't know," said Grace, with a sheepish face. "I am 
in Greek Delectus and the irregular verbs.** 

" Greek Delectus and the irrc?gular verbs I " And Lucy put 
up her hands with astonishment. 

*' And she knows an ode of Horace all by heart/* said Bob. 

'' An ode of Horace I " said Lucy, still holding the young 
shamefaced female prodigy close to her knees. 

" It is all that I can give them,*' said Mr. Crawley, apolo- 
getically. " A little scholarship is the only fortune that has 
come in my way, and I endeavour to share that with my 
children." 

'' I believe men say that it is the best fortune any of us 
can have," said Lucy, thinking, however, in her own mind, 
that Horace and the irregular Greek verbs savoured too much 
of precocious forcing in a young lady of nine years old. But, 
nevertheless, Grace was a pretty, simple-looking girl, and 
clung to her ally closely, and seemed to like being fondled. 
So that Lucy anxiously wished that Mr. Crawley could be got 
rid of and the presents produced. 

"I hope you have left Mr. Robarts quite well," said 
Mr. Crawley, with a stiff, ceremonial voice, differing veiy 
much from that in which he had so energetically addressed 
his bi*other clergyman when they were alone together in the 
study at Framley. '* He is quite well, thank yon. I suppose 
you have heard of his good fortune ? " 

" Yes ; I have heard of it," said Mr. Crawley, gravely. 
" I hope that his promotion may tend in every way to his 
advantage here and hereafter." It seemed, however, to be 
manifest from the manner in which he expressed his kind 
wishes, that his hopes and expectations did not go hand-in- 
hand together. 

'* By-the-by, he desired us to say that he will call here 
to-morrow ; at about eleven, didn*t he say, Fanny ? " 

"Yes; he wishes to see you about some pari^ business, I 
think," said Mrs. Robarts, looking up for a moment from the 
anxious discussion in which she was already engaged with 
Mrs. Crawley on nursery matters. 

" Pray tell him," said Mr. Crawley, " that I shall be happy 
to see him ; though, perhaps, now that new duties have be«n 
thrown upon him, it wiU be better that I should visit him at 
Framley." 

'* His new duties do not disturb him much as yet," raid 
Lucy. '' And his riding over here will be no trouble to hiflk.'* 
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'Tes; there he has the advantage over me. I Q&foita- 
oatelj have no horse." And then Lncj began petting the 
little boy, and by degrees slipped a smaQ bag of gingerbread- 
nuts out of her muff into his hands. She had not the patience 
necessary for waiting, as had her sister-in-law. The boy took 
the bag, peeped into it, and then looked up into her fiioe. 

"What is that, Bob?" said Mr. Crawley. 

'* Gingerbread," faltered Bobby, feeling that a sin had been 
committed, though, probably, fiseling also that he himself could 
hardly as yet be accounted as deeply guilty. 

" Miss Kobarts," said the father, '* we are very much obliged 
to you; but our children are hardly used to such things.'* 

" I am a lady with a weak mind, Mr. Crawley, and always 
carry things of this sort about with me when I go to yisit 
children ; so you must forgive me, and allow your little boy 
to accept them." 

"Oh, certainly. Bob, my child, give the bag to your 
mamma, and she will let you and Grace have them, one at a 
time." And then the bag in a solemn manner was carried 
over to their mother, who, taking it from her son's hands, laid 
it high on a bookshelf. 

"And not one now?" said Lucy Robarts, very jMteously. 
"Don*t be so hard, Mr. Crawley, — not upon them, but upon 
me. May I not learn whether they are good of their kind ?" 

" I am sure they are very good ; but I think their mamma 
will prefer their being put by for the present." This was 
Tery discouraging to Lucy. If one small bag of gingerbread- 
nuts created so great a difficulty, how was she to dispose of 
the pot of guava jelly and box of bonbons, which were still in 
her muff; or how distribute the packet of oranges with which 
the pony carriage was laden ? And there was jelly for the 
Biek child, and chicken broth, which was, indeed, another 
jelly ; and, to tell the truth openly, there was also a joint of 
fresh pork and a basket of eggs from the Framley parsonagi 
farmyard, which Mrs. Robarts was to introduce, should sbv 
find herself capable of doing so ; but which would certainly 
be cast out with utter scorn by Mr. Crawley, if tendered in 
his immediate presence. There had also been a suggestion as 
to adding two or three bottles of port : but the courage of the 
ladies had failed them on that head, and the wine was not 
now added to their difficulties. Lucy found it very difficult 
to keep up a conversation with Mr. Crawley — ^the more so, as 
Mrs. Robarts and Mrs. Crawley presently withdrew into ^a 
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Mboom, '^taking tiie two younger ohildr^H with Uiemi '^ How 
tmlocky/* thought Lucy, '' that i^e hai; not got my muff with 
her 1" But the muff lay in her lapy. ponderous with itB rich 
encloBureSb 

^* I suppose you will live in BarQhester for a portion (d tbe 
year now," said Mr. Crawley. 

'* I really do not know as yet; Mark talks of taking lodgings 
for his first month^s residence." /• 

" But he will hare the hous^ ¥nill he not 7 " 
" Oh, yes ; I suppose so." / 

" I fear he will iuid it interfere with his own parish—with 
his general utility there : the schools^ for iiUtance." 

'* Mark thinks that, as^he is so near, he. need not be mnch 
Absent from iFramley, ev^n during his residence. And then 
Lady Lufton is so good:«b<HAt the schools." 

'* Ah I yes ; but Lady Luflon is not a clergyman, Miss 

-Robarts." It wason-Lucy^s tongup to say that her ladyship 

«iwtts' ppretty neai;ly. a^ bad, but she stopped herself. At this 

.moment ProTid/enoe s^nt great relief to.Miss Robartsinthe 

; shape of Mra^ Crawley *s red-armed msud-of'-all-worky who, 

walking up to her master, whispered into his ear that he was 

.9fa|ited. . It w^s the<tiime of day at which his attendance was 

.always rejcjuit'ed iu his parish school; and that attendance 

\mtkg $o, punctually given, those who wanted him -looked for 

him there ^t thi^ihour, and if he were absent) did not scrapie 

to se&d for himr: '^ Miss Bobarts, I am afraid you most excuse 

0^,** Sfud he, getting up and taking his hat and stick. Lucy 

' bfgged thatjche might not be at all in the way, and already 

. jbegan to speculate how she might best unload her treasures. 

.V Will you make my compliments to Mrs. Bobarts, and say 

.^that I f^ sorry to. miss the pleasure of wishing her good-bye? 

• But J -shall, probably see her, as she passes the ^hool^houae." 
'.And. then, stick in h&ind, he walked forth, and Lucy. &Qcied 

• thajt Bobby's, eyes immediately rested on the bag of ^oge^" 
^ bread-nuts. 

, , *^ Bob,*' said shje, almost iu a whisper, ^ do ypu like sugar- 
plums?": 
V-, " Very mupb^ indeed," said Bob, with exceeding gravity, 

• ^mi witA his. eye upon the window to see whether his £Uher 
bad pussed. , * . 

1, /* Then oon^e here," said Lucy. But as she spoke the door 
..again .opeped, -and Mr, Crawley reappeared, "J have left& 
i;boAk \itipM :me^^ ihe. s^idf and oqming back throi^h the 
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lUani he took' up the w^ll-wom prayer-book which acoom- 
pAnied him in all his panderings through the pariah. Bobby, 
when he saw his father, Jiad retreated a few steps back, as 
tiko did Grace, who, to confess the trutli, had been attracted 
hj ^e sound of sugar-plums, in spite of the irregular verbs* 
^d Lucy , withdrew her. hand from her muif, and looked 
ff^lt^* Was she not deceiving the good man-^^nay, teaching 
Ins own children to. deceive him? But there are men made 
fii soch stuff that an angel could hardly live with them with* 
oat some deceit. '^ Papa^s gone now/' whimpered Bobby ; ^^ I 
saw him turn round the comer." He, at any rate> had learned 
Jb^is les8on--i-aa it was natural that he should do. Some one 
else, also, had learned that papa was gone ; for while Bob and 
Grace were still counting the big lumps of sugar-^candy, each 
employed the while for inward solace with an inch of barley- 
sngar, the front-door opened, and a big basket, and a bundle 
doi^e up in a kitchen-doth, made sorreptitious entrance into 
the house,* and were quickly unpacked by Mrs. Robarts her^ 
self on, -the table in Mrs. Crawley's bedroom. 

": I did venture to bring them," said Fanny, with a look of 
.shame, '^ for I know how a sick child occupies the whole 
house." - . 

,/^ 4)h I my firiend,'' said Mrs. Crawley, taking hold of 
Mrs. Robarts' arm and looking into her face, *' that sort of 
^me ia over with me. God has tried us with want, and for 
my children's sake I am glad of such relief." 
•♦* But wili.he be aqgry 7 " 

"I will manage it. Dear Mrs. Robarts, you must not be 
Burpiised at him. . JEIislot is soIpeti^les very hard to bear ; 
sudi things are so much worse for a man than for a woman.' 
rFaaiiy* wasnot quite prepared to admit this- in her own heart, 
but ehe made no x^ply on thaj^.head* " I am sure I hope we 
may be able to be of* use to you," she said, " if you will only 
look upon me: as, an old friend, and write to me if you want 
me.. I hesitate to come, frequently for fear that I should ofiend 
JMjm " And then, by degrees, there was confidence between 
them, and the ' poverty-stricken helpnuite of the . perpetual 
curate was able to speak of the weight of her burden to. the 
. wellrto-^O: y-pung wile of the Barch ester prebendary. " It was 
hard," the former said, '^ ta feel herself sq different from the 
wives of other' clergymen around -her^^to know that they 
lived, 8oi^ly,> while she, with all .the work of her hands, an4 
unoearing struggle of her energies could hardly manage tp 
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place wholesome food before her husband and children. It 
was a terrible thing — a grievoas thing to think of, that all (he 
work of her mind should be given np to snch sabjects as 
these. But, nevertheless, she conld bear it," she said, ^'aa 
long as he would cany himself hke a man, and face his lot 
boldly before the world.*' And then she told how he had been 
better there at Hogglestock than in their former residence 
down in Cornwall, and in warm language she expressed her 
thanks to the friend who had done so much for them. *' Mrs. 
Arabin told me that she was so anxious jou should go to 
them,*' said Mrs. Robarts. 

*^ Ah, yes ; but that, I fear, is impossible. The children, 
you know, Mrs. Robarts." 

" I would take care of two of them for you." 

" Oh, no ; I could not punish you for your goodness in 
that way. But he would not go. He could go and leave me 
at home. Sometimes I have thought that it might be so, and 
I have done all in my power to persuade him. I have told 
him that if he could mix once more with the world, with the 
clerical world, you know, that he would be better fitted for 
the performance of his own duties. But he answers me angrily, 
that it is impossible — ^that his coat is not fit for the dean's 
table," and Mrs. Crawley almost blushed as she spoke of such 
a reason. 

" What ! with an old friend like Dr. Arabin 7 Sorely that 
must be nonsense." 

'* I know that it is. The dean would be glad to see him 
with any coat. But the fact is that he cannot bear to enter 
the house of a rich man unless his duty calls him there." 

^* But surely that is a mistake 7" 

" It is a mistake. But what can I do ? I fear that he 
regards the rich as his enemies. He is pining for the solace 
of some friend to whom he could talk — ^for some equal, with a 
mind educated like his own, to whose thoughts he could listen, 
and to whom he could speak his own thoughts. But such a 
friend must be equal, not only in niind, but in purse ; and 
where can he ever find such a man as that 7 " 

" But you may get better preferment." 

" Ah, no ; and if he did, we are hardly fit for it now. It 
I coidd think that I could educate my children ; if I could 

only do something for my poor Grace " In answer to 

this Mrs. Robarts said a word or two, but not much. She 
resolved, however, that if she could get her husband's leave^ 
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lomedmig ahoiild be dene for Grace. Would it not be a 
good work ? and was it not incumbent on ber to make some 
kindlj use of all the goods with whicb Providenoe bad blessed 
herself? And then they went back to the sitting-room, each 
again with a young child in her arms, Mrs. Crawley having 
stowed away in the kitchen the chicken broth and we leg of 
pork and the supply of eggs. Lucy had been engaged the 
while with the children, and when the two married ladies 
entered, they found that a shop had been opened at which all 
maoner of luxuries were being readily sold and purchased at 
manrellously easy prices ; the guava jelly was there, and the 
onnges, and the sugar-plums, red and yellow and striped ; 
and, moreover, the gingerbread had been taken down in the 
audacity of their commercial speculations, and the nuts were 
spread out upon a board, behind which Lucy stood as shop- 
girl, diiQposing of them for kisses. " Mamma, mamma," said 
Bobby, running up to his mother, '^ you must buy something 
of her,'* and he pointed with his fingers at the shop-girl. 
**Tou must give her two kisses for that heap of barl^- 
sugar.*' Looking at Bobby's mouth at the time, one 
would have said ^at his kisses might be dispensed with. 

When they were again in the pony carriage behind the 
impatient Puck, and were well away from the door, Fanny 
was the first to speak. " How very different those two are," 
the said ; " different in their minds and in their spirit ! " 

*^ But how much higher toned is her mind than his ! How 
weak he is in many things, and how strong she is in every- 
thing I How false is his pride, and how false his shame 1" 

" But we must remember what he has to bear. It is not 
every one that can endure such a life as his without &lse pride 
and false shame." 

'' But she has neither," said Lucy. 

'^ Because you have one hero in a £imily, does that give you 
a right to expect another 7" said Mrs. Robarts. ** Of all my 
own acquaintance, Mrs. Crawley, I think, comes nearest to 
heroism." And then they passed by the Hogglestock school, 
and Mr. Crawley, when he heard the noise of the wheels, 
came out. " You have been very kind," said he, " to remain 
80 long with my poor wife." 

" We had a great many things to talk about, after you 
went." 

" It is very kind of you, for she does not oflen see a firiend, 
now-a-dajra. Will you have the goodness to tell Mr. Robarta 
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that I shall be here at tlie school, at elevea o*clock to-motroTr?" 
And then be bowed, taking off his haft to them, and they 
drove on. 

" If he really does care about her comfort, I shall not think 
80 badly of him," said Lucy. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE TRIUIiPH OF THE GIAITTS. 

And now about the end of April news arrived almost ffl'mul- 
t^neously in all quarters of the habitable globe that was 
terrible in its import to one of the chief persons of our 
lastory ; — some may think to the chief person in it.' All high 
parliamentary people will doubtless so think, and the wives 
and daughters of such. The Titans warring against the Gods 
had been for awhile successfuL . Typhosus and Mimas, Por- 
phyrion and Khoecus, the giant brood of old, steeped in 
ignoraiice and wedded to corruption, had scaled the heights of 
Olympus, assisted by that audacious flinger of deadly pon- 
derous noissiles, who stands ever ready armed with his terrific 
slingT— Supplehouse, the Enceladus of the press. And in thi« 
universal, cataclasm of the starry councils, what could a poor 
Diana do, Diana of the Petty Bag, but abandon her pride of 
place to some rude Orion ? In other words, the ministry had 
been compelled to resign, and with them Mr. Harold SmitL 
" And so poor Harold is out, before he has well tasted the 
sweets of oflSce," said Sowerby, writing to his friend the par- 
son ; '^ and as far as I know, the only piece of church patro- 
nage which has fallen in the way of the ministry since he 
joined it, has made its way down to Framley — to mj great 
joy and contentment." But it hardly tended to Marks joy 
and contentment on the same subject that he should be so often 
reminded of the benefit conferred upon him. 

Tcrx'ible was this break-down of the ministry, and espe- 
cially to Harold Smith, who to the last had had confidence in 
that theory of new blood. He could hardly believe that a 
large majority of the House should vote against a government 
which he had only just joined. " If we are to go on in this 
wayi" he said to his young friend Green Walker, "th^ 
Queen's government cannot be carried on." That alleged 
dilficulty as to carrying on the Queen*8 government has beea 



frequ^tly mooted in late jeara since a certain great man flnl 
inti^uced the idea. Nevertheless^ the Queen^s govemmral 
is dkrried on, and -the propensity and aptitude of men for this 
wo^k seems to be not at all on the decrease. If we have 
b^ few young statesmen, it is because the old stagers • are 00 
fond of the rattle of their harness. 

' *^ I really do not see how 'the Queen^s government is to be 
oftrried on/' said Harold Smith to Green Walker, standing in 
a.comer of one of the lobbies of the Hoose of Commons cm 
the first of 'those days of awful interest, in which the Queen 
was sending for one crack statesmaii after another ; and some 
a&xious men were beginning to doubt - whether or no we 
fikould, in truth, be. able to obtain the blessing of another 
cilbinet. The gods had all vanished from their places* 
Would the giimts be good enough to do anything for us or not 
There were men who seemed to think that the giifcnts would 
refuse to do anything for ud. "The House Will now be 
adjourned over till* Monday, atid I would not be in her Majesty*8 
shoes for something,'* said Mr. Harold Smith. • 
' "By Jove! no," eaid Green Walker, who in these dftys 
was a Stanch Harold Shaithian, having f^t'a pride in jdiniBg 
hrmself on as a substantial support to A cabinet ituni^ter. 
Had he contented himself with being merely a Brockite, he 
woirid have Counted as nobody. " By J<*vel no," and Green 
Walker opened his eyes and shook hish^nd, as he thought of 
the perilous condition in whioh her Majesty must be plaoed. '" I 

happen to know that Lord won't j^ili them ui^tessr he has 

the Foreign Office." and h<e mentioned some himdred^-haDded 
Gyas supposed to oe 'of the utmost impoitanee to the counsdi 
ofiheTitans. • . .. ': ... 

"And that, of course, is impossible. I doii'tJl&ee whfttoti 
earth they are to do. There's Sido^ia ; they dtt ^siy ihkt be?ft 
making some difficulty now.'- Now SidbMa was ^ mother 
giant, supposed to be very powerfifl. • 

"We all know that the Queen' wotft s^e him,*- said GrdeH 
Walker; who, being a member Of Parliahient fbr the Crowe 
Junction, and nephew f o - Lady Hui*fcl6top, of course hsd. 
perfectly correct means^of asoerfeainin^'wlidt the Queen would 
<io, and what she would not. -> ' • 

" The fAot is," said Hiapold SmitV, recurring again to hifi 
own'Mtnataon %is ah ejected god, " tJVat't>he* House does riot in 
the least understand- what it ie abgrtit;— doesn't know what it 
want^. The (juefttion I should -«ke to ask- thtem ie 4his ; ife 
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tfaey intend that the Queen shall have a goyemment, o^ do 
they not? Are they prepared to support such men as 
Sidonia and Lord De Terrier 7 If so, I am their obedient 
humble servant; but I shall be very much surprised, that's 
all." Lord De Terrier -was at this time recognized by all 
men as the leader of the giants. 

'^ And so shall I, deucedly surprised. They can't do it, 
you know. There are the Manchester men. I ought to 
know something about them down in my country ; and I say 
they can't 8upi>ort Lord De Terrier. It wouldn't be natoral." 
• '' Natural 1 Human nature has come to an end, I think," 
•aid Harold Smith, who could hardly understand that the 
world should conspire to throw over a government which he 
had joined, and that, too, before the world had waited to see 
how much he would do for it; " the fact is this. Walker, we 
have no longer among us any strong feeling of party." 

" No, not a d ," said Green Walker, who was very 

energetic in his present political aspirations. 

''And till we can recover that, we shall never be able to 
have a government firm-seated and sure-handed. Nobody 
can count on men from one week to another. The very 
members who in one month place a minister in power, are the 
very first to vote against him in the next." 

'' We must put a stop to that sort of thing, otherwise we 
•hall never do any good." 

'' I don't mean to deny that Brock was wrong with refer- 
ence to Lord Brittleback. I think that he was wrong, and I 

•aid 80 all through. But» heavens on earth 1" and 

instead of completing his speech Harold Smith turned away 
his head, and strudk his hands together in token of bis 
astonishment at the &tuity of the age. What he probably 
meant to express was this : that if such a good deed as that 
late appointment made at the Petty Bag Office were not held 
sufficient to atone for that other evil deed to which he had 
alluded, there would be an end of all justice in sublunary 
matters. Was no offence to be forgiven, even when so great 
virtue had been displayed? ''I attribute it all to Supple- 
house," said Green Walker, trying to console his friend. 

'' Tes," said Harold Smith, now verging on the bounds of 
parliamentary eloquence, although he still spoke with bated 
breath, and to one solitary hearer. '' Tes ; we are becomiiig 
the slaves of a mercenary and irresponsible press--of one 
flingle newspaper. There is a man endowed with no great 
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talent, enjoying no public oonfideoice, untmsted as a politician^ 
and tmheard of even as a writer by the world at large, and 
yet) because he is on the staff of the Jupiter^ he is able to 
OYertom the government and throw the whole country into 
dknay. It is astonishing to me that a man lijLe Lord Brock 
should allow himself to be so timid/* And neverthelesa it 
was not yet a month since Harold Smith had been counselling 
with Supplehouse how a series of strong articles in the 
JupUer^ together with the expected support of the Manchester 
men, might probably be effective in hurling the minister from 
his seat. But at that time the minister had not revigorated 
himself with young blood. '* How the Queen's government 
is to be carried on, that is the question now," Harold Smith 
repeated. A difficulty which had not caused him much dis- 
may at that period, about a month since, to which we have 
alluded. At this moment Sowerby and Supplehouse together 
joined them, having come out of the House, in which some 
unimportant business had been completed after the minister's 
notice of adjournment. 

" Well, Harold," said Sowerby, " what do you say to your 
governor's statement ? " 

*^ I have nothing to say to it," said Harold Smith, looking 
up very solemnly from imder the penthouse of his hat, and, 
perhaps, rather savagely. Sowerby had supported the 
go?ermnent at the late crisis; but why was he now seen 
herding with such a one as Supplehouse 7 

" He did it pretty well, I think," said Sowerby. 

"Very well, indeed," said Supplehouse; '^as he always 
doQ8 those sort of things. No man makes so good an expla- 
nation of circumstances, or comes out with so telling a per- 
sonal statement. He ought to keep himself in reserve for 
those sort of things." 

" And who in the meantime is to carry on the Queen's 
gOTemment 7 " said Harold Smith, looking very stem. 

"That should be left to men of lesser mark," said he of the 
Jupiter. '^ The points as to which one really listens to a 
mimster, the subjects about which men really care, are 
always personal. How many of us are truly interested as to 
the best mode of governing India ? But in a question touch- 
ing the character of a prime minister we all muster together 
like bees round a sounding cymbal." 

"That arises from envy, malice, and all uncharitablenesa/* 

laid Harold Smith. 

15 
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^ Yes ; and firom picking and stealing, evil speaking, lying, 
and slandering," said Mr. Sowerby. 

'* We are so prone to desire and covet other men*s places,*' 
said Supplehonse. 

'^ Some men are so," said Sowerby ; ^* but it is the evil 
speaking, lying, and slandering, which does ihe mischief. Is 
it not, Harold?" 

'* And in the meantime how is the Queen's government to 
be carried on ? " said Mr. Green Walker. On the following 
morning it was known that Lord De Terrier was with the 
Queen at Buckingham Palace, and at about twelve a list of 
the new ministry was published, which must have been in 
the highest degree satisfactory to the whole brood of giants. 
Every son of Telius was included in it, as were also very 
many of the daughters. But then, late in the afternoon, 
Lord Brock was again summoned to the palace, and it was 
thought in the West End among the clubs that the gods had 
again a chance. '^ If only," said the Puriatj an evening paper 
which was supposed to be very much in the interest of 
Mr. Harold Smith, ^^ if only Lord Brock can have the wisdom 
to place the right men in the right places. It was only the 
other day that he introduced Mr. Smith into his government. 
That this was a step in the right direction eveiy one has 
acknowledged, though unfortunately it was made too late to 
prevent the disturlmnce which has since occurred. It now 
appears probable that his lordship will again have an oppoi^ 
tunity of selecting a list of statesmen with the view of carry- 
ing- on the -Queen^s government; and it is to be hoped that 
such men .as Hiv- Smith may be placed in situations in which 
their talents, industry, and acknowledged official aptitudes, may 
be of permanent>service to the country." Supi^ehouse, when 
he read this at the club with Mr. Sowerby at his elbow, 
declared that the style was too well marked to leave any 
doubt as to the author ; but we ourselves are not inclined to 
think that Mr. Harold Smith wrote the article himself, 
although it may be probable that he saw it in type. But the 
Jupiter the next morning settled the whole question, and made 
it known to the world that,"in spite of all the sendings and 
resendings, Lord Brock and the gods were permanently oat, 
and Lord De Terrier and the giants permanently in. That 
fractious giant ysho would only go to the Foreign Office, had, 
in fact, gone to some sphere of much less important duty, and 
Sidonia, in spite of the whispered dislike of an illustriow 
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personage, opened the campaign with all the full appanages of a 
giant of the highest standing. " We hope," said the Jupiter 
"that Lord Brock may not yet be too old to take a lesson. 
If 80, the present decision of the House of Commons, and we 
may say of the country also, may teach him not to put his 
trust in such princes as Lord Brittleback, or such broken 
reeds as Mr. Harold Smith." Now this parting blow we 
always thought to be exceedingly unkind, and altogether un* 
necessary, on the part of Mr. Supplehouse. 

" My dear," said Mrs. Harold, when she first met Miss Dun- 
stable after the catastrophe was known, ''how am I possibly 
to endure this degradation ? " And she put her deeply-laced 
handkerchief up to her eyes. 

'' Christian resignation," suggested Miss Dunstable. 

"Fiddlestick!" said Mrs. Hai-old Smith. "You million- 
naires always talk of Christian resignation, because you never 
are called on to resign anything. If I had any Christian 
resignation, I shouldn't have cared for such pomps and vanities. 
Think of it, my dear ; a cabinet minister's wife for only three 
weeks I " 

" How does poor Mr. Smith endure it ? " 

" What ? Harold ? He only lives on the hope of vengeance. 
When he has put an end to Mr. Supplehouse, he will be con- 
tent to die." And then there were further explanations in 
both houses of Parliament, which were altogether satisfactory. 
The high-bred, courteous giants assured the gods that they 
had piled Pelion on Ossa and thus climbed up into power, 
very much in opposition to their own good-wills ; for they, the 
giants themselves, preferred the sweets of dignified retirement. 
But the voice of the people had been too strong for them ; the 
effort had been made, not by themselves, but by others, who 
were determined that the giants should be at the head of 
affairs. Indeed, the spirit of , the times was so clearly in favour 
of giants that there had been no alternative. So said Briareus 
to the Lords, and Orion to the Commons. And then the gods 
were absolutely happy in ceding their places ; and so far were 
they from any imcelestial envy or malice which might not be 
divine, that they promised to give the giants all the assistiince 
in their power in carrying on the work of government ; iipon 
which the giants declared how deeply indebted tht-y would be 
for such valuable counsel and friendly assistance. All this 
Was delightful in the extreme; but not the less did ordinary 
mgft seem to expect^ that the usual battle would go on in the 

15 2 
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old customary way. It is easy to love one's enemy when one 
is making fine speeches ; but so difficult to do so in the actual 
everyday work of life. But there was and always has been 
this peculiar good point about the giants, that they are never 
too proud to follow in the footsteps of the gods. If the gods, 
deliberating painfully together, have elaborated any skilful 
project, the giants are always willing to adopt it as their own, 
not treating the bantling as a foster child, but praising it and 
pushing it so that men should regard it as the undoubted 
ofispring of their own brains. Now just at this time there had 
been a plan much thought of for increasing the number of 
the bishops. Good active bishops were very desirable, and there 
was a strong feeling among certain excellent churchmen that 
there could hardly be too many of them. Lord Brock had 
his measure cut and dry. There should be a bishop of 
Westminster to share the Herculean toils of the metropolitan 
prelate, and another up in the North to christianize the mining 
interests and wash white the blackamoors of Newcastle : Bishop 
of Beverley he should be called. But, in opposition to thi», 
the giants, it was known, had intended to put forth the whole 
measure of their brute force. More curates, they said, were 
wanting, and district -incumbents; not more bishops rollingin 
carriages. That bishops should roll in carriages was veiy 
good ; but of such blessings the English world for the present 
had enough. And therefore Lord Brock and the gods had 
had much fear as to their little project. But now, imme- 
diately on the accession of the giants, it was known that the 
bishop bill was to be gone on with immediately. Some small 
changes would be effected so that the bill should be gigantic 
rather tJian divine ; but the result would be altogether the 
same. It must, however, be admitted that bishops appointed 
by ourselves may be very good things, whereas those appointed 
by our adversaries will be anything but good. And, no 
doubt, this feeling went a long way with the giants. Be that 
as it may, the new bishop bill was to be their first work of 
government, and it was to be brought forward and carried, 
and the new prelates selected and put into their chairs all at 
once, — ^before the grouse should begin to crow and put an end 
to the doings of gods as well as giants. Among other minor 
effects arising from this decision was the following, that Arch- 
deacon and Mrs. Grantly returned to London, and again took 
the lodgings in which they had before been staying. On 
various occasions also during the first wedc of this second 
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Myjoorn, Dr. Grantly might be seen entering the official 
chamb^ of the First Lord of the Treasury. Much counsel 
was necessary among high churchmen of great repute before 
anj &ced resolution could wisely be made in such a matter as 
this; and few churchmen stood in higher repute than the 
Archdeacon of Barchester. And then it b^an to be rumoured 
in the world that the minister had disposed at any rate of the 
see of Westminster. This present time was a very nervous 
one for Mrs. Grantly. What might be the aspirations of the 
archdeacon himself, we will not stop to inquire. It may be 
that time and experience had taught him the futility of earthly 
honours, and made him content with the comfortable opulence 
of his Barsetshire rectory. But there is no theory of church 
discipline which makes it necessary that a clergyman*s wife 
should have an objection to a bishopric. The archdeacon 
probably was only anxious to give a disinterested aid to the 
minister, but Mrs. Grantly did long to sit in high places, and 
be at any rate equal to Mrs. Proudie. It was for her children, 
she said to herself, that she was thus anxious — that they 
should have a good position before the world, and the means 
of making the best of themselves. '^ One is able to do nothing, 
you know, shut up there, down at Plumstead," she had 
remarked to Lady Lufton on the occasion of her first visit to 
London, and yet the time was not long past when she had 
thought that rectory house at Plumstead to be by no means 
insufficient or contemptible. And then there came a question 
whether or no Griselda should go back to her mother ; but this 
idea was very strongly opposed by Lady Lufton, and ultimately 
with success. " I really think the dear girl is very happy 
with me," said Lady Lufton; " and if ever she is to belong to 
me more closely, it will be so well that we should know and 
love one another." 

To tell the truth. Lady Lufton had been trying hard to know 
and love Griselda, but hitherto she had scarcely succeeded to 
the full extent of her wishes. That she loved Griselda was 
certain, — ^with that sort of love which springs from a person's 
volition and not from the judgment. She had said all along 
to herself and others that she did love Griselda Grantly. She 
had admired the young lady's face, liked her manner, approved 
of her fortune and family, and had selected her for a daughter- 
in-law in a somewhat impetuous manner. Therefore she loved 
her. But it was by no means clear to Lady Lufton that she 
did as yet know her young friend. The match was a plan of 
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her own, and therefore she stuck to it as warmly as eyer, but 
she began to have some misgiyings whether or no the dear 
girl would be to her herself all that she had dreamed of in a 
daughter-in-law. " But, dear Lady Lufton," said Mrs* Grandy, 
"is it not possible that we may put her affections to too 
severe a test 7 What, if she should learn to regard him, and 
then " 

" Ah I if she did, I should have no fear of the result. If 
she showed anything like love for Ludovic, he would be at her 
feet in a moment. He is impulsive, but she is not." 

" Exactly, Lady Luf\on. It is his privilege to be impulsive 
and to sue for her affection, and hers to have her love sought 
fer without making any demonstration. It is perhaps the fault 
of young ladies of the present day that they are too impulsive. 
They assume privileges which are not their own, and thus lose 
those which are." 

" Quite true ! I quite agree with you. It is probably that 
very feeling that has made me think so highly of Griselda. 

But then " But then a young lady, though she need not 

jump down a gentleman^s throat, or throw herself into hisiacc, 
may give some signs that she is made of flesh and blood; 
especially when her papa and mamma and all belonging to her 
are so anxious to make the path of her love run smoodi. 
That was what was passing through Lady Luflon^s mind ; but 
she did not say it all ; she merely looked it. 

*^ I don^t think she will ever allow herself to indulge in an 
unauthorized passion," said Mrs. Grantly. 

'^ I am sure she will not," said Lady Lufton, with ready 
agi'eement, fearing perhaps in her heart that Griselda would 
never indulge in any passion, authorized or unauthorized. 

" I don't know whether Lord Luflon sees much of her 
now," said Mi*s. Grantly, thinking perhaps of that promise of 
Lady Luilon*s with reference to his lordship's spare time. 

" Just lately, during these changes, you know, everybody 
has been so much engaged. Ludovic has been constantly at 
the House, and then men find it so necessary to be at their 
clubs just now." 

** Yes, yes, of course," said Mrs. Grantly, who was not at 
all disposed to think little of the importance of the present 
crisis, or to wonder that men should congregate together when 
such deeds were to be done as those which now occupied the 
breasts of the Queen's advisers. At last, however, the two 
mothers perfectly understood each other. Griselda was still 
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to remain with Lady Lofton; and was to accept her ladyihip't 
son, if he conld onlj be induced to exercise his privilege 
of asking her; bat in the meantime, as this seemed to be 
doubtful, Griselda was not to be debarred from her privilege 
of making what nse she could of any other string which she 
might haye to her bow. 

''But, mamma/' said Griselda, in a moment of unwatched 
intercourse between the mother and daughter, '' is it really 
true that they are going to make papa a bishop 7 " 

''We can tell nothing as yet, my dear. People in the 
world are talking about it Your papa has been a good deal 
with Lord De Terrier." 

" And isn't he prime minister ? " 

" Oh, yes ; I am happy to say that he is." 

"I thought the prime minister could make any one a 
bishop that he chooses, — ^any clergyman, that is." 

" But there is no see vacant," said Mrs. Grantly. 

'^ Then there isn't any chance," said Griselda, looking very 
glum. 

" They are going to have an Act of Parliament for making 
two more bishops. That's what they are talking about at 
least. And if they do "- 

"Papa will be Bishop of Westminster — ^won't he? And 
we shall live in London ? " 

" But you must not talk about it, my dear." 

" No, I won't. But, mamma, a Bishop of Westminster 
win be higher than a Bishop of Barchester; won't he? I 
shall so like to be able to snub those Miss Proudies." It will 
therefore be seen that there were 'matters on which even 
Griselda Grantly could be animated. Like the rest of her 
family she was devoted to the Church. Late on that al^er- 
noon the archdeacon returned home to dine in Mount Street, - 
having spent the whole of the day between the Treasury 
chambers, a meeting of Convocation, and his club. And 
when he did get home it was soon manifest , to his wife 
that he was not laden with good news. . "It is almost 
incredible," he said, standing with his back to the drawing* 
room fire. 

" What is incredible ? " said his wife, sharing her husband's 
anxiety to the full. 

"If I had not learned it as fact, I would not have believed 
it, even of Lord Brock," said the archdeacon. 

"Learned what? *' said the anxious wife. 
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** After all, ihey are going to oppose the bilL** 

" Impossible ! " said Mrs. Grantly. 

" But they are." 

" The bill for the two new bishops, archdeacon ? oppose 
Aeir own bill 1 " 

** Yes— oppose their own bill. It is almost incredible ; but 
so it is. Some changes have been forced upon us; little 
things which they had forgotten — quite minor matters; and 
they now say that they will be obliged to divide against us 
on these twopenny-halfpenny, hair-splitting points. It is 
Lord Brock's own doing too, after all that he said about 
abstaining from factious opposition to the government.'* 

'' I believe there is nothing too bad or too false for that 
man," said Mrs. Grantly. 

" After all they said, too, when they were in power them- 
selves, as to the present government opposing the cause of 
religion I They declare now that Lord De Terrier cannot be 
very anxious about it, as he had so many good reasons against 
it a few weeks ago. Is it not dreads that there should be 
such double-dealing in men in such positions ? " 

'' It is sickening," said Mrs. Grantly. And then there was 
a pause between them as each thought of the injury that was 
done to them. 

" But, archdeacon ^" 

"WeU?" 

'< Could you not give up those small points and shame 
them into compliance ? " 

" Nothing would shame them." 

" But would it not be well to try ? " The game was so 
good a one, and the stake so important, that Mrs. Grantly felt 
Qiat it would be worth plajdng for to the last. 

" It is no good." 

" But I certainly would suggest it to Lord De Terrier. I 
am sure the country would go along with him ; at any rate 
the Church would." 

"It is impossible," said the archdeacon. "To tell the 
truth, it did occur to me. But some of them down there 
seemed to think that it would not do." Mrs. Grantly sat 
awhile on the sofa, still meditating in her mind whether there 
might not yet be some escape from so terrible a downfall. 

" But, archdeacon " 

V m go upstairs and dress,** said he, in despondency. 

" But, archdeacon, surely the present ministry may have 
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• majority on sacli a subject as tJiat ; I dumght they were 
rare of a majorily now." 

"No; not sure." 

"But at any rate the chances are in their fityonr? I do 
Bope they'll do their duty, and exert themselyes to keep their 
members together/' And then the archdeacon told out the 
whole of the truth. 

^ Lord De Terrier says that under the present circumstances 
lie will not bring the matter forward this session at all. So 
wehad better go back to Plumstead." Mrs. Grantly ihenfelt 
that there was nothing further to be said, and it will be proper 
th^t the historian should drop a veil over their sufferings. 



CHAPTEE XXIV. 

HAGNA EST YEBITAS. 

It was made known to the reader that in the early part of 
the winter Mr. Sowerby had a scheme for retrieving his lost 
fortunes, and setting himself right in the world, by marrying 
that rich heiress, "Miss Dunstable. I fear my friend Sowerby 
does not, at present, stand high in the estimation of those 
who have come on with me thus far in this narrative. He 
has been described as a spendthrift and gambler, and as one 
scarcely honest in his extravagance and gambling. But 
nevertheless there are worse men than Mr. Sowerby, and I 
am not prepared to say that, should he be successftd with 
Miss Dunstable, that lady would choose by any means the 
worst of the suitors who are continually throwing themselves 
at her feet. Eeckless as this man always appeared to be, 
reckless as he absolutely was, there was still within his heart 
a desire for better things, and in his mind an understanding 
that he had hitherto missed the career of an honest English 
gentleman. He was proud of his position as member for his 
county, though hitherto he had done so little to grace it ; he 
was proud of his domain at Chaldicotes, though the possession 
of it had so nearly passed out of his own hands ; he was 
proud of the old blood that flowed in his veins ; and be was 
proud also of that easy, comfortable, gay manner, which went 
80 far in the world's judgment to atone for his extravagance 
and evil practices. K only he could get another chance, as 
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be now said to himself, things shouM go very'diffei^eutly "with 
him. He would utterly forswear the whole comptoy of 
Tozers. He would cease to deal in bills, and to pay heaven 
only knows how many hundred per cent, for his moneys. 
He would no longer prey upon his Mends, and would redeem 
his title-deeds from the dutches of the Duke of Omninm. 
If only he could get another chance I Miss Dunstable's 
fortune would do all this* and ever so much more, an4 then, 
moreover. Miss Dunstable was a woman whom he really liked. 
^16 was not soft, feminine, or pretty, nor was she very young; 
hot she was clerer, self-possessed, and qidte able to hold her 
own in any dass; and as to age, Mr. Sowerby was not very 
young himself. In making such a match he would have no 
cause of shame. He could speak of it before his friends 
without fear of their grimaces, and ask them to &is honse, 
with the full assurance that the head of his table would not 
disgrace him. And then as the scheme grew clearer and 
clearer to him, he declared to himself that if he should be 
successful, he would use her well, and not rob her of her 
money — beyond what was absolutely necessary. He had 
intended to have laid his fortunes at her feet at Ghaldicotes; 
but the lady had been coy. Then the deed was to have been 
done at Gatherum. Castle, but the lady ran away from 
Gatherum Castle just at the time on whioh he had fixed. 
And since that, one circumstance after another had pos^ned 
the affair in London, tiU now at last he was reaoHed that he 
ircfald know his fate, let it be what it might. If he could not 
contrive that things should speedily be arranged, it might 
come to pass that he would be altogetiier debarred from 
presenting himself to the lady as Mr. Sowei^by of Chaidicotes. 
Tidings had reached him, through Mr. Fothergill, that the duke 
would be glad to have matters arranged ; and Mr. Sowerby 
well knew the meaning of that message. 

Mr. Sowerby was not jSghting this campaign alone, without 
the aid of any ally. Indeed, no man ever had a more trusty 
ally in any campaign than he had in this. And it was this 
idly, the only fai^ful comrade that clung to him through 
good' and ill during his whole life, who first put it into his 
head that Miss Dunstable was a woman and might be married. 
'^ A hundred needy adventurers have attempted it, and &iled 
already," Mr. Sowerby had said, when the plan was first 
proposed to him. 
: **' BvLtj nevertheless, fthe will some day many aome one; 
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and whjnot you as well as another?*' his sister had answered. 
For Mrs. Harold Smith was the ally of whom I have spoken* 
Mrs. Harold Smith, whatever may have been her faults, could 
boast of this virtue — ^that she loved her brother. He was 
probably the only human being that she did love. Children 
she had none; and as for her husband, it had never occurred 
to her to love him. She had married him for a position; 
and being a clever woman, with a good digestion and com- 
mand of her temper, had managed to get through the world 
without much of that unhappiness which usually follows 
iU-^aascHrted marriages. At home she managed to keep the 
npper hand, but she did so in an easy, good-humoured way 
that made her rule bearable; and away from home she assisted 
ber lord's political standing, though she laughed more keenly 
than any one else at his foibles. But the lord of her heart 
was her. brother ; and in all his scrapes^ aU his extravagances, 
and all his recklessness, she had ever been willing to assist 
him. With the view of doing this she had sought the 
intimacy of Miss Dunstable, and for the last year past had 
indulged every caprice of that lady. Or rather, she had had 
the -wit to learn that Miss Dunstable was to be won, not by 
the indulgence of caprices, but by free and easy intercourse, 
with a dash of fun, and, at any rate, a semblance of honesty. 
Mrs. Harold Smith was not, perhaps, herself very honest by 
disposition; but in these latter days she had taken up a theory 
of honesty for the sake of Miss Dunstable — not altogether in 
vain, for Miss Dunstable and Mrs. Harold Smith were certainly 
very intimate. 

** If I am to do it at all, I must not wait any longer," said 
Mr. Sowerby to his sister a day or two after the final break* 
down of the gods. The affection of the sister for the brother 
may be imagined- from the fact that at such a time she could 
give up her mind to such a subject. But, in truth, her hus- 
band's position as a cabinet minister was as nothing to her 
compared with lier brother's position as a county gentleman. 
'* One time is as good as another," said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

" Yoii mean that you would advise me to ask her at once." 

" Certainly. But you must remember, Nat, that you will 
have no easy task. It will not do for you to kneel down and 
Bwear that you love her." 

*^ If I do it at all, I shall certainly do it without kneeling— 
you may be sure of that, Harriet." 

*^YeBf and, without swearing that you Ibvof her. There is 
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only one way in which you can be successful with Miss Dun- 
stable — ^you must tell her the truth/* 

" What ! ^U her that I am ruined, horse, foot, and dragoons, 
and then bid her help me out of the mire 7 " 

** Exactly: that will be your only chance, strange as it may 
appear." > 

*' This is very different from what you used to say, down at 
Chaldiootes." 

*' So it is; but I know her much better than I did when we 
were there. Since then I have done but little else than stadj 
the freaks of her character. If she really likes you — and I 
think she does — she could forgive you any other crime but 
that of swearing that you loved her." 

'^I should hardly know how to propose without saying 
something about it." 

''But you must say nothing — ^not a word; you must tell 
her that you are a gentleman of good blood and high station^ 
but sadly out at elbows." 

" She knows that already." 

" Of course she does ; but she must know it as coming 
directly from your own mouth. And then tell her that yon 
propose to set yourself right by marrying her — by marrying 
her for the sake of her money." 

" That will hardly win her, I should say." 

'' If it does not, no other way, that I know of, wiU do so. 
As I told you before, it will be no easy task. Of course yon 
must make her understand that her happiness shall be cared 
for; but that must not be put prominently forward as your 
object. Your first object is her money, and your only chance 
for success is in telling the truth." 

'' It is very seldom that a man finds himself in such a 
position as that," said Sowerby, walking up and down his 
sister^s room ; " and, upon my word, I don*t think I am np 
to the task. I should certainly break down. I don't belieye 
^there's a man in London could go to a woman with sach a 
story as that, and then ask her to many him." 

" If you cannot, you may as well give it up," said Mrs. 
Harold Smith. " But if you can do it — ^if you can go through 
with it in that manner — ^my ovm opinion is that your chance 
of success would not be bad. The fact is," added the sister 
afler awhile, during which her brother was continuing his 
walk and meditating on the difficulties of his position — ''the 
&ct is, you men never understand a woman ; you give her 
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credit neither for her strength, nor for her weakness. Ton 
are too bold, and too timid : you think she is a fool and tell her 
fio, and jet never can trust her to do a kind action. Why 
should fiiie not marry yoy with the intention of doing you a 
good turn ? After all, she would lose very little: there is the 
estate, and if she redeemed it, it would belong to her as well 
as to you." 

" It would be a good turn, indeed. I fear I should be too 
modest to put it to her in that way." 

"Her position would be much better as your wife than it is 
at present. You are good-humoured and good-tempered, you 
would intend to treat her well, and, on the whole, she would 
be much happier as Mrs. Sowerby, of Chaldicotc», than she 
can be in her present position." 

" If she cared about being married, I suppose she could be 
a peer's wife to-morrow." 

" But I don't think she cares about being a peer's wifeu A 
needy peer might perhaps win her in the way that I propose 
to you; but then a needy peer would not know how to set 
about it. Needy peers have tried — ^half a dozen I have no 
doubt — and have failed, because they have pretended that they 
were in love with her. It may be difficult, but your only 
chance is to tell her the truth." 

" And where shall I do it ? " 

" Here if you choose ; but her own house will be better." 

"But I never can see her there — at least, not alone. I 
believe that she never is alone. She always keeps a lot of 
people round her in order to stave off her lovers. Upon my 
^'ord, Harriet, 1 think I'll give it up. It is impossible 
that I should make such a declaration to her as that you 
propose." 

" Faint heart, Nat you know the rest." 

" But the poet never aJluded to such wooing as that you 
have suggested. I suppose I had better begin with a schedule 
of my debts, and make reference, if she doubts me, to Fother- 
gill, the sheriff's officers, and the Tozer family." 

" She will not doubt you, on that head ; nor will she be a 
bit surprised." Then there was again a pause, during which 
Mr. Sowerby still walked up and down the room, linking 
whether or no he might possibly have any chance of success 
in 80 hazardous an enterprise. 

" I tell you what, Harriet," at last he said; « I wish you'd 
do it for me." 
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" Well," said she, " if you really mean it, I will make the 
attempt" 

'* I am sure of this, that I shall never make it myself. I 
positively should not have the courage to tell her in so many 
words, that I wanted to marry her for her money." 

" Well, Nat, I will attempt it. At any rate, I am not afraid 
of her. She and I are excellent friends, and, to tell the truth, 
I think I like her better than any other woman that I know; 
but I never should have been intimate with her, had it not 
been for your sake." 

''And now you will have to quarrel with her, also for my 
sake?" 

'' Not at all. Tou'U find that whether she accedes to my 
proposition or not, we shall continue friends. I do not think 
that she would die for me — nor I for her. But as the world 
goes we suit each other. Such a little trifle as this will not 
break our loves." And so it was settled. On the following 
day Mrs. Harold Smith was to find an opportunity of explaining 
the whole matter to Miss Dunstable, and was to ask that lady 
to share her fortune — some incredible number of thousands of 
pounds — with the bankrupt member for West Barsetshire, 
who in return was tg bestow on her — ^himself and his debts. 
Mrs. Harold Smith had spoken no more than the trath 
in saying that she and Miss Dunstable stated one another. 
And she had not improperly described their fiiendship. They 
were not prepared to die, one for the sake of the other. They 
had said nothing to each other of mutual love and affection. 
They never kissed, or cried, or made speeches, when they 
met or when they parted. There was no great benefit for 
which either had to be grateful to the other; no terrible 
injury which either had forgiven. But they suited each other; 
and this, I take it, is the secret of most of our pleasantest 
intercourse in the world. And it was almost grievous that 
they should suit each other, for Miss Dunstable was much the 
worthier of the two, had she but known it herself. It was 
almost to be lamented that she should have found herself able 
to live with Mrs. Harold Smith on terms that were perfectly 
satisfactory to herself. Mrs. Harold Smith was worldly, heart- 
less — to all the world but her brother — and, as has been 
above hinted, almost dishonest. Miss Dunstable was not 
worldly, though it was possible that her present style of life 
might make her so ; she was affectionate, fond of truth, and 
prone to honesty^ if those around wpuld but aillow her tfi 
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exerdse it. But she was fond of ease and humour, aometimei 
oi wit that might almost be called broad, and ahe had a 
thorough love of ridiculing the world^s humbugs. In all 
these propensities Mrs. Harold Smith indulged her. 

Under these circumstances they were now together almost 
erery day. It had become quite a habit with Mrs. Harold 
Smith to have herself driven early in the jR>renoon to Miss 
DoDstable's house; and that lady, though she could never be 
fooad alone by Mr. Sowerby, was habitually so found by his 
Bister. And after that they would go out together, or eadi 
separately, as ^cy or the business of the day might direct 
them. Each was easy to the other in this alliance, and they 
so managed that they never trod on each other's coma. On 
the day following the agreement made between Mr. Sowerby 
and Mrs. Harold Smith, that lady as usual called on Miss 
Dunstable, and soon found herself alone with her friend in a 
small room which the heiress kept solely for her own pur- 
poses. On special occasions persons of various aorts were 
there admitted ; occasionally a parson who had a Church to 
build, or a dowager laden with the last morsel of town skuder, 
or a poor author who could not get due payment for the 
efforts of his brain, or a poor governess on whose feeble 
stamina the weight of the world had borne too hardly. But 
men who by possibility could be lovers did not make thetr 
vay thither, nor women who could be bores. . In.thaM 
latter days, that is, during the present London rseasdu) '^tfae 
doors of it had been oflener opened to Mis. Harolds Smith 
than to. any other person. .And now the effort was tOi.be luada 
with the object of which all this intimacy had been e£Sectied. 
As she came thither .in her carriage, Jilrs. HaioM Smith ^&^ 
velf was not. altogether devoid of that sinkia^ of ^tha^heart 
which is so frequently the..forerunnero«if any d^cult^and 
hasardoufi imdertaking. She, had declared that she would feel 
no fear in making. the little proposition. But she did fee 
something very like it : and when she made her entrance intQ 
the little room . she certainly wished that the work was done 
and over. 

^'How is poor Mr. Smith to-day ?" asked Miss Dunstable, 
with an air of mock condolence^ as her friend seated herself 
in her accustomed easy-chair. The downfall of the gods was 
as yet a history hardly three days old, and* it might well 
.be supposed that the late lord of the Petty Bag had hardly 
recovered from his misfortune.. . *' Well, he is betterj I think, 
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ibis morning ; at least I fihould judge so from the manner in 
which he confironted his eggs. Bat still I don't like the iiray 
he handles the carving-knife. I am sure he is always thinking 
of Mr. Supplehouse at those moments." 

*' Poor man I I mean Supplehouse. After all, why shouldn't 
he follow his trade as well as another ? Live and let live, 
that's what I say." 

** Ay, but it's kiU and let kill with him. That is what 
Horace says. However, I am tired of all that now, and I 
came here to-day to talk about something else." 

''I rather like Mr. Supplehouse myself," ezdaiimed Miss 
Dunstable. '^ He never makes any bones about the matter. 
He has a certain work to do, and a certain cause to serve-^ 
namely, his own ; and in order to do that work, and serve 
that cause, he uses such weapons as God has placed in his 
hands." 

<' That's what the wild beasts do." 

'* And where will you find men honester than they ? The 
tiger tears you up because he is hungry and wants to eat you. 
That's what Supplehouse does. But there are so many among 
us tearing up one another without any excuse of hunger. Tb^ 
mere pleasure of destroying is reason enough." 

'' Well, my dear, my mission to you to-day is certainly not 
one of destruction, as you will admit when you hear it It is 
(me, rather, very absolutely of salvation. I have come to 
make love to you." 

'' Then the salvation, I suppose, is not for myself" said 
Miss Dunstable. It was quite clear to liLrs. Harold Smith 
that MiM Dunstable had inmiediately understood the whole 
purport of this visit, and that she was not in any grest 
measure surprised. It did not seem from the tone of the 
heiress's voice, or from the serious look which at once settled 
on her face, that she would be prepared to give a very ready 
compliance. But then great objects can only be won with 
great efforts. 

<' That's as may be," said Mrs. Harold Smith. <<For you 
and another also, I hope. But I trust, at any rate, that I 
may not offend you ? " 

'* Oh, laws, no ; nothing of that kind ever offends me now." 

" Well, I suppose you're used to it." 

*' Like the eels, my dear. I don't mind it the least in the 
world-— only sometimes, you know, it is a little tedious." 

'* m endeavour to avoid that, so I may as well break the 
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ice at once. You know enougli of Nathaniers affairs to be 

aware that he is not a very rich man." 

" Since you do ask me about it, I suppose there's no harm 
in saying that I believe him to be a very poor man." 

"Not the least harm in the world, but just the reverse. 
Whatever may come of this, my wish is that the truth should 
be told scrupulously on all sides ; the truth, the whole trath, 
and nothing but the truth." 

" Magna est veritas,^^ said Miss Dunstable. " The Bishop 
of Barchester taught me as much Latin as that at Chaldicotes; 
and he did add some more, but there was a long word, and I 
forgot it." 

" The bishop was quite right, my dear, Fm sure. But if 
you go to your Latin, Fm lost. As we were just now saying, 
my brother's pecuniaiy affairs are in a very bad state. He 
bas a beautiful properly of his own, which has been in the 
femily for I can't say how many centuries — ^long before the 
Conquest, I know." 

" I wonder what my ancestors were then ? " 

" It does not much signify to any of us," said Mrs. Harold 
Smith, with a moral shake of her head, *' what our ances- 
tors were ; but it's a sad thing to see an old property go to 
mm." 

" Yes, indeed ; we none of us like to see our property going 
to ruin, whether it be old or new. I have some of that sort 
of feeling already, although mine was only made the other day 
out of an apothecary's shop." 

" God forbid that I should ever help you to ruin it," said 
Mrs. Harold Smith. *' I should be sorry to be the means o^ 
your losing a ten-pound note." 

^^ Magna est Veritas^ as the dear bishop said," exclaimed 
Miss Dimstable. '^ Let us have the truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truth, as we agreed just now." Mrs. 
Harold Smith did begin to find that the task before her was 
difficult. There was a hardness about Miss Dunstable when 
matters of business were concerned on wbich it seemed almost 
impossible to make any impression. . It was not that she had 
evinced any determination to refuse the tender of Mr. Sowerby's 
hand ; but she was so painfully resolute not to have dust 
thrown in her eyes! Mrs. Harold Smith had commenced 
"With a mind fixed upon avoiding what she called humbug ; 
bat this sort of humbug had become so prominent a part of 
ber usual rhetoric, that she found it very hard to abandon it> 

16 
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« And that's what I wish," said she. " Of course my chief 
object is to secure my brother's happiness." 

" That's very unkmd to poor Mr. Harold Spaith." 

" Well, well, well — ^you know what I mean." 

" Tes, I think I do know what you mean. Your brother 
is a gentleman of good family, but of no means." 

** Not quite so bad as that." 

** Of embarrassed means, then, or anything that you will; 
whereas I am a lady of no family, but of sufficient wealth. 
You think that if you brought us together and made a match 
of it, it would be a very good thing for — for whom?" said 
Miss Dunstable. 

" Yes, exactly," said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

" For which of us ? Eemember the bishop now and hia 
nice little bit of Latin." 

" For Nathaniel then," said Mrs. Harold Smith, boldly. 
" It would be a very good thing for him." And a slight smile 
came across her face as she said it. " Now that's honest, or 
the mischief is in it." 

" Yes, that's honest enough. And did he send you here to 
tell me this?" 

" Well, he did that, and something else." 

" And now let's have the something else. The really im- 
portant part, I have no doubt, }ias been spoken." 

" No, by no means, by no means all of it. But you are so 
hard on one, my dear, with your running after honesty, that 
one is not able to tell the real facts as they are. You make 
one speak in such a bald, naked way." 

*'Ah, you think that anything naked must be indecent; 
even truth." 

" I think it is more proper-looking, and better suited, too, 
for the world's work, when it goes about with some sort of a 
garment on it. We are so used to a leaven of falsehood in 
all we hear and say, now-a-days, that nothing is more likely 
to deceive us than the absolute truth. If a shopkeeper told 
me that his wares were simply middling, of course, I should 
think that they were not worth a farthing. But all that lias 
nothing to do with my poor brother. Well, what was I 
saying ? " 

" You were going to tell me how well he would use me, no 
doubt." 

" Something of that kind." 

" That he wouldn't beat me ; or spend all my money if I 
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oumaged to have it tied up out of his power; or look down 
on me with contempt because my father was an apothecary I 
Was not that what you were going to say ? " 

" I was going to tell you that you might be more happy 
as Mrs. Sowerby of Chaldicotes than you can be as Miss Dim- 
itable " 

"Of Mount Lebanon. And had Mr. Sowerby no othet 
message to send? — nothing about love, or anything of that 
sort ? I should like, you know, to tmderstand what his feel- 
ings are before I take such a leap." 

" I do believe he has as true a r^ard for you as any man of 
liis age ever does have '* 

" For any woman of mine. That is not putting it in a very 
devoted way certainly ; but I am glad to see that you remember 
the bishop's maxim." 

" What would you have me say ? If I told you that he 
was dying for love, you would say, I was trying to cheat you ; 
and now because I don't tell you so, you say that he is want- 
ing in devotion. I must say you are hard to please." 

" Perhaps I am, and very unreasonable into the bargain. I 
ought to ask no questions of th^ kind when your brother pro- 
poses to do me so much honour. As £ot my expecting the 
love of a man who condespends to wish to be my husband, 
thal^ of course, would be monstrous. What right can I have 
to think that any man should love me? It ought to be 
enough for me to know that as I am rich, I can get a hus- 
band? What busine^ can such as I have to inquire whether 
the gentleman who would so honour me really would like my 
company, or would only deign to put up with my presence in 
his household." 

" Now, my dear Miss Dunstable — -. — " . 

" Of course I am not such an ass as to expect that any 
gentleman should love me ; and I feel that I ought to be 
obliged to your brother for sparing me the string of compli- 
mentary declarations which are usual on such occasions. He, 
at any rate, is not tedious— or rather you on his behalf; for 
no doubt his own time is so occupied with his parliamentary 
duties that he cannot attend to this little matter himself. I 
do feel grateful to him ; and perhaps nothing more will be 
necessary than to give him a schedule of the property, and 
name an early day for putting him in possession." Mrs. Smith 
did feel that she wa& rather badly used. This Miss Dunstable, 
ia their mutual confidences^ had so ofben ridiciiled the love- 

16—? 
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making grimaces of her mercenary. stdtors-^liacl spoken so 
fiercely against those who had persecuted her, not becanfie 
they had desired her money, but on account of their ill- 
jud^ent in thinking her to be a fool — ^tihat Mrs. Smith had a 
right to expect that the method she had adopted for ope&iDg 
the negotiation would be taken in a better spirit. Could it 
be possible, after all, thought Mrs. Smith to herself, that 
Miss Dunstable was like other women, and that she did like 
to have men kneeling at her feet ? Gould it be the case that 
she had advised her brother badly, and that it woidd have 
been better for him to have gone about his work in the old- 
fashioned way ? " They are very hard to manage,** said 
Mrs. Harold Smith to herself, thinking of her own sex. 

" He was coming here himself,** said she, " but I advised 
him not to do so.*' 

" That was so kind of you." 

'* I thought that I cotdd explain to you more openly and 
more freely, what his intentions really are." 

" Oh ! I have no doubt that they are honourable,** said 
Miss Dtmstable. *' He does not want to deceive me in that 
way, I am quite sure.** It was impossible to help laughing) 
and Mrs. Harold Smith did laugh. " Upon my word you 
would provoke a saint,** said she. 

*' I am not likely to get into any such company by the 
alliance that you are now suggesting to me. There are not 
many saints usually at Chaldicotes, I believe; — always except- 
ing my dear bishop and his wife.*' 

'< But, my dear, what am I to say to Nathaniel? *' 

" Tell him, of course, how much obliged to him I am." 

*' Do listen to me one moment. I d^esay that I have done 
wrong to speak to you in such a bold, unromantic way." 

" Not at all. The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth. That's what we agreed upon. But one's fin* 
efforts in any line are always apt to be a little uncouth.*' 

*' I will send Nathaniel to you himself.*' 

"No, do not do so. Why torment either him or me? I 
do like your brother; in a certain way I like him mudi. But 
no earthly consideration would induce me to marry him. ^ 
it not so glaringly plain that he would marry me for my 
money only, that you have not even dared to eniggest any 
other reason ? " 

" Of course it would have been nonsense to say that he h»i 
Xio regaai whatever towards your money," 



MAGKA S8T YEaiTAS. 24S 

'* Of conrse it would — absolute nonsense. He is a poor 
man with a good position, and 1^ wants to many me because 
Ihave got that which he wants. But, my dear, I do not want 
that which he has got, and therefore the bargain would not be 
a fair one." 
"But he would do his very best to make you happy." 
"I am so much obliged to him; but you see, I am Teij 
happy as I am. What ^ould I gain ? " 
'* A companion whom you confess that you like." 
^' Ah 1 but I don't know that I should like too much eren 
of such a companion as your brother. No, my dear-^it won't 
do. Believe me when I tell you, once for all, that it won't do." 
"Do you mean, then. Miss Dunstable, that you'll never 
many?" 

"To-morrow — ^if I met any one that I fancied, and he 
would have me. But I rather think that any that I may 
£uicy won't have me. In the first place, if I marry any one, 
the man must be quite indifferent to money." 
" Then you'll not find him in this world, my dear." 
" Very possibly not," said Miss Dunstable. All that was 
further sadd upon the subject need not be here repeated. 
Mrs. Harold Smith did not give up her cause quite at once, 
although Miss Dunstable had spoken so plainly. She tried to 
explain how eligible would be her friend's situation as mistress 
of Chaldicotes, when Chaldicotes should owe no penny to any 
man; and went so far as to hint that the master of Chaldicotes, 
if relieved of his embarrassments and known as a rich man, 
might in all probability be found worthy of a peerage when 
the gods should return to Olympus. Mr. Harold Smith, as a 
cabinet minister, would, of course, do his best. But it was all 
of no use. " It's not my destiny," said Miss Dunstable, ^' and 
therefore do not press it any longer." 

"But we shall not quarrel," said Mrs. Harold Smith, 
iknost tenderly. 
" Oh, no— why should we quarrel ? " 
" And you won't look glum at my brother ? " 
'^ Why should I look glum at him ? But, Mrs. Smith, Til 
do more than not looking glum at him. I do like you, and I 
do like your brother, and if I can in any moderate way assist 
him in his difiiculties, let him tell me so." Soon after this, 
Mrs. Harold Smith went her way. Of course, she declared in 
s very strong manner that her brother could not think of 
accepting from Miss Dunstable any such pecuniary assisUtnco 
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ftB that offered — and, to give her her due, such waa the feeling 
of her mind at the moment ; but as she went to meet her 
brother and gave him an account of this interview, it did 
occur to her that possibly Miss Dunstable might be a better 
creditor than the Duke of Omnium for the Chaldicotes 
property. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

NON-IMPULSIVE. 

It cannot be held as astonishing, that that last decision on the 
part of the giants in the matter of the two bishoprics should 
have disgusted Archdeacon Grantly. He was a politician, but 
not a politician as they were. As is the case with all exoteric 
men, his political eyes saw a short way only, and his political 
aspirations were as limited. When his friends came into office, 
that bishop bill, which as ^e original product of his enemies 
had been regarded by hixh as being so pemiciotls — ^for was it 
not about to be made law in order that other Proudies and 
i|uch like might be hoifirf;ed up into high places and large in- 
comes, to the terrible detriment of the Church ? — that bishop 
bill, I say, in the hands of his friends, had appeared to him to 
be a means of almost national salvation. And then, how great 
had been the good fortune of the giants in this matter 1 Had 
they been the originators of such a measure they would not 
have had a ohance of success ; but now — ^now that the two 
bisliops were falling into their mouths out of the weak hands 
of the gods, was not their success ensured ? So Dr. Grantly 
had girded np his loins and marched up to the fight, almost 
regretting that the triumph would be so easy. The subse- 
quent failure was very trying to his temper as a party man. 
It always strikes me that the supporters of the Titans are in 
this respect much to be pitied. The giants themselves, those 
who are actually handlmg Pelion and breaking their shms 
over the lower rocks of Ossa, are always advancing in some 
sort towards the councils of Oljonpus. Their highest policy 
is to snatch some ray from heaven. Why else put Pelion on 
Ossa, unless it be that a furtive hand, making its way through 
Jove^a windows, may pluck forth a thunderbolt or two, or 
some article less destructive, but of manu&cture equally 
divine 7 And in this consists the wisdom of the higher giants 
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— ihat, in spite of their mundane anteoedents, theories, and 
predilections, they can see that articles of divine manufacture 
are neceasaij. But then they never carry their supporters 
with them. Their whole army is an army of martyrs. " For 
twenty years I have stuck to them, and see how they have 
treated me I " Is not that always the plaint of an old giant- 
slave ? " I have been true to my party all my life, and where 
am I now? " he says. Where, indeed, my friend? Looking 
about you, you begin to learn that you cannot describe your 
whereabouts. I do not marvel at that. No one finds himself 
planted at last in so terribly foul a morass, as he would &in 
stand still for ever on dry ground. 

Dr. Grantly was disgusted ; and although he was himself too 
true and thorough in all his feeKngs, to be able to say aloud 
that any giant was wrong, still he had a sad feeling within his 
heart tiiat the world was sinking from imder him. He was 
still sufficiently exoteric to think that a good stand-up fight in 
a good cause was a good thing. No doubt he did wish to be 
Bishop of Westminster, and was anxious to compass that pre- 
ferment by any means that might appear to him to be fair. 
And why not ? But this was not the end of his aspirations. 
He wished that the giants might prevail in everything, in 
bishoprics as in all other matters ; and he could not under- 
stand that they should give way on the very first appearance 
of a skirmish. In his open talk he was loud against many a 
god ; but in his heart of hearts he was bitter enough against 
both Porphyrion and Orion. 

"My dear doctor, it would not do ;— not in this session ; 
it would not indeed." So had spoken to him a ha'f-fledged 
but especially esoteric young monster-cub at the Treasury, 
who considered himself as up to all the dodges of his party, 
and regarded the army of martyrs who supported it as a rather 
heavy, but very useful collection of fogeys. Dr. Grantly 
had not cared tp discuss the matter with the half-fledged 
monster-cub. The best licked of all the monsters, the giant 
most like a god of them all, had said a word or two to him ; 
and he also had said a word or two to that giant.. Porphyrion 
liad told him that the bishop bill would not do ; and he, in 
return, speaking with warm face, and blood in his cheeks, had 
told Porphyrion that .he saw. no reason why the bill should 
not do. The courteous giant had smiled as he shook hia 
ponderous head, and then the archdeacon had left him. 
Unconsciously shaking some dust from his shoes, as he paced 
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the passages of the Treasury chambers for the last time. As 
he walked back to his lodgings in Moimt Street, many 
thoughts, not altogether bad in their nature, passed through 
his mind. Why should he trouble himself about a bishopric? 
Was he not well as he was, in his rectory down at Plumstead? 
Might it not be ill for him at his age to transplant himself into 
new soil, to engage in new duties, and live among new people ? 
Was he not useful at Barchester, and respected also; and 
might it not be possible, that up there at Westminster, he 
might be regarded merely as a tool with which other men 
could work ? He had not quite liked the tone of that specially 
esoteric young monster-cub, who had clearly regarded him as 
a distinguished fogey from the army of martyrs. He would 
take his wife back to Barsetshire, and there live contented 
with the good things which Providence had given him. 

Those high political grapes had become sour, my sneering 
friends will say. Well ? Is it not a good thing that grapes 
should become sour which hang out of reach ? Is he not 
wise who can regard all grapes as sour which are manifestly 
too high for his hand ? Those grapes of the Treasury bench, 
for which gods and giants fight, suffering so much when 
they are forced to abstain from eating, and so much more 
when they do eat, — those grapes are very sour to me. I am 
siure that they are indigestible, and that those who eat them 
imdergo all the ills which the Hevalenta Arabica is prepared 
to cure. And so it was now with the archdeacon. He 
thought of the strain which would have been put on his con- 
science had he come up there to sit in London as Bishop of 
Westminster ; and in this frame of mind he walked home to 
his wife. During the first few moments of his interview with 
her all his regrets had come back upon him. Indeed, it 
would have hardly suited for him then to have preached this 
new doctrine of rural contentment. The wife of his bosom, 
whom he so fully trusted — ^had so fully loved — wished for 
grapes that hung high upon the wall, and he knew that it was 
past his power to teach her at the moment to drop her ambition. 
Any teaching that he might effect in that way, must come 
by degrees. But before many minutes were over he had told 
her of her fate and of his own decision. " So we had better 
go back to Plumstead," he said ; and she had not dissented. 

" I am sorry for poor Griselda's sake*,'' Mrs. Grantly had 
remarked later in the evening, when they were again together* 

** But I thought she was to remain with Lady Luftoo ? " 
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^ Well ; 80 she will, for a little time. There is no one with 
whom I would 8o soon trust her out of my own care as 
Mrlth Lady Luflon. She is all that one can desire." 

'^ Exactly ; and as far as Griselda is concerned, I cannot 
say that I think she is to be pitied.** 

'' Not to be pitied, perhaps," said Mrs. Grantly. '' But, yoa 
see, archdeacon. Lady Luflon, of course, has her own views.*' 

" Ha: own views ? ** 

'^It is hardly any secret that she is very anxious to make 
a match between Lord Luflon and Griselda. And though that 
might be a very proper arrangement if it were fixed " 

"Lord Luflon many Griselda 1** said the archdeacon* 
speaking quick and raising his eyebrows. His mind had as 
yet been troubled by but few thoughts respecting his child*s 
future establishment. " I had never dreamt of such a 
thing." 

" But other people have done more than dream of it, arch- 
deacon. As regards the match itself, it would, I think, be 
unobjectionable. Iiord Lufton will not be a very rich man, 
but his property is respectable, and as far as I can learn his 
character is on the whole good. If they like each other, I 
should be contented with such a marriage. But, I must own, 
I am not quite satisfied at the idea of leaving her all alone 
with Lady Luflon. People will look on it as a settled thing, 
when it is not settled — and very probably may not be settled ; 
and that will do the poor girl harm. She is very much 
admired ; there can be no doubt of that ; and Lord Dumbello— " 

The archdeacon opened his eyes still wider. He had had 
no idea that such a choice of sons-in-law was being prepared 
for him ; and, to tell the truth, was almost bewildered by the 
height of his wife*s ambition. Lord Lufton, with his barony 
and twenty thousand a year, might be accepted as just good 
enough; but failing him there was an embryo marquis, 
whose fortune would be more than ten times as great, all 
ready to accept his child I And then he thought, as husbandu 
sometimes will think, of Susan Harding as she was when 
he had gone a-courting to her under the elms before the 
house in the warden*s garden at Barchester, and of dear old 
Mr. Harding, his wife's father, who still lived in humble 
lodgings in that city ; and as he thought, he wondered at and 
admired the greatness of that lady*s mind. '' I never can 
forgive Lord De Terrier,** said the lady, connecting various 
points together in her own mind. 
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''That*8 nonsense," said tbe arobdeacon. ^'You miut 
forgive him.'* 

" And I must confess that it annoys me to leave London at 
present.'* 

"It can't be helped," said the archdeacon, somewhat 
gmffly ; for he was a man who, on certain points, chose to 
have his own way — and had it. 

" Oh, no : I know it can't be helped," said Mrs. Grantly, 
in a tone which implied a deep injury. '' I know it can't be 
helped. Poor Griselda 1 " And then they went to bed. 
On the next morning Griselda came to her, and in an interview 
that was strictly private, her mother said more to her than 
she had ever yet spoken, as to the prospects of her fnture Hie« 
Hitherto, on this subject, Mrs. Grantly had said little or 
nothing. She would have been well pleased that her daughter 
should have received the incense of Lord Lufton's vows — or, 
perhaps, as well pleased had it been the incense of Lord 
Dumbello's vows — without any interference on her part. In 
such case her child, she knew, would have told her with 
quite sufficient eagerness, and the matter in either case would 
have been arranged as a very pretty love match. She had no 
fear of any impropriety or of any rashness on Griselda's partL 
She had thoroughly known her daughter when she boasted 
that Griselda would never indulge in an imauthorized passion. 
But as matters now stood, with those two strings to her bow, 
and with that Lufton-Grantly alliance treaty in existence-^ 
of which she, Griselda herself, knew nothing — might it not be 
possible that the poor child should stumble through want of 
adequate direction ? Guided by these thoughts, Mrs. Grantly 
had resolved to say a few words before she left London. So 
she wrote a line to her daughter, and Griselda reached Mount 
Street at two o'clock in Lady Lufton's carriage, which, during 
the interview, waited for her at the beer-shop round the 
corner. 

"And papa won't be Bishop of Westminster?" said the 
young lady, when the doings of the giants had been sufficiently 
explained to make her understand that all those hopes were 
over. 

" No, my dear ; at any rate not now." 

" What a shame ! I thought it was all settled. What*8 
the good, mamma, of Lord De Terrier being prime minister, 
if he can't make whom he likes a bishop?" 

'' I don^t think that Lord De Terrier has behaved at all 
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well to your father. However, that^s a long question, and we 
can't go into it now." 

"How glad those Proudies will be I" Griselda would 
have talked by the hour on this subject had her mother 
allowed her, but it was necessaiy that Mrs. Grantlj should 
go to other matters. She began about Ladj Lufton, saying 
what a dear woman her ladyship was ; and then went on to 
say that Griselda was to remain in London as long as it suited 
her friend and hostess to stay there with her ; but added, that 
this might probably not be very long, as it was notorious that 
Lady Lullon, when in London, was always in a hurry to get 
hack to Framley. 

^But I don't think she is in such a hurry this year, 
mamma," said Griselda, who in the month of May preferred 
Bmton Street to Plumstead, and had no objection whatever to 
the coronet on the panels of Lady Luzon's coach. And then 
Mrs. Grantly commenced her explanation — ^very cautiously. 
"No, my dear, I dare say she is not in such a hurry this 
year, — ^that is, as long as you remain with her." 

" I am sure she is very kind." 

" She is very kind, and you ought to love her very much. 
I know I do. I have no fnend in the world for whom I have 
a greater regard than for Lady Lufton. It is that which 
makes me so happy to leave you with her." 

" All the same, I wish that you and papa had remained up ; 
that is, if they had made papa a bishop." 

" It's no good thinking of that now, my dear. What I 
particularly wanted to say to you was this : I think you should 
know what are the ideas which Lady Luflton entertains." 

" Her ideas I " said Griselda, who had never troubled her- 
self much in thinking about other people's thoughts. 

" Yes, Griselda. ' While you were staying down at Framley 
Court, and also, I suppose, since you have been up here in 
Bmton Street, you must have seen a good deal of— ^Lord 
Lufton." 

" He doesn't come very often to Bruton Street, — that is to 
say, not very often." 

"H-m," ejaculated Mrs. Grantly, very gently. She would 
willingly have repressed the sound altogether, but it had been 
too much for her; If she found reason to think that Lady 
Luilon was playing her false, she would immediately take her 
daughter away, break up the treaty, and prepare for the 
Hartletop alliance. Such were the thoughts that ran through 
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her mind. But she knew all the while that Lady Luilon vai 
not false. The fault was not with Lady Luflon ; nor, perhaps, 
altogether with Lord Luflon. Mrs. Grantly had understood 
the full force of the complaint which Lady Luflon had made 
against her daughter ; and though she had of course defended 
her child, and on the whole had defended her successfully, yet 
she confessed to herself that Griselda^s chance of a first-rate 
establishment would be better if she were a little more 
impulsiye. A man does not wish to marry a statue, let the 
statue be ever so statuesque. She could not teach her daughter 
to be impulsive, any more than she could teach her to be six 
feet high ; but might it not be possible to teach her to seem 
so 7 The task was a very delicate one, even for a mother's 
hand. ^' Of course he cannot be at home now as much as he 
was down in the country, when he was living in the same 
house," said Mrs. Grantly, whose business it was to take Lord 
Luflon*s part at the present moment. " He must be at his 
club, and at the House of Lords, and in twenty places." 

<' He is very fond of going to parties, and he dances beauti- 
fdly." 

'^ I am sure he does. I have seen as much as that myself, 
and I think I know some one with whom he likes to dance." 
And the mother gave daughter a loving little squeeze. 

<< Do you mean me, mamma 7 " 

'^ Yes, I do mean you, my dear. And is it not true 7 Lady 
Luflon says that he likes dancing with you better than with 
any one else in London." 

^'I don't know," said Griselda, looking down upon the 
gpround. Mrs. Grantly thought that this upon the whole was 
rather a good opening. It might have been better. Some 
point of interest more serious in its nature than that of a 
waltz might have been found on which to connect her 
daughter's sympathies with those of her future husband. Bat 
any point of interest was better than none; and it is so difficult 
to find points of interest in persons who by their nature are 
not impulsive. 

*^ Lady Luflon says so, at any rate," continued Mrs. Grantly, 
ever so cautiously. '' She thinks that Lord Luflun likes no 
partner better. What do you think yourself, Griselda? " 

'' I don't know, mamma." 

^ But young ladies must think of such thingSi must they not?" 

*' Must they, mamma 7 " 

*< J suppose they do, don't they 7 The truth is, Crxis^d^i 
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that Lady Lafton thinks that if Can you guess what it 

b she thinks?" 

'^ No, mamma." But that was a fib on Griselcla^s part. 

"She thinks that my Griselda would make the best possible 
^e in the world for her son : and I think so too. I think that 
her son will be a very fortunate man if he can get such a 
wife. And now what do you think, Griselda ? " 

"I don*t think anything, mamma." But that would not do. 
It was absolutely necessary that she should think, and 
absolutely necessary that her mother should tell her so. Such 
a degree of unimpulsiveness as this would lead to h eaven 
knows what results 1 Luflon-Grantly treaties and Hartietop 
interests would be all thrown away upon a young lady 
who would not think anything of a noble suitor sighing for 
her smiles. Besides, it was not natural. Griselda, as her 
mother knew, had never been a girl of headlong feeling ; but 
still she had had her likes and her dislikes. In that matter of 
the bishopric she was keen enough ; and no one could evince 
a deeper interest in the subject of a well-made new dress than 
Griselda Grantly. It was not possible that she should be 
indifferent as to her future prospects, and she must know that 
those prospects depended mainly on her marriage. Her 
mother was almost angry with her, but nevertheless she went 
on very gently : 

'^ Tou don^t think anything I But, my darling, you must 
think. You must make up your mind what would be your 
answer if Lord Lufton were to propose to you. That is what 
Lady Luflon wishes him to do.*' 

" But he never will, mamma." 

"And if he did?" 

" But Fm sure he never wilL He doesn*t think of such a 
thing at all — and— and — ^" 

"And what, my dear ? " 

" I don't know, mamma." 

" Surely you can speak out to me, dearest ! All I care 
about is your happiness. Both Lady Luf^n and I think that it 
would be a happy marriage if you both cared for each other 
enough. She thinks that he is fond of you.. But if he were 
ten times Lord Lufton I would not tease you about it if I 
thought that you could not learn to care about him. What 
was it you were going to say, my dear ? " 

" Lord Lufton thinks a great deal more of Lucy Bobarts 
than he does of— of— of any one else, I believe," said Griseldai 
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allowing now eome little animation by her manner, "dumpy 
little black thing that she is." 

" Lucy Robarts 1 " said Mrs. Grantly, taken by snrpriae at 
finding that her daughter was moved by such a passion as 
jealousy, and feeling also perfectly assured that there could not 
be any possible ground for jealousy in such a direction as that 
" Lucy Robarts, my dear 1 I don't suppose Lord Lufton evei 
thought of speaking to her, except in the way of civility." 

" Yes, he did, mamma I Don't you remember at Framley?" 
Mrs. Grantly began to look back in her mind,. and she thought 
she did remember having once observed Lord Luflon talking 
in rather a confidential manner with the parson's sister. But 
she was sure that there was nothing in it. If that was the 
reason why Griaelda was so cold to her proposed lover, it 
woidd be a thousand pities that it should not be removed. 
" Now you mention her, I do remember the young lady," said 
Mrs. Grantly, " a dark girl, very low, and without much 
figure. She seemed to me to keep very much in the back- 
ground." 

'* I don't know much about that, mamma." 
; '^ As far as I saw her, she did. But, my dear Griselda, 
you should not allow yourself to think of such a thing. 
Lord Luflon, of course, is bound to be civil to any young 
lady in his mother's house, and I am quite sure that he has 
no other idea whatever with regard to Mins Robarts. I 
certainly cannot speak as to her intellect, for I do not think 
she opened her mouth in my presence; . but—" 

" Oh I she has plenty to say for herself, when she pleases. 
She's a sly little thing." 

" But, at any rate, my dear, she has no personal attractions 
whatever, and .1 do not at all think that Lord Luflon is a man 
to be taken by — by — by anything that Miss Robarts might 
do or say." As those words " personal attractions " were 
uttered, Griselda managed so to turn her neck as to catch a 
side view of herself in one of the mirrors on the wall, and 
then she bridled ^herself up, and made a little play with her 
^ea, and looked, as her mother thought, very well. " It is 
all nothing to me, mamma, of course," she said. 

" Well, my dear, perhaps not. I don't say that it is. I 
do not wish to put the slightest constraint upon your fcelinga 
If I did not have the most thorough dependence on your good 
eense and high principles, I should not speak to you in this waj* 
But as I have, I thought it best to tell you that both Lady 
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LafUm and I should be well pleased if we thought that 70a 
apd Lord Lnilon were fond of each other." 
"1 am sure he never thinks of such a thing, mamma.*' 
" And as for LUC7 Bobarts, praj get that idea out of your 
bead; if not for your sake, then for his. You should give 
him credit for better taste." But it was not so easy to take 
anything out of Griselda^s head that she had once taken into 
it. "As for tastes, mamma, there is no accounting for them," 
fibe said ; and then the colloquy on that subject was over. 
The result of it on Mrs. Grantly's mind was a feeling amounting 
Almost to a conviction in favour of the Dumbello intefest. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

niPXJLSIVB. 

I TRUST my readers will all remember how Puck the pony 
was beaten during that drive to Hogglestock. It may be 
presumed that Puck himself on that occasion did not suffer 
much. His skin was not so soft as Mrs. Bobarts' heart The 
little beast was full of oats and all the good things of this 
world, and therefore, when the whip touched him, he would 
dance about and shake his little ears, and run on at a tre- 
mendous pace for twenty yards, making his mistress think 
that he had endured teiTible things. But, in truth, during 
those whippings Puck was not the chief sufferer. Lucy had 
been forced to declare — ^forced by the strength of her own 
feelings, and by the impossibility of assenting to the propriety 

of a marriage between Lord Lufton and Miss Grantly , 

she had been forced to declare that she did care about Lord 
Luflon as much as though he were her brother. She had 
said all this to herself— nay, much more than this — ^very often. 
But now she had said it out loud to her sister-in-law ; and 
she knew that what she had said was remembered, considered, 
and had, to a certain extent, become the cause of altered 
conduct. Fanny alluded very seldom to the Luflons in 
casual conversation, and never spoke about Lord Lufton, 
unless when her husband made it impossibk that she should 
not speak of him. Lucy had attempted on more than one 
occasion to remedy this, by talking about the young lord in a 
laughing and, perhaps, half-jeering way ; she had been sar- 
castic as to his hunting and lE^ooting, and had boldly attempted 
b say a word in joke about his love for Griselda. But 9bo 
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felt that she had failed ; that she had failed altogether as 
regarded Fanny ; and that as to her brother, she would more 
probably be the means of opening his eyes, than have any 
effect in keeping them closed. So she gave up her efforts 
and spoke no further word about Lord Lufion. Her secret 
had been told, and she knew that it had been told. At this 
time the two ladies were left a great deal alone together in the 
drawing-room at the parsonage ; more, perhaps, than had ever 
yet been ilie case since Lucy had been there. Lady Luilon 
was away, and therefore the almost daily visit to Framley 
Court was not made ; and Mark in these days was a great 
deal at Barchester, having, no doubt, very onerous duties to 
perform before he could be admitted as one of that chapter. 
He went into, what he was pleased to call residence, almost at 
once. That is, he took his month of preaching, aiding also in 
some slight and very dignified way, in the general Sunday 
morning services. He did not exactly live at Barchester, 
because the house was not ready, lliat at least was the 
assumed reason. The chattels of Dr. Stanhope, the late pre- 
bendary, had not been as yet removed, and there was likely 
to be some little delay, creditors asserting their right to them. 
This might have been very inconvenient to a gentleman 
anxiously expecting the excellent house which the liberality 
of past ages had provided for his use ; but it was not so felt 
by Mr. Robarts. If Dr. Stanhope's family or creditors would 
keep the house for the next twelve months, he would be well 
pleased. And by this arrangement he was enabled to get 
through his first month of absence from the church of Framley 
without any notice from Lady Luilon, seeing that Lady 
Luflon was in London all the time. This also was convenient, 
and taught our young prebendary to look on his new prefer- 
ment more favourably than he had hitherto done. 

Fanny and Lucy were thus left much alone : and as out of 
the full head the mouth speaks, so is the full heart more 
prone to speak at such periods of confidence as these. Lucy, 
when she first thought of her own state, determined to endow 
herself with a powerfiil gift of reticence. She would never 
tell her love, certainly ; but neither would she let concealment 
feed on her damask cheek, nor would she ever be found for a 
moment sitting like Patience on a monument. She would 
fight her own fight bravely within her own bosom, and 
conquer her enemy altogether. She would either preach, or 
•tarve, or weary her love into subjeotioni and no one aboold 
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he a bit the wiser. She would teach herself to shake hands 
with Lord LufloB without a quiver, and would be prepared to 
like his wife amazingly — ^unless indeed that wife should bo 
Griselda Grantlj. Such were her resolutions ; but at the end 
of the first week they were broken into shivers and scattered 
to the winds. They had been sitting in the house together 
the whole of one wet day ; and as Mark was to dine in 
Barchester with the dean, they had had dinner early, eating 
with the children almost in their laps. It is so that ladles 
do, when their husbands leave them to themselves. It w.is 
getting dusk towards evening, and they were still sitting in 
the drawing-room, the children now having retired, when 
Mrs. Bobarts for the fifth time since her visit to Hogglestoclc 
began to express her wish that she could do some good to tlic 
Crawleys, — to Grace Crawley in particular, who, standing up 
there at her father's elbow, learning Greek irregular verbs, 
had appeared to Mrs. Ilobarts to be an especial object of pity. 
" I don't know how to set about it," said Mrs. Eobarts. 
Now any allusion to that visit to Hogglestock always drove 
Lucy's mind back to the consideration of the subject which 
had most occupied it at the time. She at such moments 
remembered how she had beaten Puck, and how in her half- 
bantering but still too serious manner she had apologized for 
doing so, and had explained the reason. And therefore she 
did not interest herself about Grace Crawley as vividly as 
ahe should have done. ** No ; one never does," she said. 

'* I was thinking about it all that day as I drove home," 
aaid Fanny. " The difficulty is this : What can we do with 
her 7 " 

" Exactly," said Lucy, remembering the very point of the 
road at which she had declared that she did like Lord Lufton 
very much. 

" If we could have her here for a month or so and then 
send her to school; — ^but I know Mr. Crawley would not 
allow us to pay for her schooling." 

" I don't think he would," said Lucy, with her thoughts 
far removed from Mr. Crawley and his daughter Grace. 

"And then we should not know what to do with her; 
shotdd we ? " 

" No ; you would not." 

"It would never do to have the poor girl about the house 
here, with no one to teach her anything. Mark would not 
teach her Greek verbs, you know." 

17 
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" I fitippose not." 

" Lucy, you are not attending to a word I say to you, and 
I don't think you have for the last hour. I don't believe you 
know what I am talking about" 

" Oh, yes, I do — Grace Crawley ; FU try and teach her 
if you like, only I don't know anything myself." 

'' That's not what I mean at all, and you know I would not 
ask you to take such a task as that on yourself. But I do 
think you might talk it over with me/' 

"Might I? very Avell; I wiH. What is it? oh, Grace 
Crawley — you want to know who is to teach her the irr^ular 
Greek verbs. Oh, dear, Fanny, my head does ache so : pray 
don't be angry with me." And then Lucy, throwing herself 
back on the sofa, put one hand up painfully to her forehead, 
and altogether gave up the battle. Mrs. Eobarts was by her 
side in a moment. " Dearest Lticy, what is it makes your 
head ache so often now ? you used not to have those headaches." 

" It's because I'm gi'owing stupid : never mind. We will 
go on about poor Gn^ce. It would not do to have a gover- 
ness, would it ? " 

" I can see that you are not well, Lucy," said Mrs. Robarts, 
with a look of deep concern. " What is it, dearest ? I can 
sec that something is the matter." 

" Something the matter ! No, there's not ; nothing worth 
talking of. Sometimes I think I'll go back to Devonshire and 
live there. I could stay with Blanche for a time, and then 
get a lodging in Exeter." 

" Go back to Devonshire ! " and Mrs. Hobarts looked as 
though she thought that her sister-in-law was going mad. 
" Why do you want to go away from us ? This is to be your 
own, own home, always now." 

" Is it ? Then I am in a bad way. Oh dear, oh dear, 
what a fool I am I What an idiot I've been ! Fanny, I don't 
think I can stay here ; and I do so wish I'd never come. 
I do — ^I do — I do, though you look at me so horribly," and 
jumping up she threw hei-self into her sister-in-law's arms 
and began kissing her violently. "Don't pretend to be 
wounded, for you know that I love you. You know that I 
could live with you all my life, and think you were perfect- 
as you are ; but " 

" Has Mark said anything ? " 

" Not a word| — not a ghost of a syllable. It u noft Mark; 
oh, Fanny I ** 
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'* I am «Sndi I know what yon mean,*' said Mrs. Robarts in a 
low tremulous voice, and with deep sorrow painted on her face. 

" Of course you do; of course you know ; you have known 
it all along ; since that day in the pony carriage. I knew that 
pa knew it. You do not dare to mention his name ; would 
not that tell me that you know it 7 And I, I am hypocrite 
enough for Mark ; but my hypocrisy won't pass muster before 
you. And, now, had I not better go to Devonshire 7 " 

" Dearest, dearest Lucy." 

" Was I not right about that labelling 7 O heavens ! what 
idiots we girls are 1 That a dozen soil words should have 
bowled me over like a ninepin, and lefl me without an inch 
of ground to call my own. And I was so proud of my 
own strength ; so sure that I should never be missish, and 
spoony, and sentimental ! I was so determined to like him as 
Mark does, or you " 

^ I shall not like him at all if he has spoken words to you 
that he should not have spoken." 

"But he has not." And then she stopped a moment to 
consider. " No, he has not. He never said a word to me 
that would make you angry with him if you knew of it. 
Except, perhaps, that he called me Lucy ; and that was my 
&alt, not his." 

" Because you talked of soft words." 

"Fanny, you have no idea what an absolute fool I am, 
what an unutterable ass. The soft words of which I tell you 
were of the kind which he speaks to you when he asks you 
how the cow gets on which he sent you from Lreland, or to 
Mark about Ponto's shoulder. He told me that he knew 
papa, and that he was at school with Mark, and that as he 
was such good friends with you here at the parsonage, he 
must be good friends with me too. No ; it has not been his 
fault. The soft words which did the mischief were such Us 
those. But how wdl his mother understood the world I In order 
to have been safe, I should not have dared to look at him." 

" But, dearest Lucy " 

** I know what you are going to say, and I admit it all. 
He is no hero. There is nothing on earth wonderful about 
him. I never heard him say a single word of wisdom, or 
uttier a thought that was akin to poetry. He devotes all his 
energies to riding after a fox or killing poor birds, and I 
never heard of his doing a single great action in my life. 
And yet——" Fanny was so astounded by the way her 
^ '' 17—2 
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aster-in-Iaw went on, that she hardly knew how to 
speak. '' He is an excellent son, I believe," at last she 
said. 

'* Except when he goes to Gathermn Castle. Til tell you 
what he has : he has fine straight legs, and a smooth fore- 
head, and a good-humoured eye, and white teeth. Was it 
possible to see such a catalogue of perfections, and not fall 
down, stricken to the very bone ? But it was not that that 
did it all, Fanny. 1 oould have stood against that. I think I 
could at least. It was his title that killed me. I had never 
spoken to a lord before. Oh, me ! what a fool, what a beast I 
have been 1" And then she burst out into tears. Mrs. Eobarts, 
to tell the truth, could hardly understand poor Lucy's ailment 
It was evident enough that her misery was real ; but yet she 
spoke of herself and her sufferings with so much irony, with 
so near an approach to joking, &at it was very hard to tell 
how far she was in earnest. Lucy, too, was so much given 
to a species of badinage which Mrs. Robarts did not always 
quite understand, that the latter was afraid sometimes to 
speak out what came uppermost to her tongue. But now 
that Lucy was absolutely in tears, and was almost breathless 
with excitement, she could not remain silent any longer. 
" Dearest Lucy, pray do not speak in that way ; it will all 
come right. Things always do come right when no one has 
acted wrongly." 

" Yes, when nobody has done wrongly. That's what papa 
used to call begging the question. But 111 tell you what, 
Fanny ; I will not be beaten. I will either kill myself or get 
through it. I am so heartily self-ashamed that I owe it to 
myself to fight the battle out." 

** To fight what battle, dearest?" 

'* This battle. Here, now, at the present moment I could 
not meet Lord Luflon. I should have to run like a scared 
fowl if he were to show himself within the gate ; and I should 
not dare to go out of the house, if I knew that he was in 
the parish." 

" I don't see that, for I am sure you have not betrayed 
yourself." 

" Well, no ; as for myself, I believe I have done the lying 
and the hypocrisy pretty well. But, dearest Fanny, you don't 
know half; and you cannot and must not know." 

'* But I thought you said there had been nothing whatever 
between you." 
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'^Did I? Well, to you I have not said a word that was 
not true. I said that he had spoken nothing that it was 
wrong for him to say. It could not be wrong— But 
never mind. 1*11 tell you what I mean to do. I have been 
thinking of it for the last week— only I shall have to tell 
Mark." 

" If I were you I would tell him all." 

"What, Mark 1 If you do, Fanny, 111 never, never, never 
speak to you again. Would you — when I have given you all 
my heart in true sisterly love ? " Mrs. Robarts had to explain 
that she had not proposed to tell anything to Mark herself, 
and wa^ persuaded, moreover,^ to give a solemn promise that 
she would not tell anything to him unless specially authorized 

to do 80. 

" m go into a home, I think," oontinued Lucy. " You 
know what these homes are?" Mrs. Bobarts assured her 
that she knew very well, and then Lucy went on : "A year 
ago I should have said that I was the last girl in England to 
think of such a life, but I do believe now that it would be 
the best thing for me. And then I'll starve myself, and flog 
myself, and in that way Fll get back my own mind and my 
own soul." 

" Your own soul, Lucy 1 " said Mrs. Bobarts, in a tone of 
horror. 

" Well, my own heart, if you like it better ; but I hate to 
hear myself talking about hearts. I don't care for my heart. 
I'd let it go— with this young popinjay lord or any one else, 
80 that I could read, and talk, and walk, and sleep, and eat, 
without always feeling that I was wrong here — here — here — ^" 
and she pressed her hand vehemently against her side. '' What 
is it that I feel, Fanny ? Why am I so weak in body that I 
cannot take exercise? Why cannot I keep my mind on a 
book for one moment ? Why can I not write two sentences 
together? Why should every mouthful that I eat stick in 
my throat ? Oh, Fanny, is it his legs, think you, or is it his 
title?" Through all her sorrow — and she was very sorrow- 
ed — Mrs. Bobarts could not help smiling. And, indeed, 
there was every now and then something even in Lucy's look 
that was almost comic. She acted the irony so well with 
which she strove to throw ridicule on herself I " Do laugh 
at me," she said. " Nothing on earth will do me so much 
good as that; nothing, unless, it be starvation and a whip. 
If you would only tell me that X must be a sneak and 
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an idiot to care for a man because he is good-looldng and a 
lordl" 

'' But that has not been the reason. There is a great deal 
more in Lord Lufion than that ; and since I must speak, dear 
Lucy, I cannot but say that I should not wonder at your being 
in love with him, only — only that " 

*^ Only what? Come, out with it Do not mince matters, 
or think that I shall be angry with you because you scold me." 

^* Only that I should have thought that you would haye 
been too guarded to have — ^have cared for any gentleman till 
— till he had shown that he cared for you.*' 

'< Guarded 1 Yes, that's it; that's just the word. But it's 
he that should have been guarded. He should have had a 
fire-guard hung before him, or a love-guard, if you will. 
Guarded 1 Was I not guarded, till you all would drag me out? 
Did I want to go there ? And when I was there, did I not 
make a fool of myself, sitting in a corner, and thinking how 
much better placed I should have been down in the servants* 
hall. Lady Lufton — she dragged me out, . and then cautioned 

me, and then, then Why is Lady Luflon to have it all 

her own way ? Why am I to be sacrificed for her ? I did not 
want to know Lady Luflon, or any one belonging to her." 

'^ I cannot think that you have any cause to blame Ladj 
Luflon, nor, perhaps, to blame anybody very much." ' 

'^ Well, no, it has been all my own fault ; though, for die 
life of me, Fanny, going back and back, I cannot see where 
I took the first fiilse step. I do not know where I went 
wrong. One wrong thing I did, and it is the only thing that 
I do not regret" 

« What was that, Lucy ? '* 

" I told him a He.'* 

Mrs, Bobarts was altogether in the dark, and feeling that 
she was so, she knew that she could not give counsel as a 
friend or a sister. Lucy had begun by declaring — so 
Mrs. Eobarts -thought — ^that nothing had passed between her 
and Lord Lufton but words of most trivial import, and yet 
she now accused herself of falsehood, and declared that tiiat 
falsehood was the only thing which she did not regret 1 

" I hope not," said Mrs. Eobarts. " If you did, you were 
very unlike yourself." 

^* But I did, and were he here again, speaking to me in the 
same way, I should repeat it. I know I should. If I did not, 
I should have all the world on me« You would frown on me^ 
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•nd be cold. My darling Fanny, how would 70a look if J 

realij displeasured 70U ?" 

** I don't think you will do that, Lucy." 

" But if I told him the truth I should, should I not ? Speak 
now. But no, Fanny, you need not speak. It was not the 
fear of you; no, nor eren of her : though Heaven knows that 
iier terrible glumness. would be quite unendurable." 

"I cannot understand you, Lucy. What truth or what 
untruth can you have told him, if, as you say, there has been 
nothing between you but ordinary conversation ? " 

Lucy then got up from the sofa, and walked twice the 
length of the room before she spoke. Mrs. Eobarts had all 
the ordinary curiosity — I was going to say, of a woman, but 
I mean to ^ay, of humanity ; and she had, moreover, all the 
love of a sister. She was both curious and anxious, and 
remained sitting where she was, silent, and with her eyes 
fixed on her companion. "Did I say so?" Lucy said at last. 
"No, Fanny, you have mistaken me — I did not say that. Ah, 
yes, about the cow and the dog. All that was true. I was 
telling you of what his soft words had been while I wac 
becoming such a fool. Since that he has said more." 

" What more has he said, Lucy ? " 

" I yearn to tell you, if only I can trust you ; " and Lucy 
knelt down at the feet of Mrs. Robarts, looking up into her 
face and smiling through the remaining drops of her tears. 
." I. would fain tell you, but I do not know you yet — whether 
you are quite true. I could be true — true against all the 
World, if my friend told me. I will tell you, Fanny, if you 
Bay that you can be tru^. But if you doubt yourself, if you 
must whisper all to Mark— then let us be silent." 

There was something almost awful in this to Mrs. Robarts. 
Hitherto, since their marriage, hardly a thought had passed 
through her mind which obe had pot shared with her husband. 
But now all this had come upon her so suddenly, that she 
was unable tQ think whether it would be well that she should 
become the depositary of such a secret — ^not to be mentioned 
to Lucy's brother, not tp be mentioned to her own husband. 
But who ever yet was offered a secret and declined it ? Who 
at least ever declined a love secret ? What sister could do 
80? Mrs. JRobarts, therefore, gave the promise, smoothing 
IfXkcy^B jiair aa she did so, and kissing her forehead and looking 
into her eyes, which, like a rainbow, were the brighter for 
her tears. " And what has he said to you, Lucy ? " 
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*^ What ? Only this, that he asked me to be his wife.** 

" Lord Luflon proposed to you ? *' 

"Yes; proposed to me. It is not credible, is it? You 
cannot bring yourself to believe that such a thing happened, 
cnn you ? " And Lucy rose again to her feet, as the idea of 
the scorn with which she felt that others would treat her — 
with which she herself treated herself — ^made the blood rise to 
her cheek. '* And yet it is not a dream — I think that it is 
not a dream. I think that he really did." 

" Thuik, Lucy 1" 

" Well, I may say that I am sure.'* 

'^ A gentleman would not make you a formal proposal, and 
leave you in doubt as to what he meant." 

" Oh dear, no. There was no doubt at all of that kind— 
none in the least. Mr. Smith, in asking Miss Jones to do him 
the honour of becoming Mrs. Smith, never spoke more plainly. 
I was alluding to the possibility of having dreamt it aU." 

"Lucy I" 

*' Well, it was not a dream. Here, standing here, on this 
very spot—on that flower of the carpet — ^he begged me a 
dozen times to be his wife. I wonder whether you and Maik 
would let me cut it out and keep it.** 

** And what answer did you make to him ? ** 

" I lied to him, and told him that I did not love him.** 

" You refused him ? ** 

'' Yes; I refused a live lord. There is some satis&ction in 
having that to think of, is there not 7 Fanny, was I wicked 
to tell that felsehood ? ** 

** And why did you refuse him ? ** 

" Why ? Can you ask ? Thmk what it would have been 
to go down to Framley Court, and to tell her ladyship, in the 
rourse of conversation, that I was engaged to her son. Think 
of Lady Luflon. But yet it was not that, Fanny. Had I 
thought that it was good for him, that he would not have 
repented, I would have braved anything — ^for his sake. Even 
your frown, for you would have frowned. You would have 
thought it sacrilege for me to marry Lord LuftonI You 
know you would." 

Mrs. Eobarts hardly knew how to say what she thought, or 
indeed what she ought to think. It was a matter on wlii<^ 
much meditation would be required before she could givB 
advice, and there was Lucy expecting counsel from her at 
thi^t very moment. If Lord Lufton really lored Lucy Robartti 
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and was loved by Lucy Bobarts, wby should not tbey twp 
become man and wife ? And yet she did feel that it would 
be— perhaps not sacrilege, as IfUcy had said, but something 
almost as troublesome. What would Lady Luilon say, or 
think, or feel 7 What would she say, and think, and feel as 
to that parsonage from which so deadly a blow would &11 
upon her ? Would she not accuse the vicar and the vicar's 
wife of the blackest ingratitude ? Would life be endurable at 
Framley under such circumstances as those ? 

^^ What you tell me so surprises me, that I hardly as yet 
know how to speak about it," said Mrs. Robarts. 

*' It was amazing, was it not ? He must have been insane 
at the time ; there can be no other excuse made for him. I 
wonder whether there is anything of that sort in the family ? " 

^* What ; madness ? *' said Mrs. Bobarts, quite in earnest. 

'^ Well, don't you think he must have been mad when such 
an idea as that came into his head ? But you don't believe 
it; I can see that. And yet it is as true as heaven. Standing 
exactly here, on this spot, he said that he would persevere tiU 
1 accepted his love. I wonder what made me specially observe 
that both his feet were within the lines of that division." 

" And you would not accept his love ? " 

^^ No ; I would have nothing to say to it. Look you, I 
stood here, and putting my hand upon my heart — for he bade 
me to do l^at — I said that I could not love him." 

" And what then ? " 

" He went away — ^with a look as though he were heart- 
broken. He crept away slowly, saying that he was the most 
'Wretched soul alive. For a minute I believed him, and could 
ahnost have called him back ; but no, Fanny, do not think 
that I am over proud, or conceited about my conquest. He 
had not reached the gate before he was thanking God for his 
escape." 

" That I do not beHeve." 

'^ But I do; and I thought of Lady Lufton too. How could 
I bear that she should scorn me, and accuse me of stealing her 
son's heart ? I know that it is better as it is ; but tell me — 
is a falsehood always wrong, or can it be possible that the end 
should justify the means? Ought I to have told him the 
truth, and to have let him know that I could almost kiss the 
ground on which he stood?" 

This was a question for the doctors which Mrs. Bobarts 
would not take upon herself to answer. She would not make 
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that falsehood matter of accusation, but neither wovdd'ahe 
pronounce for it any absolution. In that matter Lucy most 
regulate her own conscience. 

*^ And what shall I do next 7 '* said Lucy, still speaking in 
a tone that was half tragic and half jeering. 

" Do 7 " said Mrs. Robarts. 

'* Yes, something must be done. If I were a man I should 
go to Switzerland, of course ; or, as the case is a bad one, 
perhaps as far as Hungary. What is it that girls do ? thc^ 
don^t die now-a-days, I believe." 

** Lucy, I do not believe that you care for him one jot. li 
you were in love you would not speak of it like that." 

'' There, there. That*s my only hope. If I could laugh at 
myself till it had become incredible to you, I also, by d^rees, 
should cease to believe that I had cared for him? But, Fanny, 
it is very hard. If I were to starve, and rise before daybreak, 
. and pinch myself, or do some nasty work,— dean the pots and 
pans and the candlesticks ; that I think would do the most 
good. I have got a piece of sack-cloth, and I mean to wear 
that, when I have made it up." 

" You are joking now, Lucy, I know." 

'^No, by my word.; not in the spirit .of what I am saying. 
How shall I act upon my heart, if I do not do it through the 
blood and the flesh 7 '' 

^' Do you not pray that God will give you s^ength to bear 
these troubles?*' 

" But how is one to word one's prayer, or how even to word 
one's wishes 7 I do not know what is the wrong that. I hare 
done. I say it boldly ; in this matter I cannot sec my oivn 
fault. I have simply found that I have been a fooL" 

It was now quite dark in the room, or would have been so 
to any one entering it afresh. They had remained there talk- 
ing till their eyes had become accustomed to the gloom, and 
would still have remained, had they not suddenly been dis- 
turbed by the sound of a horse's feet. 

** Thei'e is Mark," said Fanny, jumping up and running to 
the bell, that lights might be ready when he should enter. 

^* I thought he remained in Barchester tq-night." 

^ And so did I ; but he said it might be doubtful What 
shall we do if he has not dined 7 " That, I believe, is alwajB 
the fii'st thought in the mind of a good wife when her husband 
returns home. Has he had his dinner 7 What can I give 
him for dinner? Will he like his dinner? Oh dear, oh dear! 
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there ib nothiag in Ae hoiue but cold mutton. But on this 
ooeasioQ the lord of the mansion had dined, and came home 
ladiant 'with good-humour, and owing, perhaps, a little of hia 
radiance to the dean's claret. ^* I have told them,*' said he, 
^^ that they may keep possession of the house for the next two 
months, and they have agreed to that arrangement*' 

"That is very pleasant," said Mrs. Robarts. 

"And I don't think we shall have so much trouble about 
the dilapi^ons after all." 

"I am very glad of that," said Mrs. Robarts. But neverw 
theless she was thinking much more of Lucy than of the 
house in Barchester Close. 

^ You won't betray me," said Lucy, as she gave her sister- 
in-law a parting kiss at night. 

"No; not unless you give me permission*" 

"Ah; I shall never do that'* 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

SOUTH AUDLET STREET. 

The Duke of Omnitmi had notified to Mr. Pothergill his wish 
that some arrangement should be made about the Chaldicotes 
mortgages, and Mr. Fothergill had understood what the duke 
meant as well as though his instriictions had been written 
down with all a lawyer's verbosity. The duke's mcnning was 
this, that Chaldicotes was to be fwept up and garnered, and 
made part and parcel of the Gatherum property. It had 
seemed to the duke that that aifair between his friend and 
Miss Dunstable was hanging fire, and, therefore, it would be 
well that Chaldicotes should be swept up and garnered. And, 
moreover, tidings had come into the western division of the 
county that young Frank Gresham of Boxall Hill was in 
treaty with the Government for the purchase of all that Crown 
property called the Chace of Chaldicotes. It had been offered 
to the duke, but the duke had given no definite answer. Had 
he got his money back from Mr. Sowerby he could have fore- 
stalled Mr. Gresham ; but now that did not seem to be pro- 
bable, and his grace was resolved that either the one property 
or the other should be duly garnered. Therefore Mr. Fother- 
gill went up to town, and therefor^ Mr. Sowerby was, most 
unwillingly, compelled to have a business interview with Mn 
Fothergill. In the meantime, since last we saw him, Mr 
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Sowerby had learned from his Bister the answer which Misa 
Dunstable had given to his proposition, and knew that he had 
no further hope in that direction. There was no further hope 
thence of absolute deliverance, but there had been a tender of 
money services. To give Mr. Sowerby his due, he had at 
once declared that it would be quite out of the question that 
he should now receive any assistance of that sort from Miss 
Dunstable ; but his sister had explained to him that it would 
be a mere business transaction ; that Miss Dunstable would 
receive her interest ; and that, if she would be content with 
four per cent., whereas the duke received five, and other 
creditors six, seven, eighty ten, and heaven only knows how 
much more, it might be well for all parties. He, himself, un- 
derstood, as well as Fothergill had done, what was the mean- 
ing of the duke^s message. Chaldicotes was to be gathered 
up and garnered, as had been done with so many another &ir 
property lying in those regions. It was to be swallowed 
whole, and the master was to walk out from his old £imily 
hall, to leave the old woods that he loved, to give up utterly 
to another the parks and paddocks and pleasant places which 
he had known from his earliest in&ncy, and owned from his 
earliest manhood. 

There can be nothing more bitter to a man than such a 
surrender. What, compared to this, can be the loss of wealth 
to one who has himself made it, and brought it together, but 
has never actually seen it with his bodily eyes ? Such wealth 
has come by one chance, and goes by another: the loss of it 
is part of the game which the man is playing ; and if he can- 
not lose as well as win, he is a poor, weak, cowardly creature. 
Such men, as a rule, do know how to bear a mind fairly equal 
to adversity. But to have squandered the acres which have 
descended from generation to generation ; to be the member 
of one's family that has ruined that family; to have swiJlowed 
up in one's own maw all that should have graced one's children, 
and one's grandchildren 1 It seems to me that the misfortunes 
of this world can hardly go beyond that 1 Mr. Sowerby, i^ 
spite of his recklessness and that dare-devil gaiety which he 
knew so well how to wear and use, felt all this as keenly as 
any man could feel it It had been absolutely his own fault. 
The acres had come to him all his own, and now, before his 
death, every one of them would have gone bodily into that 
greedy maw. The duke had bought up nearly all the debts 
which had been secured upon the property, and now coula 
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nukke a dean sweep of it Sowerbj, when he received that 
message from Mr. Fothei^gill, knew well that this was in- 
tended ; and he knew well also, that when once he should 
cease to be Mr. Sowerby of Chaldicotes, he need nerer again 
hope to be returned as member for West Barsetshire. This 
world would for him be all over. And what must such a 
man feel when he reflects that this world is for him all over ? 
On the morning in question he went to his appointment, still 
bearing a cheerful countenance. Mr. Fothergill, when in 
town on such business as this, always had a room at his ser- 
vice in the house of Messrs. Gumption and Gagebee, the duke's 
London law agents, and it was thither that Mr. Sowerby had 
been summoned. The house of business of Messrs. Gump- 
tion and Gitgebee was in South Audley Street ; and it may 
be said that there was no spot on the whole earth which Mr. 
Sowerby so hated as he did the gloomy, dingy back sitting- 
room up-stairs in that house. He had been there very often, 
but had never been there without annoyance. It was a horrid 
torture-chamber, kept for such dread purposes as these, and 
no doubt had been Airnished, and papered, and curtained with 
the express object of finally breaking down the spirits of such 
poor coimtry gentlemen as chanced to be involved. Every- 
thing was of a brown crimson,-— of a crimson that had become 
brown. Sunlight, real genial light of the sun, never made its 
Way there, and no amount of candles could illumine the gloom 
of that brownness. The windows were never washed ; the 
ceiling was of a dark brown ; the old Turkey carpet was thick 
with dust, and brown withal. The ungainly office-table, in 
the middle of the room, had been covered with black leather, 
but that was now brown. There was a bookcase full of dingy 
brown law books in a recess on one side of the fireplace, but 
no one had touched them for years, and over the chimney- 
piece hung some old legal pedigree table, black with soot. 
Such was the room which Mr. Fothergill always used in the 
busbess house of Messrs. Gumption and Gagebee, in South 
Audley Street, near to Park Lane. 

I once heard this room spoken of by an old friend of mine, 
one Mr. Gresham of Greshamsbury, the father of Frank Gresham, 
who was now about to purchase that part of the Chace of Chal- 
dicotes which belonged to the Crown. He also had had evil 
dajs, though now happily they were past and gone ; and he, 
too, had sat in that room, and listened to the voice of men who 
Were powerful over his property, and intended to use that 
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power. The idea which he left on my mind was much the 
same as that which I had entertained, when a boy, of a certain 
room in the castle of Udolpho. There was a chair in that 
Udolpho room in which those who sat were dragged out limb 
by limb, the head one way and the legs another ; the fingers 
were dragged off i'rom the hands, and the teeth out irom the 
jaws, and the hair off the head, and the flesh from the bones, 
and the joints from their sockets, till there was nothing left 
but a lifeless trunk seated in the chair. Mr. Gresham, as he 
told me, always sat in the same seat, and the tortures he 
suffered when iso seated, the dislocations of his property which 
he was forced to discuss, the operations on his very self which 
he was forced to witness, made me regard that room as worse 
than the chamber of Udolpho. He, luckily — a rare instance 
of good fortune — ^had lived to see all his bones and jointo pnt 
together again, and flourishing soundly ; but he never could 
speak of the room without horror. *^ No consideration on 
earth," he once said to me, very solemnly, — *^I say none, 
diould make me again enter that room." And indeed this 
feeling was so strong with him, that from the day when his 
affairs took a turn he would never even walk down South Audlej 
Street. On the morning in question into this torture-chamber 
Mr. Sowerby went, and there, after some two or three minutes, 
he was joined by Mr. Fothergill. 

Mr. Fothergill was, in one respect, like to his friend Sowerby. 
He enacted two altogether different persons on occasions which 
were altogether different. Generally speaking, with the world 
at large, he was a jolly, rollicking, popular man, fond of eating 
and drinking, known to be devoted to the duke*s interests, and 
supposed to be somewhat unscrupulous, or at any rate hard, 
when they were concerned; but in other respects a good* 
natured fellow: and there was a report about that he had 
once lent somebody money, without charging him interest or 
taking security. On the present occasion Sowerby saw at a 
glance that he had come thither with all the aptitudes and 
appurtenances of his business about him. He walked into the 
room with a short, quick step ; there was no smile on his face 
as he shook hands with his old friend 4 he brought with him 
a- box laden with papers and pardhments, and he had not been 
a minute in the room before he was seated in one of the old 
dingy chairs. '' How long have you been in town, FotheiigLll ? 
said Sowerby, still standing with his bade against the duntf^' 
H« had resolved on only one thing-^tbat noUung ^i^ 
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induce him to touch, look at, or listen to any of those papers. 
He kaew well enough that no good would come of that. He also 
had his own lawyer, to see that he was pilfered according to role. 

''How long? Since the day before yesterday. I never 
was so busy in my life. The duke, as usual, wants to have 
everything done at once." 

'' If he wants to have all that I owe him paid at once, he is 
like to be out in his reckoning." 

'' Ah, well ; Tm glad you are ready to come quiokly to 
business, because it's always best. Won't you come and sit 
down here ? " 

" No, thank you ; I'll stand." 

" But we shall have to go through these figures, you know." 

" Not a figure, Fothergill. What good would it do ? None 
to me, and none to you either, as I take it. If there is any- 
thing wrong. Potter 8 fellows will find it out. What is it iiie 
duke wants ? " 

" Well ; to tell the truth, he wants his money." 

" In one sense, and that the main sense, he has got it. He 
gets his interest regularly, does not he ? " 

" Pretty well for that, seeing how times are. But, Sowerby, 
that's nonsense. You understand the duke as well as I do, 
and you know very well what he wants. He has given you time, 
and if you had taken any steps towards getting the money, 
you might have saved the property." 

"A hundred and eighty thousand pounds! What steps 
could I take to get that? Ely a bill, and let Tozer have it to 
get cash on it in the city ! " 

" We hoped you were going to marry." 

" That's all off." 

" Then I don't think you can blame the duke for looking for 
his own. It does not suit him to have so large a sum standing 
out any longer. You see, he wants land, and will have it. 
Had you paid off what you owed him, he would have pur- 
chased the Crown property ; and now, it seems young Gresdiam 
has bid against him, and is to have it. This has riled him, 
and I may as well tell you fairly, that he is determined to 
have either money or marbles." 

'^ You mean that I am to be dispossessed." 

" Well, yes ; if you choose to call it so. My instructions 
are to foreclose at once." 

^^ Then I must say the duke is treating me most uncoia« 
monlyUL" . 
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" Well, Sowerby, I can't see it." 

'* I can, though. He has his money like clock-work ; and 
he has bought up these debts from persons who would have 
never disturbed me as long as they got their interest." 
" Haven't you had the seat 7 " 

'' The seat I and is it expected that I am to pay for that?** 
** I don't see that any one is asking you to pay for it. Yon 
are like a great many odier people that I know. You want to eat 
your cake and have it. You have been eating it for the last 
twenty years, and now you think yourself very ill used because 
the duke wants to have his turn." 

'^ I shall think myself very ill used if he sells me out — ^worse 
than ill used. I do not want to use strong language, but it 
will be more than ill usage. I can hardly believe that he 
really means to treat me in that way." 

'* It is very hard that he should want his own money ! " 
*' It is not his money that he wants. It is my property.** 
*^ And has he not paid for it? Have you not had the price 
of your property? Now, Sowerby, it is of no use for you to 
be angry ; you have known for the last three years what was 
coming on you as well as I did. Why should the duke lend 
you money without an object ? Of course he has his own 
views. But I do say this ; he has not hurried you ; and had 
you been able to do anything to save the place you might have 
done it. You have had time enough to look about 70a." 
Sowerby still stood in the place in which he had first fixed 
himself, and now for awhile he remained silent. His face was 
very stem, and there was in his countenance none of those 
winning looks which often told so powerfully with his young 
friends, — which had caught Lord Luflon and had charmed 
Mark Robarts. The world was going against him, and things 
around him were coming to an end. He was beginning to 
perceive that he had in truth eaten his cake, and that there 
was now little left for him to do, — unless he chose to blow oat 
his brains. He had said to Lord Lufton that a man's back 
should be broad enough for any burden with which he himself 
might load it. Could he now boast that his back was broad 
enough and strong enough for this burden ? But he had even 
then, at that bitter moment, a strong remembrance that it 
behoved him still to be a man. His final ruin was coming on 
him, and he would soon be swept away out of the knowledge 
and memory of those with whom he had lived. But, nevertbe- 
lessi he would bear himself well to the last. It was true that be 
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had made Ms own bed, and he understood the justice which 
required him to lie upon it. 

Daring all this time Fothergill occupied himself with the 
papers. He continued to turn oyer one sheet after another, 
as though he were deeply engaged in money considerations 
and calculations. But, in truth, during all that time he did 
not read a word. There was nothing there for him to read. 
The reading and the writing, and the arithmetic in such mat- 
ters, are done by tmderlings — ^not by such big men as Mr, 
Fothergill. His business was to tell Sowerby that he was to 
go. All those records there were of very little use. The duke 
had the power ; Sowerby knew that the duke had the power ; 
and Fothergiirs business was to explain that the duke meant 
to exercise his power. He was used to the work, and went on 
turning over the papers and pretending to read them, as 
though his doing so were of the greatest moment. *^ I shall 
Bee ^e duke myself," Mr. Sowerby said at last, and there was 
something almost dreadful in the sound of his voice. 

" You know that the duke won't see you on a matter of 
this kind. He never speaks to any one about money ; you 
know that as well as I do." 

"By , but he shall speak to me. Never speak to 

any one about money I Why is he ashamed to speak of it 
when he loves it so dearly ? He shall see me." 

" I have nothing further to say, Sowerby. Of course I 
shan't ask his grace to see you ; and if you force your way 
in on him you know what will happen. It won't be my 
doing if he is set against you. Nothing that you say to me 
in that way, — ^nothing that anybody ever says, — goes beyond 
myself." 

" I shall manage the matter through my own lawyer," said 
Sowerby; and then he tqpk his hat, and, wii?hout uttering 
another word, left the room. 

We know not what may be the nature of that eternal 
punishment to which those will be doomed who shall be 
judged to have been evil at the last ; but methinks that no 
more terrible torment can be devised than the memory of self- 
imposed ruin. What wretchedness can exceed that of remem- 
bering from day to day that the race has been all run, and has 
been altogether lost ; that the last chance has gone, and has 
gone in vain ; that the end has come, and with it disgrace, 
contempt, and self-scorn — disgrace that never can be redeemed, 
ootticmpt that never can be removed, and self-scorn that will 
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eat into one*8 vitals for ever 7 Mr. Sowerby was now .fifty; 
ho Lad enjoyed his chances in life; and as he walked back, up 
South Audley Street, he could not but think of the uses he 
Lad made of them. He had fallen into the possession of a 
fine property on the attainment of his manhood ; he had been 
endowed with more than average gifts of intellect ; never- 
fidling health had been given to him, and a vision fairly clear 
in discerning good from evil ; and now to what a pass had he 
brought himself ! And that man Fothergill had put all this 
before him in so terribly clear a light 1 Now that the day for 
Lis final demolishment had arrived, the necessity that he shoiild 
be demoli^ed — ^finished away at once, out of sight and out of 
mind — ^had not been softened, or, as it were, half hidden, bj 
any ambiguous phrase. *' You have had your cake, and eaten 
it — eaten it greedily. Is not that sufficient for you ? Would 
you eat your cake twice ? Would you have a succession of 
cakes ? No, my friend ; there is no succession of these cakes 
for those who eat them greedily. Your proposition is not a 
fair one, and we who have the whip-hand of you will not 
listen to it. Be good enough to vanish. Permit yourself to 
be swept quietly into the dunghill. All that there was abont 
you of value has departed from you ; and allow me to saj 
that you are now — rubbish." And then the ruthless besom 
comes with irresistible rush, and the rubbish is swept into the 
pit, there to be hidden for ever from the sight. And the pity 
of it is this — that a man, if he will only restrain his greed, m&j 
eat his cake and yet have it ; ay, and in so doing will have 
twice more the flavour of the cake than he who with gor- 
mandizing maw will devour his dainty all at once. Cakes in 
this world will grow by being fed on, if only the feeder be 
not too insatiate. On all which wisdom Mr. Sowerby pondered 
with sad heart and very melancholy mind as he walked awajr 
firom the premises of Messrs. Gumption and Gagebee. His 
intention had been to go down to the House afler leaving Mr. 
Fothergill, but the prospect of immediate ruin had been too 
much for him, and he knew that he was not fie to be seen at 
once among the haunts of men. And he had intended also to go 
down to Bar Chester early on the following morning— only for a 
few houi'S, that he might make further arrangements respecting 
that bill which Robartshad accepted for him. That bill— the 
second one — had now become due, and Mr.Tozerhad been with 
him. 

<< Now it ain^t no use in life, Mr. Sowerby/' Tozer had said* 
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^l ain't got the paper myself, nor didn't *old it, not two 

Ixwrnj. It went away through Tom Tozer ; you knows that, 

Mr...8owerby, as well as 1 do." Now, whenever Tozer, 

Mr. Sowerby's T-ozer, spoke of Tom Tozer, Mr. Sowerby 

knew that seven devils were being evoked, each worse than 

the first devil. Mr. Sowerby did feel something like sincere 

regard, or rather love, for that poor parson whom he had 

inveigled into mischief, and -would fain save him, if it wero 

feasible, from the Tozer fang. Mr. Forrest, of the Barchester 

bank, would probably take up that hist five hundred pound 

bill, on behalf of Mr. Robarts, — only it would be needful that 

he, Sowerhy, should run down and see that this was properly 

done. As to tiie other bill^-the former and lesser one— ras to 

that, Mr. Tozer would probably be quiet for a while. Suoh 

had beea Sowerby's programme for these two days ; but now 

—what further possibility was there now that he should care 

ibr Robarts, or any other human being ; he that was to be 

swept at once into the dung-heap? In this frame of mind he 

Walked up South Audley Street, and crossed one side of Gros« 

venor Square, and went almost mechanically into Green Street. 

At the farther end of Green Street, near to Fai'k Lane, liyed 

Mr. and Mrs. Harold Smith. 
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CHAPTER XXVHL 

DR. THORNB. 

When Miss Dunstable met her friends the Greshams — young 

Frank Greshum and his wife — at Gatherum Castle, she iinme- . 

diately asked after one Dr. Thome, who was Mrs. Greshani's 

nnclo. Dr. Thome was an old bachelor, in whoih both as a 

man and a doctor Miss Dunstable was inclined to place much 

confidence. Not that she had ever entrusted the cure of her 

bodily ailments to Dr. Thorne — for she kept a doctor of her 

own, Dr. Easyman, for this purpose — ^and it may moreover be 

said that she rarely had bodily ailments requiring tlie care of 

any doctor. But she always spoke of Dr. Thome among her 

friends as a man of wonderful erudition and judgment; and 

had once or twice asked and acted on his advice in matters of 

much moment. Dr. Thorne Wiis not a man accustomed to 

the London world : he kept no house there, and seldom even 
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visited tbe metropoliB ; but Miss Dunstable had Imown Um 
ut Gresbamsbuiy, where he Hyed, and there had for some 
months past grown up a considerable intimacy between them. 
He was now staying at the house of his niece, Mrs. Gresham; 
but the chief reason of his coming up had been a desire 
expressed by Miss Dunstable, that he should do so. She had 
wished for his advice ; and at the instigation of his niece he 
had visited London and given it. The special piece of busi- 
ness as to which Dr. Thome had thus been summoned from 
the bedsides of his country patients, and especially from the 
bedside of Lady Arabella Gresham, to whose son his niece 
was married, related to certain large money interests, as to 
which one might have imagined that Dr. Thome's advice 
would not be peculiarly valuable. He had never been much 
versed in such matters on his own account, and was knowing 
neither in the ways of the share market, nor in the prices of 
land. But Miss Dunstable was a lady accustomed to have 
her own way, and to be indulged in her own wishes without 
being called on to give adequate reasons for them. ''My 
dear," she had said to young Mrs. Gresham, '' if your unde 
don't come up to London now, when I make such a point of 
it, I shall think that he is a bear and a savage; and I certainly 
will never speak to him again, — or to Frank — or to you; so 
you had better see to it.'* Mrs. Gresham had not probably 
taken her friend's threat as meaning quite all that it threateneil. 
Miss Dunstable habitually used strong language; and those 
who knew her well, generally understood when ahe was to be 
taken as expressing her thoughts by figures of speech. In 
this instance she had not meant it all ; but, nevertheless, 
Mrs. Gresham had used violent influence in bringing the poor 
doctor up to London. '' Besides," said Miss Dunstable, '' I 
have resolved on having the doctor ^t my conversazione, and 
if he won't come of himself, I shall go down and fetch him. 
I have set my heart on trumping my dear friend Mrs. Proudie's 
best card ; so I mean to get everybody 1 " 

The upshot of all this was, that the doctor did come up to 
town, and remained the best part of a week at his niece's 
house in Portman Square — to the great disgust of the Lady 
Arabella, who conceived that she must die if neglected for 
three days. As to the matter of business, I have no doubt 
but that he was of great use. He was possessed of common 
sense and an honest purpose ; and I am inclined to think that 
they are often a suflicient counterpoise to a considerable 
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ftmonnt of worldly experience. If one could have the worldly 

experience also 1 True I but then it is so difficult to get 

everything. But with that special matter of business we need 
not have any further concern. We will presume it to have 
been discussed and completed, and will now dress ourselves for 
Miss Dunstable's conversazione. But it must not be supposed 
that she was so poor in genius as to call her party openly by 
a name borrowed for the nonce from Mrs. Proudie. It was 
only among her specially intimate friends, Mrs. Harold Smith 
and some few dozen others, that she indulged in this little 
joke. There had been nothing in the least pretentious about 
the card with which she summoned her friends to her house 
on this occasion. She had merely signified in some ordinary 
way, that she would be glad to see them as soon after nine 

o'clock on Thursday evening, the instant, as might be 

convenient. But all the world understood that all the world 
vas to be gathered together at Miss Dunstable's house on the 
night in question — that an effort was to be made to bring 
together people of all classes, gods and giants, saints and 
sinners, those rabid through the strength of their morality, 
such as our dear friend Lady Lufton, and those who were 
rabid in the opposite direction, such as Lady Hartletop, the 
Duke of Omnium, and Mr. Sowerby. An orthodox martyr 
had been caught from the East, and an oily latter-day St. Paul, 
from the other side of the water — ^to the horror and amaze- 
ment of Archdeacon Grantly, who had come up all the way 
from Plumstead to be present on the occasion. Mrs. Grantly 
also had hankered to be there; but when she heard of the 
presence of the latter-day St. Paul, she triumphed loudly over 
her husband, who had made no offer to take her. That 
Lords Brock and De Terrier were to be at the gathering was 
nothing. The pleasant king of the gods and the courtly chief 
of the giants could shake hands with each other in any house 
with the greatest pleasure; but men were to meet who, in 
reference to each other, coidd shake nothing but their heads 
or their fists. Supplehouse was to be there, and Harold Smith, 
who now hated his enemy with a hatred surpassing that of 
women — or even of politicians. The minor gods, it was 
thought, woidd congregate together in one room, very bitter 
in their present state of banishment ; and the minor giants in 
another, terribly loud in their triumph. That is the favlt of 
the giants, who, otherwise, are not bad fellows ; they are 
tmable to endure the weight of any temporary success. When 
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attempting Olymptis — and this work of attempting is doubdeas 
iheir natural condition — ^they scratch and scramble, diligently 
using both toes and fingers, with a mixture of good-humour^ 
virulence and self-sati^ed industry tJiat is gratifying to all 
parties. But whenever their efforts are unexpectedly, and for 
themselves unfortunately successful*, they are so taken aback 
that they lose the power of behaving themselves with even 
gigantesque propriety. 

Such, so great and so various, was to be the intended 
gathering at Miss Dunstable's house. She herself laughed, 
and quizzed herself — speaking of the affair to Mrs. Harold 
Smith ns though it were an excellent joke, and to Mrs. Proudie 
as though she were simply emulous of rivalling those world- 
iamous assemblies in Gloucester Place; but the town nt large 
knew that an effort was being made, and it was supposed that 
even Miss Dunstable was somewhat nervous. In spite of her 
excellent joking it was presumed th»t she would be unhappj 
if she failed. To Mrs. Frank Gresham she did speak with 
fiome little seriousness. " But why on earth should you give 
yourself all this trouble?" that lady had said, when Miss 
Dunstable owned that she was doubtful, and imhappy in her 
doubts, as to the coming of one of the great colleagues of 
Mr. Supplehouse. " When such hundreds are coming, big 
trigs and little wigs of uU shades, what can it matter whether 
Mr. Towers be there or not?" But Miss Dunstable had 
ansAvered almost with a screech,— 

" My dear, it will be nothing without him. You don't 
understand ; but the fact is that Tom Towera is everybody 
and everything at present." And then, by no means for the 
first time, Mrs. Gresham began to lecture her friend as to her 
vanity ; in answer to which lecture IMiss Dunstable myste- 
riously hinted, that if she were only allowed her full swing on 
this occasion, — if all tlie. world would. nww indulge her, she 

would She did not quite Siiy what she would do, but 

the inference drawn by Mrs. Greslxam was this : tliat if the 
incense now offered on the altar of Fashion were accepted, 
Miss Dunstable would at once abandon the pomps and vani' 
ties of this wicked world, and all the sin&l luats of » the fle^* 

"But the doctor will stay, my dear? I hope It may look 
on that as fixed.!' Miss Dunstable, in* making this demand 
tn the doctor's time, showed an energy quite equal to that 
mth which she invoked the gods that Tom Towers, might not 
be absent. Now, to tell the truth, Dr. Thorneihad atfin^ 
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tbonglit it very unroasonable that he should be asked to 
reinain up in London in order that he might be present at an 
evening party, and had for a while pertinaciously refused; 
but when he learned that three or four prime ministers were 
expected, and that it was possible that even Tom Towers 
might be there in the flesh, his philosophy also had become 
weak, and he had written to Lady Arabella to say that his 
prolonged absence for two days further must be endured, and 
tiiat the mild tonics, morning and evening, might be continued. 
But why should Miss Dunstable be so anxious that Dr. 
Thome should be present on this grand occasion? Why, 
indeed, should she be so frequently inclined to summon him 
away fi*om his country practice, his compounding board, and 
his useful ministrations to rural ailments ? The doctor was 
connected with her by no ties of blood. Their friendship, 
inthnate as it was, had as yet been but of short date. She 
was a very rich woman, capable of purchasing all manner ot 
advice and good counsel, whereas, he was so far from being 
rich, that any continued disturbance to his practice might be 
inconvenient to him. Nevertheless, Miss Dunstable seemed to 
have no more compunction in making calls upon his time, 
than she might have felt had he been her brother. No ideas 
on this matter suggested themselves to the doctor himself. 
He was a simple-minded man, taking things as they came, 
and especially so taking things that came pleasantly. He 
liked Miss Dunstable, and was gratified by her friendship, and 
did not. think of asking himself whether she had a right to 
put him to trouble and inconvenience. But such idms did 
occur to Mrs. Gresham, the doctor's niece. Had Miss Dun- 
stable any object, and if so, what object? Was it simply 
veneration for the doctor, or was it caprice ? Was it ec<*/en- 
tricity-i-or could it possibly be love? Li speaking of the 
agiss of these two friends it may be said in round terms that 
the lady was well past forty, and that the gentleman was well 
past fifly. Under such circumstances could it be love ? 'J'he 
lady, too, was one who had had offers almost by the dozen, — 
offers from men of rank, from men of fashion, and from men 
of powei* ; from men endowed with personal attractions, with 
pleasant taanners, with cultivated tastes, and with eloquent 
tongues. 'Not only had she loved none such, but by none 
such had she been cajoled into an idea that it was possible* 
that die could love them. That- Dr. Thome's tastes were 
cultivated, and his manners pleasant, might probably be 
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admitted by three or four old friendB in tbe ootmtrj ^rlio 
valued him ; but the world in London, that world to which 
Miss Dunstable was accustomed, and which was apparently 
becoming dearer to her day by day, would not have regarded 
the doctor as a man likely to become the object of a lady^s 
passion. But nevertheless the idea did occur to Mrs. Gresham. 
She had been brought up at the elbow of this country 
practitioner; she had lived with him as though she had 
been his daughter ; she had been for years the ministering 
angel of his household ; and, till her heart had opened to the 
natural love of womanhood, all her closest sympathies had 
been with him. In her eyes the doctor was all but perfect; 
and it did not seem to her to be out of the question that 
Miss Dunstable should have fallen in love with her uncle. 

Miss Dunstable once said to Mrs. Harold Smith that it was 
possible that she might marry, the only condition then 
expressed being this, that the man elected should be one who 
was quite indifferent as to money. Mrs. Harold Smith, who, 
by her friends, was presumed to know the world with tolerable 
accuracy, had replied that such a man Miss Dimstable would 
never find in this world. All this had passed in that half- 
comic vein of banter which Miss Dunstable so commonly 
used when conversing with such friends as Mrs. Harold Smith ; 
but she had spoken words of the same import more than once 
to Mrs. Gresham ; and Mrs. Gresham, putting two and two 
together as women do, had made four of the little sum ; and 
as the final result of the calculation, determined that Miss 
Dunstable would marry Dr. Thome if Dr. Thome would ask 
her. And then Mrs. (jresham began to bethink herself of 
two other questions. Would it be well that her uncle should 
marry Miss Dunstable 7 and if so, would it be possible to 
induce him to make such a proposition? After the considera- 
tion of many pros and cons, and the balancing of very various 
arguments, Mrs. Gresham thought that the arrangement on 
the whole might not be a bad one. For Miss Dunstable she 
herself had a sincere afikition, which was shared by her 
husband. She had oflen grieved at the sacrifices Miss Dun- 
stable made to the world, thinking that her friend was Ming 
into vanity, indifference, and an ill mode of life; but such a 
marriage as this would probably cure all that. And then as 
to Dr. Thome himself, to whose benefit were of course applied 
Mrs. Gresham's most earnest thoughts in this matter, she 
could not but think that he would be happier oaarried than 
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he was dngle. In point of temper, no woman could stand 
higher than Miss Dunstable; no one had ever heard of her 
heing in an ill humour ; and then though Mrs. Gresham waa 
giiled with a mind which was far removed from being mer- 
cenaij, it was impossible not to feel that some benefit must 
accrue from the bride*8 wealth. Mary Thorne, the present 
Mrs. Frank Gresham, had herself been a great heiress. Cir- 
cumstances had weighted her hand with enormous possesions, 
and hitherto she had not realized the truth of that lesson 
which would teach us to believe that happiness and riches 
are incompatible. Therefore she resolved that it might be 
well if the doctor and Miss Dunstable were brought together. 
But could the doctor be induced to make such an offer? 
Mrs. Gresham acknowledged a terrible difficulty in looking at 
the matter from that point of view. Her imcle was fond of 
Miss Dunstable ; but she was 8tu*e that an idea of such a 
marriage had never entered his head ; that it would be very 
difficult — almost impossible — to create such an idea; and 
that if the idea were there, th^ doctor could hardly be instigated 
to make the proposition. Looking at the matter as a whole, 
Bhe feared that the match was not practicable. 

On the day of Miss Dunstable^s party, Mrs. Gresham and 
her uncle dined together alone in Portman Square. Mr. 
Gresham was not yet in parliament, but an almost immediate 
vacancy was expected in his division of the county, and it 
was known that no one could stand against him with any 
chance of success. This threw him much among the politicians 
of his party — those giants, namely, whom it would be his 
business to support-*and on this account he was a good deal 
away from his own house at the present moment. '* Politics 
make a terrible demand on a man*s time,** he said to his wife; 
and then went down to dine at his club in Pall Mall, with 
sundry other young philogeants. On men of that class politics 
do make a great demand — at the hour of dinner and thereabouts. 

" What do you think of Miss Dunstable ? " said Mrs. Gre- 
sham to her uncle, as they sat together over their coffee. She 
added nothing to the question, but asked it in all its baldness. 

'* Think about her I " said the doctor; *' well, Mary, what 
do you think about her ? I dare say we think the same.'* 

" But that's not the question. What do you think about 
her? Do you think she's honest ? " 

" Honest ? Oh, yes, certainly — ^very honest, I should say," 

" And good-tempered ? " 
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" Uncommonly good-tempered." 

** And affectionate ?-" 

" Well, yes ; and affectionate. I should certainly aay tliat 
she is affectionate.'* 

** I'm sure she's clever." 

" Yes, I think she's clever.'* 

" And, and ^and womanly in her feelings." Mrs. Gre- 

sham felt that she could not quite say lady-like, though sbe 
would fain have done so had she dared. 

" Oh, certainly," said the doctor. " But, Mary, why are you 
dissecting Miss Dunstable's character with so much ingenuity?" 

" Well, uncle, I will tell you why ; because — " and Mrs. 
Gresham, while she was speaking, got up from her chair, and 
going round the table to her uncle's side, put her arm round 
his neck till her face was close to his, and then continued 
speaking as she stood behind him out of his sight — ** because 
—I think that Miss Dunstable is — is very fond of you; and 
that it would make her happy if you would — ^ask her to be 
your wife." 

" Mary ! " said the doctor, turning round with an endeavour 
to look his niece in the face. 

" I am quite in earnest, uncle — quite in earnest. From 
little things that she has said, and little things that I have 
seen, I do believe what I now tell you." 

" And you want me to ^" 

** Dear uncle ; my own one darling uncle, I want you only 
to do that which will make you — ^make you happy. What is 
Miss Dunstable to me compared to you ? " And then she 
stooped down and kissed him. The doctor was apparently too 
much astounded by the intimation given him to make aoy 
further immediate reply. His niece, seeing this, lefb him that 
she might go and dress ; and when they met again in the 
drawing-room Frank Gresham was with them. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

MISS DUNSTABLE AT HOME. 

Miss Dunstable did not look like a love-lorn maiden, m 
ptood in a small ante-chamber at the top of her drawing-room 
Stairs, receiving her guests. Her house was one of those 
abnormal mansions, which are to be seen here and there ui 
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London, built in compliance rather with the mles of rural 

architecture, than with those which usually govern the erection 

of city streets and town terraces. It stood back from its 

brethren, and alone, so that its owner could walk round it. It 

was approached by a short carriage-way ; the chief door was 

in the back of the building ; and the front of the house looked 

on to one of the parks. Miss Dunstable in procuring it had 

had her usual luck. It had been built by an eccentric 

millionnaire at an enormous cost ; and the eccentric million- 

naire, afler living in it for twelve months, had declared that 

it did not possess a single comfort, and that it was deficient in 

most of those details which, in point of house accommodation, 

are necessary to the very existence of man. Consequently 

the mansion was sold, and Miss Dunstable was the purchaser. 

Cranboum House it had been named, and its present owner 

had made no change in this respect ; but the world at large 

very generally calTed it Ointment Hall, and Miss Dunstable 

herself as frequently used that name for it as any other. It 

was impossible to quiz Miss Dunstable with any success, 

because ishe always joined in the joke horself. Not a word 

further had passed between Mrs. Gresham and Dr. Thome on 

the subject of their last conversation ; but the doctor as he 

entered the lady's portals amongst a tribe of servants and in a 

glare of light, and saw the crowd before him and the crowd 

behind him, ifelt that it was quite impossible that he should 

ever be at home there. It might be all right that a Miss 

Dunstable should live in this way, but it could not be right 

that the wife of Dr. Thome should so live. But all this was 

a matter of the merest speculation, for he was vreU av^'are — as 

he said to himself a dozen times — that his niece had blundered 

strangely in her reading of Miss Dunstable's character. 

When the GrTesham party entered the ante-room into which 
%e staircase opened, they found Miffi Dunstable standing 
there surrounded by a few of her most intimate allies. Mrs. 
Harold Smith was sitting guite close to her; Dr. Easyman 
was reclining on a sofa against the wall, and the lady who 
habitually lived with Miss Dunstable was by his side. One 
ot two otiiers were there also, so that a little running con* 
versation was kept up in order to relieve Miss Dunstable of 
the tedium which might otherwise be engendered by the work 
she had in hand. As Mrs. Gresham, leaning on her husband's 
arm,-entered the room, she saw the back of Mrs. Proudie, as 
that kdy made her way through the opposite door, leaning oil 
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the arm of the bishop. Bins. Harold Smith had apparently 
recovered from the amioyance which she must no doubt have 
felt when Miss Dunstable so utterly irejected her suit on behalf 
of her brother. If any feeling had existed, even for a day, 
calculated to put a stop to the intimacy between the two 
ladies, that feeling had altogether died away, for Mrs. Harold 
Smith was conversing with her friend, quite in the old way. 
She made some remark on each of the guests as they passed 
by, and apparently did so in a manner satisfactory to the 
owner of the house, for Miss Dunstable answered with her 
kindest smiles, and in that genial, happy tone of voice which 
gave its peculiar character to her good humour : " She is 
quite convinced that you are a mere plagiarist in what you 
are doing," said Mrs. Harold Smith, speaking of Mrs. Prondie. 

'' And so I am. I don't suppose there can be anything very 
original now-a-days about an evening party." 

'' But she thinks you are coppng her.*' 

" And why not? I copy everybody that I see, more or less. 
You did not at first begin to wear big petticoats out of your 
own head 7 If Mrs. Proudie has any such pride as that, pray 
don't rob her of it. Here's the doctor and the Greshams. 
Mary, my darling, how are you ? " and in spite of all her 
grandeur of apparel, Miss Dunstable took bold of Mrs. 
Gresham and kissed her — ^to the disgust of the dozen-and-a- 
half of the distinguished fashionable world who were passing 
up the stairs behind. The doctor was somewhat repressed in 
his mode of address by the communication which had so lately 
been made to him. Miss Dunstable was now standing on the 
very top of the pinnacle of wealth, and seemed to him to be 
not only so much above his reach, but also so far removed 
from his track in life, that he could not in any way put himself 
on a level with her. He could neither aspire so high nor 
descend so low; and thinking of this he spoke to Miss Dun- 
stable as though there were some great distance between theoi) 
— as though tSiere had been no hours of intimate friendship 
down at Greshamsbury. There had been such hours, during 
which Miss Dunstable and Dr. Thorne had lived as though 
they belonged to the same world : and this at any rate may be 
said of Miss Dunstable, that she had no idea of forgetting them* 

Dr. Thorne merely gave her his hand, and then prepared to 
pass on. 

'* Don't go, doctor," she said ; " for heaven's sake, don't go 
yet. I don't know when I may catch you if you get in there. 
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I flban't be able to follow you for the next two honn. Lady 
Meredith, I am 8o much obliged to you for coming — ^yonr 
mother will be here, I hope. Oh, I am so glad ! From her 
70a know that is quite a &Yoar. You, Sir George, are half a 
sinner yourself, so I don't think so much about it.** 

'^Oh, quite so,** said Six George; ''perhaps rather the 
largest half." 

''The men divide the world into gods and giants,*' said 
Miss Dunstable. " We women have our divisions also. We are 
saints or sinners according to our party. The worst of it is, 
that we rat almost as oflen as you do.** Whereupon Sir 
George laughed and passed on. 

'' I know, doctor, you don*t like this kind of thing,*' she 
continued, " but there is no reason why you should indulge 
yourself altogether in your own way, more than another — is 
there, Frank 7 *' 

" I am not so sure but he does like it,** said Mr. Gresham. 
^' There are some of your reputed friends whom he owns that 
he is anxious to see.** 

"Are there ? Then there is some hope of his ratting too. 
But he*ll never make a good staunch sinner ; will he, Mary ? 
You're too old to learn new tricks ; eh, doctor 7 ** 

" I am afraid I am,*' said the doctor, with a ^siint laugh. 

''Does Doctor Thome rank himself among the army of 
Bamts ? " asked Mrs. Harold Smith. 

" Decidedly,** said Miss Dtmstable. " But you must always 
remember that there are saints of different orders ; are there 
not, Mary ? and nobody supposes that the Franciscans and the 
Dominicans agree very well together. Dr. Thome does not 
belong to the school of St. Proudie, of Barchester ; he would 
prefer the priestess whom I see coming round the comer of 
the staircase, with a very famous young novice at her elbow. 

" From all that I can hear, you will have to reckon Miss 
Errantly among the sinners,'* said Mrs. Harold Smith — ^seeing 
that Lady Lufton with her young friend was approaching — 
** unless, indeed, you can make a saint of Lady Hartletop.** 
And then Lady Luflon entered the room, and Miss Dunstable 
came forward to meet her with more quiet respect in her 
manner than she had as yet shown to many of her guests. 
" I am much obliged to you for coming. Lady Luflon," she 
said, " and the more so, for bringing Miss Grantly with you." 
Lady Luflon uttered some pretty little speech, during which 
Ih, Thome came up and shook hands with her; as did also 
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Frank Gresham and his wife. There was a county aoquain- 
tanoe between the Framley people and the Greshamsburj 
people, and therefore there was a little geneiial conversatioa 
before Lady Lufton passed out of the small room into what 
Mrs. Proudie would have called the noble suite of apartments. 
'^ Papa will be here," said Miss Grantly ; ^' at least so I under- 
stand. I have not seen him yet myself." 

*' Oh, yes, he has promised me," said Miss Dunstable ; ^^ and 
l^e archdeacon, I know, will keep his word. I should by no 
means have the proper ecclesiastical balance without him." 

''Papa always does keep his word," said Miss. Grantly, in a 
tone that was almost severe. She had not at all understood 
poor Miss Dunstable^s little joke, or at any rate she was too 
dignified to respond to it 

'' I understand that old Sir. John is to accept the Chiltem 
Hundreds at once," said Lady Lufton, in a half whisper to 
Frank Gresham. 

Lady Lufion had always taken a keen interest in the politics 
of East Barsetshire, and was now desirous of expressing her 
satisfaction that a Gresham should agiiin sit for the cpuntj. 
The Greshams had been old county members in Barsetshire, 
time out of mind. 

" Oh, yes ; I believe so," said Frank, blushing. He was 
still young enough to feel almost ashamed of putting himself 
forward for such high honours. 

*' There will be no contest, of course," said Lady Luflon, 
eonfidfutialiy. '^ There seldom is in East Barsetshire, I am 
happy to say. But if there were, every tenant at Framley 
would vote on the right side ; I can assure you of that: 'Loid 
Luilon was saying so to me only this morning." Frank 
Gresham made a pretty little speech in reply, such as young 
sucking politicians are expected to make; and this, with 
sundry other small courteous murmurings, detained the 
Luflon party for a minute or two in the ante-chamber. In 
the meantime the world was pressing on and passing through to 
the four or ^ve large reception-rooms — the noble suite which 
was already piercing poor Mrs. Proudie's heart with.envy to the 
very core. " These are the sort of rooms," she said to herself 
unconsciously, " which ought to be provided by the country 
for the use of its bishops." 

. " But the people are not brought enough together," she said 
to her lord. 

'<No, no; I don^t think they are," said the bisliop. 
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•^' Aad that is ao essential for a oonversasioney" coatioiiied 

Mrs. Proudie. "Now in Gloucester Place " But we 

will not record all ber adverae ciiticisms, as liady Luflon is 
waiting for us in the ante-room. And now another arrival of 
moment had taken place; — an arrival indeed of - verj great. 
moment. To tell the truth^ Miss Dunstable's heart had been 
set upon having two special persons; and though no stone had 
been le& unturned, — no stone which could be turned with dia- 
cretioQ, — ^she was still lefl in doubt as to both these two won- 
drous potentates. At the very moment of which we are now 
Bpeaking, light and airy as she appeared to be-^for it was her 
character to be light and airy — ^her mind was torn with doubts. 
If the wished-for two would come, her evening would be tho- 
roughly successful ; but if not, all her trouble would have 
been thrown away, and the thing would have been a failure ; 
and there were circumstances connected with the present 
assembly which made Miss Dunstable very anxious that she 
should not fail. That the two great ones of the earth were 
Tom Towers of the Jupiter , and the Duke of Omnium, need 
bardly be expressed in words. And now, at this very mo- 
ment, as Lady Luiton was making her civil speeches to young 
Gresham, apparently in no hurry to move on, and while Miss 
Dunstable was endeavouring to whisper something into the 
doctor's ear, which would mak0 him feel himself at home 
in this new world, a s6und wa9 heard which made that lady 
know that half her wish had at any rate been granted to her. 
A sound was heard — but only by her own and one other 
s^ttentive pair of ears. Mrs. Harold Smith had also caught 
the name, and knew that the duke was approaching. There 
was great glory and tnumph in this; but why had his grace 
Come at so tmchancy a moment ? Miss Dunstable had been 
fully aware of the impropriety of bringing Lady Lufton and 
the Duke of Omnium into the same house at the same time ; 
but when she had asked Lady Luflon, she had been led to 
believe that there was.no hope of obtaining the duke; and 
then, when that hope had dawned upon her, she had comforted 
herself with the reflection that the two suns, though they might 
for some few minutes be in the same hemisphere, could hardly 
be expected to clash,. or come across each other*s orbits. Her 
rooms were large and would be crowded ; the duke would 
probably do little mpre than walk through them once,, and 
Lady. Luiton would qertainly be surrounded by.p^rsqnsof her 
()wn. class. Thus Mi^s Dunstiable had comfortod herself. But 
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now all things were going wrong, and Lady Lufton would find 
herself in close contiguity to the nearest representative of 
Satanic agency, which, according to her ideas, was allowed to 
walk this nether English world of ours. Would she scream? 
or indignantly retreat out of the house?—- or would she 
proudly raise her head, and with outstretched hand and 
audible voice, boldly defy the devil and all his works? In 
thinking of these things as the duke approached Miss Dun- 
stable Inmost lost her presence of mind. But Mrs. Harold 
Smith did not lose hers. " So here at last is the duke," she 
said, in a tone intended to catch the express attention of Lady 
Luiion. 

Mrs. Smith had calculated that there might still be time 
for her ladyship to pass on and avoid the interview. But 
Lady Lufton, if she heard the words, did not completely 
understand them. At any rate they did not convey to her 
mind at the moment the meaning they were intended to 
convey. She paused to whisper a last little speech to Frank 
Gresham, and then looking round, found that the gentleman 
who was pressing against her dress was — ^the Duke of Onmium ! 
On this great occasion, when the misfortune could no longer 
be avoided, Miss Dunstable was by no means beneath herself 
or her character. She deplored the calamity, but she now 
saw that it was only left to her to make the best of it. The 
duke had honoured her by coming to'her house, and she was 
bound to welcome him, though in doing so she should bring 
Lady Lufton to her last gasp. "Duke," she said, ''I am 
greatly honoured by this kindness on the part of your grace. 
I hardly expected that you would be so good to me." 

'' The goodness is all on the other side," said the duke, 
bowing over her hand. And then in the usual course of 
things this would have been all. The duke would have 
walked on and shown himself, would have said a word or two 
to Lady Hartletop, to the bishop, to Mr. Gresham, and such 
like, and would then have lefb the rooms by another way, and 
quietly escaped. This was the duty expected from him, and 
this he would have done, and the value of the party would 
have been increased thirty per cent, by such doing ; but now, 
as it was, the newsmongers of the West End were likely to 
get much more out of him. 

Circumstances had so turned out that he had absolutely 
been pressed close against Lady Luftoui and she, when A^ 
heard the voice^ and was made posiliveljf acquainted with thr 
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fict of the great man's presence by Miss Dunstable's words, 
turned round quickly, but still with mudi feminine dignity, 
remoying her dress from the contact. In doing this she was 
brought absolutely face to face with the duke, so that each 
could not but look full at the other. '* I beg your pardon," 
said the duke. They were the only words that had ever 
passed between them, nor have they spoken to each other 
aioce; but simple as they were, accompanied by the little 
bjplay of the speakers, they gave rise to a considerable 
amount of ferment in the faidiionable world. Lady Luilon, 
as she retreated back on to Dr. Easjrman, curtseyed low ; she 
curtseyed low and slowly, and with a haughty arrangement of 
Her drapery that was all her own ; but the curtsey, though it 
was eloquent, did not say half so much,— did not reprobate 
the habitual iniquities of the duke with a voice nearly as 
potent, as that which was expressed in the gradual fall of her 
eje and the gradual pressure of her lips. When she com- 
menced her curacy she was looking full in her foe's face. By 
the time that she had completed it her eyes were turned upon the 
ground, but there was an ineffable amount of scorn expressed 
in the lines of her mouth. She spoke no word, and retreated, 
as modest virtue and feminine weakness must ever retreat, 
before barefaced vice and virile power; but nevertheless she 
was held by all the world to have had the best of the 
encounter. The duke, as he begged her pardon, wore in his 
countenance that expression of modified sorrow which is 
common to any genUeman who is supposed by himself to 
have incommoded a lady. But over and above this,— or 
rather under it, — ^there was a slight smile of derision, as 
though it were impossible for him to look upon the bearing 
of Lady Luflon without some amount of ri£cule. All this 
was legible to eyes so keen as those of Miss Dunstable and 
Mrs. Harold Smith, and the duke was known to be a master 
of this silent inwai:d sarcasm ; but even hy them, — by 
Miss Dunstable and Mrs. Harold Smith, — ^it was admitted 
that Lady Luflon had conquered. When her ladyship again 
looked up, the duke had passed on; she then resumed the 
care of Miss Grantly's hand, and followed in among the 
company. 

" That is what I call unfortunate," said Miss Dunstable, as 
BOOH as both belligerents had departed from the field of battle. 
''The fiites sometimes will be against one." 
^'3ut they have not beet^ ^t all against you here/' said 
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Mrs. Harold Smith. /' If you could arriv€|. at her ladysliip*! 
private thoughts tormorrow, morning, you vould fiudH^ to 
pe quite. hajppy iu Laving met the 4ukc. It will be years 
before sh^ has done boasting of her triumph, and it wU]. b^ 
talked of .by the young ladies of Framley for the next three 
generations," 

.,. The. Gresjiamj party, including Dr. Thome, had remamed 
in the ante-*chamber during the battle. Tl^ whole conxbat 
4fd not occupy above tyfo minutes, and the three of them 
were hemmed off from escf^ by Lady Luftou's retreat into 
t)r. !Easyinan*s lap ; but now they, too, essayed to pass on* 

"What, you will desert me," said Miss iSunstable^ " Very 
well; ,but I shall find you out by-andrby.. Frank, there, is 
to be some dancing, in. oi^e of the rooms,— just to distii^sh 
the afiair from Mrs. Proudie,*s conversazione. It would be 
stupid, you know, if all conversaziones were alike ; wouldn^t it? 
So I hope you will go and dance." . 

^' Inhere will, I presume, be another variation at feeding 
tjfl[^^,"^id Mrs. Harold Smith. ' ' 

. '* Oh yesy certainly ; I am the most vulgar of all wretcheB 
in. .that respect. I do loye to set people eating and drinking. 
•--:Mr.. Supplehouse, I am delighted to see you; but do tell me 
■ ' ana then she whispered with great, energy into the ear 
of.Hr.Supplehduse, and Mr. Supplehouse again whispered into 
her ear, V You.tliink he will, then ? " said Miss Dunstable. 
Hr.f'Siapplebouse assented ; he. did think so; but he had no 
warrant for. stating the circumstance, as a fapt. And then he 
passed, on, hardly looking at Mrs. Harold Smith as he passed. 
; '* What, a hapg-dog countenance he }ias," said that lady. 
.. . ** Ah, you're.. prejudiced, my dear, and no wonder; as for 
inyeelf I always liked Supplehouoe. He means mischief;, but 
then mischief is, Jbis trage, and he does not conceal it. If I 
were a politician! ihould as soon think of being angry with 
Mr. Supplehouse fpr turning against me as I am now with a 
pin. for pricking me. It's my own awkwardness, and I 
ought to have known how to use the pin more craftily." 
, ** But you must detest a man who professes to stand hj his 
party, and then does his best to ruin it." 

" So many have done that, my dear ; and with much more 
success than Mr. Supplehouse I All is fair in love and war, 
^why notadd politics to the list? If we could only agree 
to do that, it would save us from such a deal of heartburningi 
«u4 would' make none of us a bit the worse " 
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Miss Dunstable's rooms, large as they were — " a noble suite 
of rooms certainly, though perhaps a little too— too— too 
scattered, we will say, eh, bishop ? " — ^were now nearly full, 
aod would have been inconveniently crowded, were it not 
that many who came only remained for half-aU'^hour or so. 
Space,. however, had been kept for the dancers — ^much to 
Mrs. Proudie's consternation. Not that she disapproved ai 
daaciog in London, as a rule; but she was indignant timt the 
laws of a conversazione, as re-established by herself in the 
fashionable world, should be so violently infringed, 

^* Conversazione will come to mean nothing/' she said to the 
bishop, putting great stress on the latter word, " nothing at 
all, if they are to be treated in this way." 
" Ko, they won't ; nothing in the least," said the bishop. 
^ ^^ Dancing may be very well in its place," said Mrs. Proudie. 
"I have never objected to it myself; that is, for the laity," 
said the bishop. 

" But when people profess to assemble for higher objects," 
said Mrs. Proudie, "they ought to act up to their pro* 
fessions." 

" Otherwise they are no better than hypocrites," said the 
bishop. 
'^ A spade should be called a spade," said Mrs. Proudie. 
" Decidedly," said the bishop, assenting. 
"And when I undertook the trouble and expense of intro* 
ducing conversaziones," continued Mrs. Proudie, with an 
evident feeling that she had been ill-used, " I had no idea of 
seeing the word so— so — so misinterpreted ; " and then observing 
certain desirable acquaintances at the other side of the room, 
she went across, leiiving the bishop to fend for himself. 

Lady Luflon, having achieved her success, passed on to the 
dancing, whither it was not probable that her enemy would 
follow her, and she had not been there very long before she 
was joined by her son. Her heart at the present moment was 
not. quite satisfied at the state of affairs with reference to 
Griselda. She had gone so far as to tell her young friend 
wltat were her own wishes ; she had declared her desire that 
Gri^lda should become her daughter-in-law ; but in answer to 
this Griselda herself had declared nothing. It was, to be 
siu:e, no more than natm^al that a young lady so well brought 
up as Miss Grantly should show no signs of a passion till she 
was warranted in showing them by the proceedings of the 
gentleman : but notwithstanding this, fully aware as she was 
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of the propriety of such reticence — ^Lady Lufton did think 
that to her Griselda might have spoken some word evincing 
that the alliance would be satis&ctory to her. Griselda, how- 
ever, had spoken no such word, nor had she uttered a syllable 
to show that she would accept Lord Lufton if he did offer. 
Then again she had uttered no sylldble to show that she 
would not accept him ; but, nevertheless, although she knew 
that the world had been talking about her and Lord Dumbello, 
she stood up to dance with the future marquess on every 
possible occasion. All this did give annoyance to Lady Lufton, 
who began to bethink herself that if she could not quickly 
bring her little plan to a ftivourable issue, it might be well for 
her to wash her hands of it. She was still anxious for the 
match on her son's account. Griselda would, she did not 
doubt, make a good wife; but Lady Lufton was not so 
sure as she once had been that she herself would be able to 
keep up so strong a feeling for her daughter-in-law as she 
had hitherto hoped to do. '' Ludovic, have you been here 
long ? " she said, smiling as she always did smile when her 
eyes fell upon her son's face. 

'^ This instant arrived ; and I hurried ou after you, as 
Miss Dunstable told me that you were here. What a crowd 
she has I Did you see Lord Brock ? " 

" I did not observe him." 

" Or Lord De Terrier ? I saw them both in the centre 
room." 

" Lord De Terrier did me the honour of shaking hands 
with me as I passed through." 

" I never saw- such a mixture of people. There is Mrs. 
Proudie going out of her mind because you are all going to 
dance." 

" The Miss Proudies dance," said Griselda Grantly. 

" But not at conversaziones. You don't see the difference. 
And I saw Spermoil there, looking as pleased as Punch. He 
had quite a circle of his own roimd him, and was chattering 
away as though he were quite accustomed to the wickednesses 
of the world." 

" There certainly are people here whom one would not have 
wished to meet, had one liiought of it," said Lady Liifton, 
mindftil of her late engagement. 

"But it must be all right, for I walked up the stairs 
with the archdeacon, That is an absolute proof, is it not, 
Miss Grantly ? " 
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" I have no feam When I am with your motiher I know 1 
must be safe." 

" I am not so sure of that,'* said Lord Lufton, laughing. 
"Mother, you hardly know the worst of it yet. Who is here, 
do you think?" 

^^ I know whom you mean ; I have seen him,'* said Lady 
Lufton, very quietly. 

"We came across him just at the top of the stairs," said 
Griselda, with more animation in her &ce than ever Lord 
Lufton had seen there before. 

"What; the duke?" 

"Yes, the duke," said Lady Luflon. " I certainly should 
not have come had I expected to be brought in contact with 
that man. But it was an accident, and on such an occasion 
as this it could not be helped." Lord Luflon at once per- 
ceived, by the tone of his mother's voice and by the shades 
of her countenance that she had absolutely endured some 
personal encounter with the duke, and also that she was by 
no means so indignant at the occurrence as might have been 
expected. There she was, still in Miss Dimstable's house, 
and expressing no anger as to Miss Dunstable's conduct. 
Lord Luflon could hardly have been more surprised had he 
seen the duke handing his mother down to supper; he said, 
however, nothing further on the subject. 

"Are you going to dance, Ludovic?" said Lady Lufton. 

"Well, lam not sure that I do not agree with Mrs. Proudie 
in thinking that dancing would contaminate a conversazione. 
What are your ideas. Miss Grantly ? " Griselda was never 
T6iy good at a joke, and imagined that Lord Luflon wanted 
to escape the trouble of dancing with her. This angered her. 
For the only species of love-making, or flirtation, or socia- 
bility between herself as a young lady, and any other self as 
a young gentleman, which recommended itself to her taste, was 
to be found in the amusement of dancing. She was alto- 
gether at variance with Mrs. Proudie on this matter, and 
gave Miss Dunstable great credit for her innovation. In 
society Griselda's toes were more serviceable to her than her 
tongue, and she was to be won by a rapid twirl much more 
probably than by a soft word. The offer of which she would 
approve would be conveyed by two all but breathless words 
during a spasmodic pause in a waltz ; and then as she lifted 
up her arm to receive the accustomed support at her back, 
she might just find power enough to say, " You — must ask— 
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papa.*' After that' she wonld not carer' to baT6 tiie affair 
mentioned till everything was properly settled. 

<< I have not thonght about it,^ said Griselda, turAizig her 
&oe away from Loid Liiilon. .. > i • • 

It must not, however, be supposed that Miss Otrintlv had 
not thought about Lord Lnflon, or that' she had not considered 
how great might be the advantage of having Lady Ltiflon on 
her side if she made up her mind that she did wish to become 
Lord Lufton's wife. She knew well that now Was her time 
for a triumph, now in this very first season of her acknow- 
ledged beauty ; and she knew also that young, good-looking 
bachelor lords do not grow on hedges like blackberries. 
Had Lord Lufton offered to her, she would have accepted hiln 
at once without atny remorse as to the greater glories' Which 
might appertain to a future Marchioness of Hartletop. In 
that direction she was not wil^xuit sufficient tdsdonl. But 
then Lord Luilon had not offered to her, nor given any signs 
that he ititended to- do so ; and to give Griselda Graidtly her 
due, she was not a girl to make a first overture. Neither had 
Lord Dumbello offered; but he had given signs, — dumb 
digns, such as birds give to each other, quite as intelligible as 
verbal signs to a girl who preferred the use of her'tb^is to that 
of her tongue. ** I have riot thonght about it," said Gri^lda, 
very coldly, and at that moment a gentleman stood before 
her and asked her hand for the next dance. It was Lord 
Dumbello; and Griselda, making no reply except by a slight 
bow, got up and put her hand within her partner's ami. 

" Shall I find you here. Lady Luflon, when we have done?" 
she said; and then started off among the dancers. When the 
work before one is dancing the proper thing for a gentleman 
to do is, at any rate, to ask a lady ; this proper thing Lord 
Luflon had omitted, and now the prize was taken away from 
under his very nose. 

There was clearly an air of triumph about Lord Dmnbello 
as he walked away with the beauty. The world had been 
saying that Lord Lufton was to marry her, and' the world had 
also been saying that Lord Dumbello admired her. Now this 
had angered Lord Dumbello, and made him feel as though 
he walked about, a mark of scorn, as a disappointed suitor. 
Had it not been ft>r Lord Lufi»n, perhaps he would not have 
cared so much for Griselda Grantly ; but circumstances had 
so turned out that he did care* for her, and felt it to he 
iacombent upon him/, as the heir t6 a marquisatei to obtain 
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what he wanted, let who would have a hankering afler the 
aame ardde. It is in this way that pictures are so weU sold 
at auctions; and Lord Dumbello regarded Miss Grantly as 
being now subject to the auctioneer's hammer, and conceiyed 
that Lord Lufton was biddiog against him. There was, there- 
fere, an air of triumph about him as he put his arm round 
Grriselda's- waist and whirled her up and down the room in 
obedience to the mufflc. Lady Lufton and her son were left 
together looking at each other. Of course, he had intended 
to ask- Griselda to dance, but it cannot be said that' he very 
much regretted his disappointment. Of course also LadV 
Lufton had expeeted that her son and Griselda would staind 
up together, and ahe was a little inclined to be angry with la^ 
protegee. '< I think she might have waited fi minute,^', said 
Lady Lufton. 

*♦ But why, mother? There are certain things for whlci 
no one ever waits: to give a friend*, foi*, instance, the first 
passage through a- gate out hunting, and such like. -Miss 
Gnmtly was quite right to take the first that ofiered." Lady 
Lufton had determined to learn what was to be the cttd of 
this scheme of hers. She could not have ' Griselda always 
with her,' and if anything were to be arranged it must be 
arranged now, while both of thefe were in London. At 'the 
close of the season- Griselda would return to Plumstead, and 
Lord Lufton would go — ^nobody as yet knew where.- It would 
be useless to look forward to further opportunities. If they 
did not contrive to love each other now, they would- never do 
80. Lady Lttfton was beginning to ftav that her plan would 
not work, but she made up her inind that she would learn' the 
truth then and there — ^at least as fkr as her son was concerned. 

•^* Ohj yes; quite so ; — ^if it is equsd to her with which. she 
dances," said Lady Lufton. . . ' 

" Quite equal, I should think — ^unless it be that Ihmibello 
is longer-winded' tiban I ani." ' '' ' ' . ! 

" I am sorry to hear you speak ofhef in that wayi Ludovic." 

** Why sorry, mother ? " ' ' . . •• '^' 

" Because I had hoped — that ybU arid she WouM hdve liked 
each other." This she said in a serious t61ie of voice, tender 
and sad, looking up into his face with a plaintive g^e, as 
though she knew ^at she were asking of him soine great 
&vour. ...,->. 

" Yct, mother, 1 have known that you have %Uhed thati''^ 
** You have known it, Ludovic I " 
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** Oh, dear, yes; you are not at all sharp at keeping your 
secrets from me. And, mother, at one time, for a day or so, 
I thought that I could oblige you. You have been so good to 
me, that I would almost do anything for you." 

'^ Oh, no, no, no," she said, deprecating his praise, and the 
lacrifice which he seemed to offer of his own hopes and 
Aspirations. " I would not for worlds have you do so for my 
sake. No mother ever had a better son, and my only ambi- 
tion is for your happiness." 

'^ But, mother, she would not make me happy. I was mad 
enough for a moment to think that she could do so— for a 
moment I did think so. There was one occasion on which I 
would have asked her to take me, but ^*' 

" But what, Ludovic 7 " 

<< Never mind ; it passed away ; and now I shall never aak 
her. Indeed I do not think she would have me. She is 
ambitious, and flying at higher game than I am. And I must 
say this for her, that she knows well what she is doing, and 
plays her cards as though she had been bom with them in 
her hand." 

" You will never ask her ? " 

'^ No, mother ; had I done so, it would have been for love 
of you— only for love of you." 

" I would not for worlds that you should do that." 

" Let her have Dumbello ; she will make an excellent wife 
for him, just the wife that he will want. And you, you will 
have been so good to her in assisting her to such a matter." 
- *^ But, Ludovic, I am so anxious to see you settled." 

"All in good time, mother !" 

" Ah, but the good time is passing away. Years run bo 
very quickly. I hope you think about marrying, Ludovic." 

" But, mother, what if I brought you a wife that you did 
not approve?" 

" I will approve of any one that you love ; that is " 

" That is, if you love her also ; eh, mother ? " 

" But I rely with such confidence on your taste. I kno'^ 
that you can like no one that is iiot ladylike and good." 

<' Ladylike and good ; will that suffice ? " said he, thinking 
of Lucy Eobarts. 

" Yes ; it will suffice, if you love her. I don't want you 
to care for money. Griselda will have a fortune that would 
have been convenient ; but I do not wish you to care for 
that." And thus, as they stood tc>gether in Miss Dunstable's 
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crowded room, the mother and eon settled between themaelyei 

that the Luflon-Grantly alliance treaty was not to be ratified. 
"I suppose I muBt let Mrs. Grantly know," said Lady Lnfton 
to herself, as Griselda returned to her side. There had not 
been above a dozen words spoken between Lord Dumbello 
and his partner, but that jotmg lady also bad now fully made 
up her mind that the treaty above mentioned should never be 
brought into operation. 

We must go back to our hostess, whom we should not have 
left for so long a time, seeing that this chapter is written to 
show how well she could conduct herself in great emergencies. 
She had declared that after awhile she would be able to leave 
her position near the entrance door, and find out her own 
pecuUar friends among the crowd ; but the opportunity for 
doing so did not come till very late in the evening. There 
was a continuation of arrivals ; she was wearied to death with 
loaking little speeches, and had more than once declared that 
she must depute Mrs. Harold Smith to take her place. That 
lady stuck to her through all her labours with a£nirable con- 
stancy, and made the work bearable. Without some such 
constancy on a friend's part, it would have been unbearable ; 
and it must be acknowledged that this was much to the credit 
of Mrs. Harold Smith. Her own hopes with reference to the 
great heiress had all been shattered, and her answer had been 
given to her in very plain language. But, nevertheless, she 
was true to her fnend^ip, and was almost as willing to endure 
fatigue on the occasion as though she had a sister-in-law's 
fight in the house. At about one o'clock her brother came. 
He had not yet seen Miss Dunstable since the offer had been 
made, and had now with difficulty been persuaded by his 
aster to show himself. 

" What can be the use ? " said he. '^ The game is up with 
me now ; " — ^meaning, poor ruined ne'er-do-well, not only 
that that game with Miss Dunstable was up, but that the 
great game of his whole life was being brought to an uncom- 
fortable termination. 

"Nonsense," said his sister; ^' do you mean to despair, 
because a man like the Duke of Omnium wants his money ? 
What has been good security for him will be good security 
for another ; " and then Mrs, Harold Smith made herself 
more agreeable than ever to Miss Dunstable. 

When Miss Dunstable was nearly worn out, but was still 
endeavouring to buoy herself up by a hope of the still-expected 
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gtetit arrival — for she knew that the hero would show himself 
only at a verv late hour if it were to be her good fortune that 
he fiihovr.ed himself at all-4Mr. Sowerby walked up the stairs. 
Hte had schooled • himself^ to go through this ordeal ynih, all 
ih^'ebol effrontery which was at his command ; but it was 
ckarlj- to be seen that all his' effrontery did not stand him in 
sufficient stead, and that the interview would have be^n em- 
barrassing had it not been for the genuine good-humour of 
the lady. " Here is my brother," said Mrs. Harold Smith, 
showing by the tremulousness of the whisper that she looked 
forward to the meeting with some amount of apprehension. 

"How do you do, Mr. Sowerby?" said Miss Dunstable, 
walking almost into the doorway to Welcome him. '* Better 
late than never."' 

"I have only just got away from the House," said he, as 
h« gave her his hand. 

*^ Ohj I know well that you are sans reproche among senaton 
— 4is Mr. Harold Smith is sans peur ;^-eh, my dear?" 

'' I most confess that you have contrived to be uncommon!/ 
aevne upon them both," said Mrs. Harold, langhing; >'azia 
as regards poor Harold, most undeservedly so: Nathaniel is 
here, and may defend himself.** 

• >' And n6 one is better able to do so on all occasions. Bat, 
my dear Mr. Sowerby, I am dying of despair. Do you 
think he'Jl come ? " 

"He? who?" . 

^^ You stupid man-^as if there were more than one he 1 
There were two, but the other has been." * 

'** Upon toy wotd, I don't understand," said Mr. Sowerby, 
now again at hiil'ease. *' Bht can I do ahy thing 7 shall I go 
and fetch any one ? Oh, Tpm Towers ; I fear I can't help 
you. But here he is at the foot of the stairs ! " And then 
Mr^ Sowerby stood back with his Ulster to make Way for the 
greatTi0pi>esentiE^tive ihafi of the age. 

■^^"AAgds and ministers of grace assist me!" said Miss 
Dunstable. " How on earth am I to behave myself? Mf* 
Sowerbyj do you think that I ought to kneel down ? My 
d^jtr, will -he have a reporter at his back in the royal livery? 
And then Miss Dunstable advanced two or three steps— no< 
into' the docnrway, as she had done for Mr. Sowerby — ptAont 
her hand, and smiled' her sweetest on Mr. Towerd, of the Jup^- 
. **Mr. Towvrs,** she wid, "I am delighted to have thia 
eppoi^tomty of seeing you it my own house." 
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^ Mias I>iiB8tabIe, I am imraenselj honoured by the privi- 
hg^ 6f being here;* «lid be. 

" The honour done is all conferred on the," and she bowed 
1^ curtseyed with very stately grace. Each thoroughly 
Qtiderstood' thie badinage of the other; and then, in a few 
fflctments^ they were engaged in rery itasy conversation. 
• ^By-Ae^by, Sbwerby/what do you think of this threa>tened 
dissolution ? " said Tom Towers. 

" We are all in thel hands of Prbvidence,"" said Mt. Sowerby, 
stn^mg to -take the matter without any outward show of 
emotion. iBut the question was one of terrible import to him, 
tttd up to this time he had heard of no sud^ threat. Nor had 
Mts. Harold iSmith, nor Miss Dunstable, hor had a hundred 
othei^ who now either listened to the vaticinations of Bft*. 
Towers, or to^ the immediate report made of them. ' But' it is 
given to some men to originate such tidings, and the perform- 
*we' of Ihe' prophecy is often brought about' by the authority 
of the prophet. On the following morning the rumour that 
th^rie would ba a dissolution was ctorentiii all high circles, 
"^eyha^e' no conscience in such matted; no conscience 
whatever," said a small god, speaking of the giants-^a small 
god, whose constituency was expensive; Mr. Tbweifs stood 
there chatting for about twenty minutes,' a;nd then took his 
dq«tftttpe without making his way into thefrooni. . He had 
aoj^Wered the pttrpose for which he had been invited, and left 
Uiflft 2)UB8taible-in a happy frame of miftd. ; 

" I am very glad that he came," said Mrs. Harold Smith, 
with an air of triumph. 

''Tes, I am glad," said'Miss Dunstable, ^'thot^h I am 
thoroughly ashamed that I should be so. After all, what 
good has he done to me or to any one ? " And having uttered 
this moral reflection, she made her way into the rooms, and 
soon discovered Dr. Thome standing by himself against the wall. 

" Well, doctor," she said,* ** Where are Mary and Frank ? 
Ton do not look at, all comfortable, standiz^here by yourself." 

" I am quite as comfortable as t expected, thank you," said 
ke. '<<.They are itfthe- room 'somewhere, and, as I believe, 
eqUiOly happy." 

♦* That's spiteful' iA yott, doctor, to speak in th&t way. 
What would you say if you were called on to endure all that 
I^ftW'e gotie'through this evening? " " 

'^Thei^ tohoacfcouritiiig for'taites, but I presume you 
lateiti'^- '♦ ' -• ....... J.-.'. ; - . . 
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'^ I am not bo sure of that. Give me your arm and let 
nie get some supper. One always likes l^e idea of having 
done hard work, and one always likes to have been successful." 

" We all know that virtue is its own reward," said the doctor. 

** Well, lihat is something hard upon me," said Miss Dan- 
stable, as she sat down to table. ^^ And you really think tbat 
no good of any sort can come from my giving sudi a party as 
this ? " 

" Oh, yes ; some people, no doubt, have been amused." 

'^ It is all vanity in your estimation," said Miss Dunstable; 
" vanity and vexation of spirit. Well ; there is a good deal 
of the latter, certainly. . Sherry, if you please. I would give 
anything for a glass of beer, but that is out of the question. 
Vanity and vexation of spii-it ! And yet I meant to do good." 

''Pray, do not suppose that I am condemning you. Miss 
Dunstable." 

" Ah, but I do suppose it. Not only you, but another also, 
whose judgment I care for, perhaps, more than yours; and 
that, let me tell you, is saying a great deal. You do condemn 
me. Dr. Thorne, and I also condemn myself. It is not that I 
have done wrong, but the game is not worth the candle." 

"Ah; that's the question." 

'' The game is not worth the candle. And yet it was a 
triumph to have both the duke and Tom Towers. You most 
confess that I have not managed badly." Soon aller that the 
Greshams went away, and in an hour's time or so. Miss Dunstable 
was allowed to drag herself to her own bed. 

That' is the great question to be asked on all such occasicHtf) 
" Is the game worth the candle ? " 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE GEANTLY TRIUMPH. 

It has been mentioned cursorily — the reader, no doubt, will 
have forgotten it — that Mrs. Grantly was not specially invited 
by her husband to go up to town with a view of being present 
at Miss Dunstable's party. Mrs. Grantly said nothing on 
the subject, but she was somewhat chagrined ; not on account 
of the loss she sustained with reference to that celebrated 
assembly, but because she felt that her daughter's affairs re- 
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quired the snpenrision of a mother's eye. She also doubted 
the final ratification of that Luflon-Grantly treaty, and, doubt- 
ing it, she did not feel quite satisfied that her daughter should 
be left in Lady Lufton's hands. She had said a word or two 
to the archdeacon before he went up, but only a word or two, 
for she hesitated to trust him in so delicate a matter. She 
was, therefore, not a little surprised at receiving, on the second 
morning after her husband's departure, a letter from him 
desiring her immediate presence in Tendon. She was sur- 
prised ; but her heart was filled rather with hope than dismay, 
for she had full confidence in her daughter's discretion. On 
the morning after the party, Lady Lufton and Griselda had 
breakfasted together as usual, but each felt that the manner of 
the other was altered. Lady Luflon thought that her young 
friend was somewhat less attentive, and perhaps less meek in 
her demeanour than usual ; and Griselda felt that Lady Luflon 
was less afiTectionate. Very little, however, was said between 
them, and Lady Lufton expressed no surprise when Griselda 
begged to be lefi; alone at home, instead of accompanying her 
ladyship when the carriage came to the door. Nobody called 
in Bruton-street that afbemoon — no one, at least, was let in — 
except the archdeacon. He came there late in the day, 
and remained with . his daughter till Lady Luflon returned. 
Then he took his leave, with more abruptness than was usual 
with him, and without saying anything special to account for 
the duration of his visit. Neither did Griselda say anything 
special ; and so the evening wore away, each feeling in some 
unconscious manner that she was on less intimate terms with 
the other than had previously been the case. 

On the next day also Griselda would not go out, but at four 
o'clock a servant brought a letter to her from Mount Street. 
Her mother had arrived in London and wished to see her at 
once. Mrs. Grantly sent her love to Lady Lufton, and would 
call at half-past five, or at any later hour at which it might be 
convenient for Lady Luflon to see her. Griselda was to stay 
and dine in Mount Street ; so said the letter. Lady Luflon 
declared that she would be very happy to see Mrs. Grantly at 
the hour named ; and then, armed with this message, Griselda 
started for her mother's lodgings. " I'll send the carriage for 
you," said Lady Lufton. " I suppose about ten will do." 

"Thank you," said Griselda, "that will do very nicely;" 
and then she went. Exactly at half-past five Mrs. Grantly 
Was shown into Lady Luflon's drawing-room. Her daughter 
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did not come with her, and Lady Lu^b oonld see .Isj the 
expression of her friend's &ce that business was to he discussed 
Indeed, it was tiecesstfry that she lierself should discussVusineaa, 
for Mrs. Grantlj must now be told that the &mily treaty coalq 
not be ratified. The gentleman declined the alliance) and poor 
Lady Luilon was uneasy in her mind at the nature -of thet^^k 
before her. 

" Your comitig up has been rather imexpected,'* said Lady 
Luflon, as soon as her friend was seated on the sofa, r 

'^ iTes, indeed ; I got a letter from the archdeacon- only 
this morning, which made it absolutely necessary 4hat I ^oula 



come.*^ 



" No bad newsj I hope ? '^ s^d Lady Lufto^. 

''No; I can^t call it bad news. But, dear Lady Lujfton, 
things won't always turn out exactly as one would have theV' 

''No, indeed," said her ladyship, remembering that iji was 
incumbent on her to explain to Mrs. Grantly now at this 
present interview the tidings with which her mind was frauj^lit* 
She would, howevef^ let Mrs. Grantly first tell her own story, 
feeling, perhaps, that the one might possibly! l^ear upon ^e 
other. . \ ; 

" Poor dear Griselda ! " said Mrs. Grantly, almost witE ,a 
fiigh* "I need not tell you. Lady Lufton, what mj.hoff^ 
were re^purding hei^." , .: . 

" Has she told you anything — ^any thing that — • — *' 

" She would have spoken to you at once — and if; was 4ue 
to you that she should have done so — ^but she was tiM<l « W 
not uimaturally so. And then it was right that sHe sWlJd 
see her father and me before she quite made up her own mind. 
But I may say that it is settled now." 

" What is settled? " asked Lady Luflon'. - ' 

"Of course it is impossible for any one to tell beforehand 
how these things will turn out," continued Mrs. Granflji 
beating about the bush rather more than was' neeessaiy. 
" The dearest wish of my heart was to see her married to 
Lord Luflon. I should so much have wished tp hav;? her JQ 
the same county with me, and such a match as that would 
have fiilly satisfied my ambition." . 

" Weil, I should rather think it might ! " Lady Lufton did 
not say this out loud, but she thought it. Mrs. Grantly was 
absolutely speaking of a .match between her daughter and 
Lord Luflon as though she would have displayed some amount 
of Christian moderation in putting up with it I Grieeld^ 
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GraQtly. miglt^t be a Yerj^nice girl ; but Qven fihe-HSQ thougbt 
Lady LiifloQ at the mpment-r-might possibly be pnced too 
highly. ' . ' 

"pear Mrs. Grantly," she saii,^ "I. have foreseen. for the 
last few (iays that our mutual hopes in this respect would not 
be gratified* Lord Luf)x)n, I think ; — but perhaps it is not 

necessary to explain- Had you not come up to town I 

should have written to you,-7-probably to-day. Wbatever 
may be dear Griselda's fate, in Bfe, I sincerely hope that ^ she 
may be happy." 

^^ I think she will/' said Mrs. Grantly, in a. t,9ue that 
expressed much satisfaction. , , ... 

" Has — ^ha9 anything^ 7" 

" Lord Dumbello proposed to Griselda the other night* at 
Miss Dunstable's party," said Mrs. Grantly, ! with her eyes 
fixed upon the floor, and assuming on the sudden much meek* 
ness in her manner ; " and his lordship was with the arch- 
deacon yesterday, and again this morning, I fancy he is in 
Mount Street at ^e present moment." 

" Oh, indeed I" said Lady Luflon. She woulji lave given 
worlds to have possessed at the moment fsufficient self-corn* 
mand to have enabled her to express in ber tone and mariner 
tmquajified satisfaction at the tidings.' But she had not suck 
self-command, and was painfully aware of her owi^ deficiency. 
" Yes,", said Mrs. Grantly. 'f And as it is all so far settl^ 
and as I know you are so kiiidly anxious about dear Gri^lda, 
I thought it right to let you know at once. No thing, can be 
more upright, honourable, and generous, than Lord Dumljello's 
conduct ; and, on the whole, the match is onie with which 1 
and the archdeacon caunot but be Qontented." ,, . 

" It is certainly a great match^' said Lady Liiftpn., " Etaye 
you seen Lady Hartletop yet? " ,: 

Now Lady Hartletop could not be regarded as an.^gi'eeftble 
connectiori, but this was the only word which escaped froqi 
Lady Lu^on that could 1)6 coiisiaered in any way disparaging, 
and, on the whole, I think that she behaved welli 

"Lord Diinabelk) is so completely his own uia.ster that 
that has not been necessary," said Mrs. Grantly. . " The 
marquis has been told, and the archdeacon will see iiim either 
to-morrow or the day after." There wjis nothing left for Lady 
Lufton but to congratulate her friend, .and ijfiis she did iu 
words perhaps not very sincere,, but^iuclj^ on the wnofcf 
were not badly choser;, " ... * ! 1 
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" I am sure I hope she will be yery happy," said Lady 
Lufton, '^ and I tmst that the alliance " — the word was very 
agreeable to Mrs. Grantly's ear — '^ will give unalloyed gratifi- 
cation to you and to her father. The position which she is 
called to fill is a very splendid one, but I do not think that 
it is above her merits." This was very generous, and so 
Mrs. Grantly felt it. She had expected that her news wonld 
be received with the coldest shade of civility, and she was 
quite prepared to do battle if there were occasion. But she 
had no wish for war, and was almost grateful to Lady Lufbon 
for her cordiality. 

'^ Dear Lady Lufton/* she said, '4t is so kind of you to saj 
so. I have told no one else, and of course would tell no one 
till you knew it. No one has known her and understood her so 
well as you have done. And I can assure you of this, that 
there is no one to whose friendship she looks forward in her 
new sphere of life with half so much pleasure as she does to 
yours." Lady Luflon did not say much further. She could 
not declare that she expected much gratification firom an 
intimacy with the future marchioness of Hartletop. The 
Hardetops and Luflons must, at any rate for her generation, 
live in a world apart, and she had now said all that her old 
friendship with Mrs. Grantly required. Mrs. Grantly under- 
stood all this quite as weU as did Lady Luflon ; bnt then 
Mrs. Grantly was much the better woman of the world. It 
was arranged that Griselda should come back to Bruton 
Street for ike night, and that her visit should then be brought 
to a close. 

'' The archdeacon thinks that for the present I had better 
remain up in town," said Mrs. Grantly, '^ and under the very 
peculiar circumstances Griselda will be — ^perhaps more com- 
fortable with me." To this Lady Luilon entirely agreed ; and 
so they parted, excellent friends, embracing each other in a 
most affectionate maimer. That evening Griselda did retum 
to Bruton Street, and Lady Lufion had to go through the 
further task of congratulating her. This was the more dis- 
agreeable of the two, especially so as it had to be thought 
over beforehand. But the young lady's excellent good sense 
and sterling qualities made the task comparatively an easj 
one. She neither cried, nor was impassioned, nor went into 
hysterics, nor showed any emotion. She did not even talk of 
her noble Dumbello, — her generous Dumbello. She took 
Lady Lufton's kisses almost in Bilenoei thaoked b^ ^^7 
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hr her kindness, and made no allusion to her own future 

grandeur. 
" I think I should like to go to bed early/' she said, '' as I 

must see to my packing up." 
" Richards will do all that for you, my dear." 
" Oh, yes, thank you, nothing can be kinder than Richards. 

But ni just see to my own dresses/* And so she went to bed 

early. 

Lady Luiton did not see her son for the next two days, but 
when she did, of course she said a word or two about Griselda. 
*' You have heard the news, Ludovic ? " she asked. 

" Oh, yes ; it's at all the clubs. I have been overwhelmed 
with presents of willow branches." 

" You, at any rate, have got nothing to regret," she said. 

" Nor you either, mother. I am sure that you do not think 
you have. Say that you do not regret it. Dearest mother, 
say so for my sake. Do you not know in your heart of hearts 
that she was not suited to be happy as my wife,— or to make 
me happy 7" 

" Perhaps not," said Lady Lufton, sighing. And then she. 
kissed her son, and declared to herself that no girl in England 
could be good enough for him. 
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CHAPTER XXXL 

SALMON FISHINQ IN NORWAY. 

Lord Dumbello's engagement with Griselda Grantly was the 
talk of the town for the next ten days. -It formed, at least, 
one of two subjects which monopolized attention, the other 
being that dreadful rumour, first put in motion by Tom Towers 
at Miss Dunstable^s party, as to a threatened dissolution of 
Parliament. " Perhaps, after all, it will be the best thing for 
us," said Mr. Green Walker, who felt himself to be tolerably 
safe at Crewe Junction. 

^* I regard it as a most;wicked attempt," said Harold Smith, 
who was not equally secure in his own borough, and to whom 
the expense of an election was disagreeable. '^ It is done in 
order that they may get time to tide over the autumn. They 
won't gain ten votes by a dissolution, and less than forty would 
hardly give them a majority. But they have no sense of public 
duty — ^none whatever. Indeed, I don't ^now who has." 

' 20 
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" No, by Jove ; that's just it. That's ^hat my aunt Lady 
Hartletop says; there is no sense of duty left in the i/i?6rld. 
By-the-by, what ah uncommon fool Dumbello \i' making 
himself 1 " And then the conversation went off to thdt other 
topic. 

Lord Lnftbn's joke against himself about the willow branches 
was all very well, and nobody dreamed that his heart was sore 
in that matter. The world was laughing at Lord Dumbello 
for what it chose to call a foolish match, sind Lord Liiftdn's 
friends talked to him about it as though' they h^ never 
suspected that he could have made ah ass of hims^f in the 
same direction; but, nevertheless, he was not altbgether 
contented. He by no means "Wished t5 raarr^ Gritefda; he 
had declared to himself a dozen times sinc^' he had fiM; siis- 
pected his mother's manoeuvres that no consideratioti'on 
earth should induce him to do so; he had pronoUn<^'h^ 
to be cold, insipid, and unattractive in spite of hef b^ftutjr': 
and yet he felt almost angry that Lord D\imbell6 should have 
been successful. And this, too, was the more in^xdittable, 
seeing that he had never forgotten LUcy RobartS, had neVcr 
ceased to love her, and that, in boldihg those ir&tkms^cm- 
versations within his own bosom, he. \vas as loud in Liicy'B 
fiivour as he was in dispraise of Griselda. 

" Your hero, then," I h^r some well-balanced critic say, 
" is not worth very much." In the first place Lord Lufton is 
not my hero ; and in the next place, a man may be very 
imperfect and yet worth a great deal. A man may be as 
imperfect as Lord Lufton, and yet worthy of a good mother 
arid a good wife. If not, how many of us are utiwortfey ci 
the mothers and wives we have I It is my belief that few 
young men settle themselves down to the work of the wcJrid, 
to the begetting of children, and carving and paying and 
struggling and fretting for the same, %vithout having first been 
in love with four or five possible mothers for thou, and 
probably with two or three at the same time. And yet the6e 
men. are, as a xule, worthy of the excellent wives that ulti- 
mately fall ,to their lot. In this way Lord' Lufton had, to a 
certain extent, been in loVe with Griselda. There' had beefa 
one moment in his life in which he would have ofiered her 
his hand, had not her discretion been so excellent ; and though 
that moment never returned, still he suffered 'from some 
feeling akin to disappointment when he leariled that Griselda 
had been won and was to be worn. H-e was, lh^|'t\d<f 
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in the manger, you will say. Well ; and are we not all 
doge in the manger more or less actively? Is not that 
mangeT'doggishness one of the most common phases of the 
human heart ? But not the less was Lord LuSflon truly in 
love with Lucy Bobarts. Had he fancied that any Dambello 
was carrying on a siege before that fortress, his vexation 
would have manifested itself in a very different manner. He 
could joke about Griselda Crrantly with a frank face 'and a 
happy tone of voice ; but had he heard of any tidinga of a 
similar import with reference to Lucy, he would have been 
past all joking, and I much doubt whether it would hot even 
have affected his appetite. " Mother," he said to Lady Lufton, 
a day or two after the declaration of Griselda's engagement, 
"I am g6ing to Norway to fish." 

"To Norway,— to fish I " 

" Yes. WeVe got rather a nice party. Clontarf is going, 
and Culpej^r " 

" What — that horrid man I " 

"lie's an excellent hand at fishing; and Etaddington 
Peebles, and — and — there'll be six of us altogether 5 and we 
start this day week." 

" That's rather sudden, Ludovic." 

" Yes, it is sudden ; but we're sick of London. I shonld 
not care to go so soon myself, but Clontarf and Culpijpper say 
that the season is early this year. I must go down to Framley 
before I start — about my horses; and ther^fbro I-Cameito tell 
you that I shdll be there to-morrow:" . ^^ 

" At Framley to-morrow I If you could put it off for 'iHf^ 
days I should be going myself." But Lord Luftto eould not 
put it off for three days. It may be that- on thiis d'coasi6n he 
did not wish for his mother's presence at Fratnleywhilbhc 
was there ; that h*^ conceived that Be should be more at his 
casein giving orders about his stable if he were alone 'While' io 
employed. At any^rate he declined her company, ahdori th^ 
following morning did go down to Framley' by himselfc • '• 

"Mark," saiid Mr&. Robarts, hurrying into her husband's 
book-room about the' middle of the day, " Lord Lufloii Ts at 
home. 'Have you heard it ?" ^' ' " = • 

"What! here at Framley?'* 

"He i» over at 'Framley Court; so the servants -say. 
Carson saw him in 'the paddock with sotne of the horses. 
Won't -you go and see him?" • '. 

*^ Of -course I will,'^ said Mark, shutting up his papewi. 

20—2 
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''Lady Luftori can't be here, and if he is alone he will 
probably coroe and dine." 

" I don't know about that," said Mrs. Robarts, thinking of 
poor Lucy. 

*' He is not in the least 'particular. What does for us will 
do for him. I shall ask him, at any rate." And without 
further parley the clergyman took up his hat and went off in 
search of his friend, Lucy Robarts had been present when 
the gardener brought in tidings of Lord Luflon's arriyal at 
Fraxnley, and was aware that Fanny had gone to tell her 
husband. 

" He won't come here, will he ? " she said, as soon as 
Mrs. Robarts returned. 

" I can't say," said Fanny. " I hope not. He ought not 
to do so, and I don't think he will. But Mark says tiiat he 
will ask him to dinner." 

'' Then, Fanny, I must be taken ill. There is nothing else 
for it." 

*' I don't think he will come. I don't think he can be so 
cruel. Indeed, I feel sure that he won't ; but I thonglit it 
right to tell you." Lucy also conceived that it was improbable 
that Lord Lullon should come to the parsonage under the 
present circumstances ; and she declared to herself that it 
would not be possible that she should appear at table if he 
did do so ; but, nevertheless, the idea of his being at Fnunley 
was, perhaps, not altogether painful to her. She did not 
recognize any pleasure as coming to her from his arrival, bat 
still there was something in his presence which was, uncon- 
sciously to herself, soothing to her feelings. But that terrible 
question remained ; — How was she to act if it should torn out 
that he was coming to dinner ? 

" If he does come, Fanny," she said, solemnly, after a pause, 
" I must keep to my own room, and leave Mark to think what 
he pleases. It will be better for me to make a fool of myseli 
there, than in his presence in the drawing-room." 

Mark Robarts took his hat and stick and went over at once 
to the home paddock, in which he knew that Lord Luftonwas 
engaged with the horses and grooms. He also was in no 
supremely happy frame of mind, for his correspon<Jence with 
Mr. Tozer was on the increase. He had received notice from 
that indefatigable gentleman that certain ''overdue bills 
were now lying at the bank in Barchester, and were ve^ 
desirous of his, Mr. Robarts', notice, A concatenatioB « 



SAUfON FISHING IN NOBWAY. 309 

certain peculiarly unfortunate circumstances made it indis- 
pensably necessary that Mr. Tozer should be repaid, without 
farther loss of time, the various sums of money which he had 
advanced on the credit of Mr. Bobarts' name, &c, &c, &c. No 
absolute threat was put forth, and, singular to say, no actual 
amount was named. Mr. Robarts, however, could not but 
observe, with a most painfully accurate attention, that mention 
was made, not of an overdue bill, but of overdue bills. What 
if Mr. Tozer were to demand from him the instant repayment 
of nine hundred pounds? Hitherto he had merely writt(;n 
to Mr. Sowerby, and he might have had an answer from that 
gentleman this morning, but no such answer had as yet 
reached him. Consequently he was not, at the present 
moment, in a very happy frame of mind. 

He soon found himself with Lord Lufbon and the horses. 
Four or five of them were being walked slowly about the 
paddock in the care of as many men or boys, and the 
sheets were being taken off them — off one after another, so 
^t their master might look at them with the more accuracy 
and satisfaction. But though Lord Lufton was thus doing his 
^|ity, and going through his work, he was not doing it with 
nis whole heart, — as the head groom perceived very well. 
He was fretful about the nags, and seemed anxious to get 
toem out of his sight as soon as he had made a decent 
pretext of looking at them. " How are you, Lufton?" said 
Robarts, coming forward. "They told me that you were 
down, and so I came across at once." 

^^ ^es ; I only got here this morning, and should have been 
^ver with you directly. I am going to Noi-way for six weeks 
or so, and it seems that the fish are so early this year that 
^e must start at once. I have a matter on which I want to 
^P^ to you before I leave ; and, indeed, it was that which 
brought me down more than anything else." There was 
something hurried and not altogether easy about his manner 
^ he spoke, which struck Robarts, and made him think that 
this promised matter to be spoken of would not be agreeable 
^Q ^cuaaion. He did not know whether Lord Luflon might 
Qot again be mixed up with Tozer and the bills. 

'' You will dine with us to-day," he said, " if, as I supposoi 
you are all alone." 

** Yes, I am all alone." 

"Then you'll come?" 

"Well, J don't quite know. No, J don't think I wn go 
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over to dinner. Don't look so disgusted. Til explain it all 
to you just now«" What could ti^ere be in the wind; and 
how was it possible that Tozer's bill should make it inex- 
p^ient for Lord Luflon to dine at the parsonage 7 Bobarts, 
however, said nothing further about it at the momenti but 
turned off to look at the horses. 

'^ They are an uncommonly nice set of animals,*' said he. 
. " Weil, yes ; I don't know. When a man has four or live 
hprses to look at, somehow or other he never has one fit to 
go. That chesnut mare is a picture, now that nobody wants 
ker ; but she wasn't able to carry me well to hounds a single 
day last .winter. Take them in, Pounce; that'll do." 

" Won't your lordship run^ your eye over the old black 
*oss 7 " said Pounce, the head groom, in a m^elancholy tone; 
V he's us fine, sir — ^as fine as a stag." 

" To tell you the tnith, I think they're too fine ; but that'll 
do ; take them in. And now, Mark, if you're at leisure we'll 
take a turn round the place." Mark, of course, was at leisure, 
and sp they started on their walk. 

" You're too difficult to please about your stable," Eobarta 
began.. 

« Never mind the stable now," said Lord Luflon; " The 
truth is, I am not thinking about it. Mark," he then saldt 
Tery abruptly, " I want you to be frank with me. Has youi 
$i&ter ever spoken to you about me 7 " 

, "My sister ; Lucy 7 " 

" Yes ; your sister Lucy." 
, ^' No> never ; at least nothing especial ; nothing that I can 
^^nember at this moment." 
- " Nor your wife 7 " 

, « Spoken about you I — ^Fanny 7 Of course she has, ia an 
ordinary way. It would be impossibte that she should not. 
But what do you mean. 7 " . 

; " Have either of them told you that I made nn offer to jour 
«8ter7" 

• " That you made an offer to Lucy 7 " 
„ " Yea, that I made an offer to Lucy." 

" No ; nobody has told me so. ,1 have never dreamed ot 
such a thing:;.. nor, as ffur.as I believe, have.ithey. If ^^7' 
body has spread such a report, or said that either of tbem 
have hinted at such a thing, it is a bnse lie. Qood havens I 
Luflon, for what do you take them 7 '* 

. *''But I did;" said h\fi lorfship.. 
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'' J>id what ? *" gaid the parson. 

'*' I did make your fidater aa offer." 

^* You made Lucy an offer of marriage I *' 

'' Yes, I did ; — ^in as plain language as a gentleman could 
DM to a lady." 

"And what answer did she make ? " 

** She refused me. Aud now, Mark, I have come down 
hsre with the express purpose of making that offer again. 
Nothing could be more decided than your sist^'s answer. 
It struck me as being almost uncourtepusly decided. But 
still it is possible that circumstances may have we^hed with 
her, which ought not to weigh with her. If her love be not 
^ren to any one else, I may still have a chance of it. It's 
the old stoiy pf fednt heart, you know : at any rate, I mean 
to try my Ijuck again; and thinking over it with deliberate 
purpose, I have come to the conclusion that I ought to tell 
you hf fore I flee her." 

X<ord Lufton in love with. Lucy I As these word^ repeated 
themselves oyer and over again within Mark Bobarts' mipd, 
his mind added to them notes of surprise without end. How 
had it- possibly come about^ — ^and why? In his estimation 
his sister Lucy was a very simple girl — ^not plain indeed, but 
hy no meaps beautiful; certaiidy not stupid, but by no means 
hnlliant. - And then, he would h^ve said, that of all men 
vhom. he kn^w, Lprd Lu^n would have been the last to fall 
^ love with such a girl as his sister. And now, what was be 
^ say or dp ? Wl^at yiew^ was he bound to hold ? In what 
direction should he act ? There was Lady Lufbon on the one 
wde,, to whom he, owed everything. . How would. life be pos- 
sible to him in that parsonage — ^within a few yards of her 
elbow-— if he consented to receive Lord Luik>n as the acknow- 
^^ged suitor of his sister ? It would be a great match for 
^'^cy,, doubtless; but Indeed, he could not bring him- 
self to believe that Lucy cpuld in truth become thp absolute 
^gning,qije^n of ^raipley Courts 

"Do. you think that Fanpy knows anything of all this?" 
he said after ;a momi^t Of. twa , , 

4 cannot possibly ^ell. If she does it is not with my 
knowledge,, I should have thought thj^t you could best answer 

"I cabinet answer it at.^," said Mark. ." I, at least, have 
ha\l no jcemotest idea of such a thing.". 
. "Yotu: ideas. oi^ it now need not be at all reniote/' ss4d 
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Lord Luflon, witli a faint smile; " and yon may know it as a 
fact. I did make her an offer of marriage ; I was refused ; 
I am going to repeat it ; and I am now taking you into my 
confidence, in onler that, as her brother, and as my friend, 
you may give me such assistance as you can.'* They then 
%valked on in silence for some yards, after which Lord Lufton 
added : " And now I'll dine with you to-day if you wish it." 
Mr. Bobarts did not know what to say; he could not bethink 
himself what answer duty required of him. He had no right 
to interfere between his sister and such a marriage, if she her- 
self should wish it ; but still there was something terrible in 
the thought of it ! He had a vague conception that it must 
come to evil; that the project was a dangerous one; and that 
it could not finally result happily for any of them. What 
would Lady Luflon say? That undoubtedly was the chief 
source of his dismay. 

'' Have you spoken to your mother about this ? " he said. 

" My mother ? no ; why speak to her till I know my fate? 
A man does not like to speak much of such matters if there be 
a probability of his being rejected. I tell you because I do not 
like to make my way into your house imder a false pretence." 

" But what would Lady Lufton say ? " 

" I think it probable that she would be displeased on the 
first hearing it ; that in four-and-twenty hours she would be 
reconciled ; and that after a week or so Lucy would be her 
dearest favourite and the prime minister of aJl her machina- 
tions. You don't know my mother as well as I do. She 
would give her head off her shoulders to do me a pleasure." 

'^ And for that reason,*' said Mark Bobarts, '' you ought, if 
possible, to do her pleasure." 

" I cannot absolutely marry a wife of her choosing, if you 
mean that," said Lord Lufton. They went on walking about 
the garden for an hour, but they hardly got any farther than 
the point to which we have now brought them. Mark Robarts 
could not make up his mind on the spur of the moment ; nor, 
as he said more than once to Lord Lufton, could he be at all 
sure that Lucy would in any way be guided by him. It was, 
therefore, at last settled between them that Lord Luftx)n should 
come to the parsonage inunediately after breakfast on the fol- 
lowing morning. It was agreed also that the dinner had better 
not come off, and Robarts promised that he would, if possible, 
have determined by the morning as to what advice he would 
give his sister. He went direct home to the parsonage &om 
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Framley Court, feeling that he was altogether in the dark till 

he should have consulted his wife. How would he feel if 
Lucy were to become Ladj Lnfton ? and how would he look 
Ladj Lufton in the face in telling her that such was to be his 
sister's destiny ? On returning home he immediately found 
his wife, and had not been closeted with her ^re minutes be- 
fore he knew, at any rate, all that she knew. " And you mean 
to say that she does love him ? " said Mark. 

''Indeed she does; and is it not natural that she should? 
When I saw them so much together I feared that she would. 
But I never thought that he would care for her." Even Fanny 
Old not as yet give Lucy credit for half her attractiveness. 
After an hour's talking the interview between the husband 
and wife ended in a message to Lucy, begging her to join 
them both in the book-room. 

"Aunt Lucy," said a chubby little darling, who was taken 
up into his aunt's arms as he spoke, '^ papa and mamma 'ant 'oo 
m te tuddy, and I musn't go wis 'oo." Lucy, as she kissed 
the boy and pressed his face against her own, felt that her 
blood was running quick to her heart. 

" Musn't oo' go wis me, my own one ? " she said as she put 
her playfellow down ; but she played with the child only be- 
cause she did no]; wish to betray, even to him, that she was 
hardly mistress of herself. She knew that Lord Luiion was 
at Framley ; she knew that her brother had been to him ; she 
&new that a proposal had been made that he should come 
there that day to dinner. Must it not, therefore, be the case 
that this call to a meeting in the study had arisen out of Lord 
Lufton's arrival at Framley? and yet, how could it have done 
^ ^ Had Fanny betrayed her in order to prevent the dinner 
Invitation ? It could not be possible that Lord Lufton him- 
self should have spoken on the subject ! And then she again 
stooped to kiss the child, rubbed her hands across her fore- 
^^ to smooth her hair, and erase, if that might be possible, 
the look of care which she wore, and then descended slowly 
to her brother's sitting-room. Her hand paused for a second 
on the door ere she opened it, but she had resolved that, come 
^hat might, she would be brave. She pushed it open and 
Walked in with a bold front, with eyes wide open, and a slow 
step. " Frank says that you want me," she said. Mr. Bobarts 
^d Fanny were both standing up by the fireplace, and each 
"wraited a second for the other to speak, when Luoy entered tho 
fooin, and then Fanny began,-^ 
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'' Lord Lilfton ia berei Luogi^*' .••'-' • 
: ''fieret VHwrel At tM pMMHi^.? " 

''No, kiofe at the-parsoiuig^ j tat Oveir at F^rainkj OovV* «dA. 
Mark. ' 

^ And lie {Hromisea to eidl hereafter bpe^kfastto-iQoirow,** 
said Fanii7« And then again "there was a pause* Mrs, Bobarte 
hardlj dared to look. Lucy in t))<$ fac^. She had not.betrayed 
her trust, seeing that the seoret'had been tQld to<Mark}:|[iQt \)j 
her, birt byL^;Ll^Von; b^t she nspuld not but. feel that 
Lucy would thilsk^at.she had betr^j^d it. 

" Very; well,**.«aid Luqr, trying to smile; " I haveno objisp* 

tipninlifew" . , , ,..r - 

, ** But^ Lucy, dear/'— rand now Mrsi Roberto yiuti hflr jwip 

round, her 8ister-in«law*s waist,-^-" he is coming hereespeoiaUj 

to see you." ... -. , 

>'.0h; that makes. a diffisprenoe. , I am afraid .i;|;kAt,}.,4baIl 
bet-r-rengaged." ,.• ,...;> 

'' He has told everything .to . Mark/* said Mr9t .Rpb^ 
Lucy snow felt that her bravery, was, (dngiost; deserting. 1^^ 
She hardly knew which way to. look or JbQw.tp stand. * Had 
Fanny told everything also.?. There ;wiis, 8Q much th^t Vj^m 
knew that Lord Luftpn could not baYekn(>wnt / B\it,in ^^ 
Fanny had told all— rthe whole stpry of L:aQy's Iqre, add-hs^ 
dj^aorib^.jbhe reasons : which bad indu^ her, io jf^'^t,^ 
suitor; and had done so. in wo^ i(hi<AiHih£^4.rLo^i liif^f 
h/^ard Uiem«. wpuld hav$^.mad«^.hi3A,twiqft as;.p9ssipxi9i^,i%)iii^ 
love* . And then it certainly, did pccu^r^ to Lucj ^ lijiflk wliy 
Lord Luftoa should have come to . Franiley and tpld^^ ^i* 
history to.^her.bpolher* . Shfs |^tempted;fi>r;a mpm^nt^to m^ 
herself believe that ahe. was aogry, with, him for dpi^g po* 
Boib she was. not angry. She limd .Qot tin^e ,tp^ aigue Wi^ 
about iti but there c^me^ upon h€^ a gratified, ^ensatioii.pf 
having.been..remembered) jkiid. thpwghjj of, find^pved. Must 
it not besp ? Couldit be possible that.be hjm8f^woiMl4.^y® 
told thiis tale to her.brQther,if he did npjt.stiU love, her if Fifty 
tj'niesi she had .said to herself that his pffer had been an s£^ 
of the.mnm/ent, andfiAy times she had been unhej>py4A>^ 
saying. But this new coming of his could not be .^nafiaiC:^ 
thexnom^* .. Sl%e had been the dnpe,.8he.had thought, Qfa^ 
absurd passion on her own pwft; feut npiK-rhpj^..'«wJtn«ff? 
She did^ not bring herself to. thi^k that she should ^^ v^ 
Lady.Lufton,. ,.She had. still, /in sQime,;.pex)?^s^y pb^QA^ 
manner, made up her min^ Against thcMi X^olt* . Jto^J^ 
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oeYerthelessy it did in aome ima<;coimtable n^fuuner tatis^. ber 
to feel that Lord Luflon had himself coi^e down to Frunl^y 
and hinuelf told this story. ''He has told everythiog to 
Mark," said Mrs^ Sobarts; and then agai|i there was a pause 
for a moment, during which these thoughtcf passed tl^rough 
Lucy's mind. 

'* Yes,/' said Mark, '' he has told me. all, and he is oon\i9g 
here to-^morrow morning that he may receive an answer, ^m 
yourself." 

<< What answer ?" said Lucy, trembling, 

"Nay, dearest; who can say that but yourself 2 ",and Jmt 
sister-in-law, as she spoke, pressed .cU)^e^ against, h^r. f'.Toa 
must^ say that yourself." Mrs. Kobarts, iu her long.cpnvenp^ 
tion with her husband, had pleaded strongly on Lucy\s beh§]jf| 
taking as it were a part against Lady Lufbon. She had said 
that if Lord Lufton persevered in his suit, liiey-at thepa^rson- 
age could not be justified in robbing Lucy of all that she had 
won for herself, in order to do Lady Lufbon*s pleasure. ..]/_, 

^'But she will think," said Mark, '' that we have plotted 
and intrigued for this. She will call us ungrateful, and will 
make Lucy's life wretched." To which the wife had i^nswered, 
that all that must be left in God's hands. Thev had not 
plotted or intrigued. Lucy, though loving ^he man in. her 
heart of hearts, had already once refused him,' b^^ca^se i^e 
would not be thought .to have snatched at so great a pnze. 
But if Lord Lufton loved her so warmly that he had come 
down there in this manner, on purpose,, as he himself h^d put 
it, that he might learn his fate, then-'— so aigue4 Mxs, itobarts 
—they two, let their loyalty to Lady Luflon b^ ever ao strong, 
could not justify It to their consciences to stand between Lucy 
and her lover. Mark had still somewhat demurred to t^s, 
Bi^^;e8ting how terrible would be th^r pUght if they shoidd 
now encourage Lord Luflon, and if he, afier ^9h encourage^ 
ment, when they shoidd have quarrelled wi^ Lady Lufton^ 
should allow himself to be led away from his engagenient by 
his mother. To which Fanny had answered Uiat justloe waa 
justice, and that right was right. Everything xpust l)e toLd tp 
Lucy, and she must judge for herself. « , ,* 

"But I do not know what Lord Lofton wants," said Lu^, 
with her eyes fixed upon the ground, and now tr^n^bling more 
than ever. " He did come to me, and I did give him an answer." 

" And is that answer to be £oal ? " said Mark--<--som^w]^t 
cruelly, for Lucy had not yet been told that her- lover bad 
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made any repetition of his proposal. Fanny, however, deter- 
mined that no injustice should be done, and therefore she at 
last continued the story. 

" We know that you did give him an answer, dearest ; but 
gentlemen sometimes will not put up with one answer on 
such a subject. Lord Luilon has declared to Mark that he 
means to ask again. He has come down here on purpose to 

do 80." 

" And Jiady Lufton — " said Lucy, speaking hardly above a 
whisper, and still hiding her face as she leaned against her 
sister's shoulder. 

^' Lord Luflon has not spoken to his mother about it," said 
Mark ; and it immediately became clear to Lucy, from the 
tone of her brother's voice, that he, at least, would not be 
pleased, should she accept her lover's vow. 

"You must decide out of your own heart, dear," said 
Fanny, generously. " Mark and I know how well you have 
behaved, for I have told him everything." Lucy rfiuddered 
and leaned closer against her sister as this was said to her. 
" I had no alternative, dearest, but to tell him. It was best 
so ; was it not ? But nothing has been told to Lord Lufloo. 
Mark would not let him come here to-day, because it would 
have flurried you, and he wished to give you time to think. 
But you can see him to-morrow morning— can you not ? and 
then answer him." 

Lucy now stood perfectly silent, feeling that she dearly loved 
her sister-in-law for her sisterly kindness — ^for that sisterly 
wish to promote a sister's love ; but still there was in her 
mind a strong resolve not to allow Lord Lufton to come there 
under the idea that he would be received as a favoured lover. 
Her love was powerful, but so also was her pride ; and she 
could not bring herself to bear the scorn which would lay in 
Lady Luflon's eyes. " His mother will despise me, and then 
he will despise me too," she said to herself; and with a strong 
gulp of disappointed love and ambition she determined to 
persist. " Shall we leave you now, dear ; and speak of it again 
to-morrow morning before he comes ? " said Fanny. 

" That will be the best," said Mark. " Turn it in yonr 
mind every way to-night. Think of it when you have said 
your prayers — ^and, Lucy, come here to me ; " — then, taking 
her in his arms, he kissed her with a tenderness that was not 
customary with him towards her. "It is fiiir," said he, ** that 
I should tell you this: that J havo perfect confidence in your 
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Judgment and feeling ; and that I will stand by yon as yonr 
brother in whatever decision you may come to. Fanny and I 
both think that you have behaved excellently, and are both 
of us sure that you will do what is best. Whatever you do I 
will stick to you ; — and so will Fanny/' 

" Dearest, deai'est Mark ! '* 

^' And now we will say nothing more about it till to-morrow 
morning," said Fanny. But Lucy felt that this saying nothing 
more about it till to-morrow morning would be tantamount to 
an acceptance on her part of Lord Luflon's offer. Mrs. Eobarts 
knew, and Mr. Hobarts also now knew, the secret of her heart ; 
and if, such being the case, she allowed Lord Luflon to come 
there with the acknowledged purpose of pleading his own suit, 
it would be impossible for her not to yield. If she were 
resolved that she would not yield, now was the time for her 
to stand her ground and make her fight. '^ Do not go, Fanny ; 
at least not quite yet,*' she said. 

«WeU, dear?" 

^* I want you to stay while I tell Mark. He must not let 
Lord Luflon come here to-morrow." 

*^ Not let him I " said Mrs. Eobarts. Mr. Hobarts said 
nothing, but he felt that his sister was rising in his esteem 
from minute to minute. 

" No ; Mark must bid him not oCme. He will not wish to 
pain me when it can do no good. Look here, Mark ; " and 
she walked over to her brother, and put both her hands upon 
his arm. " I do love Lord Luflon. I had no such meaning 
or thought when I first knew him. But I do love him — I love 
him dearly ; — almost as well as Fanny loves you, I suppose. 
You may tell him so if you think proper — nay, you must 
tell him so, or he will not understand me. But tell him this, 
as coming from me : that I will never marry him, unless his 
mother asks me." 

" She will not do that, I fear," said Mark, sorrowfully. 

" No ; I suppose not," said Lucy, now regaining all her 
courage. " If I thought it probable that she should wish me 
to be her daughter-in-law, it would not be necessary that I 
should make such a stipulation. It is because she will not 
wish it ; because she would regard me as unfit to — 'to — to 
mate with her son. She would hate me, and scorn me ; and 
then he would begin to scorn me, and perhaps would cease tc 
love me. I could not bear her eye upon me, if she thought 
that I bad injured her son. Mark, you will go to him now ; 
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will yon not? and explain this to him;— -as much of it as k 
nec^bearj.. Tell .him, that if his mother asks wA I ivill — 
consent. But that as I know that she never will, be is to look 
upbn all that he has said as forgotten. With me it shall be 
the same as though it were forgotten." Such washer verdict, 
and so confident were they both of her firmness — of her 
obstinacy Mark would have called it on any other occasion, — 
that they neither of them sought to make her.alter it. 

*Mton will go to him now — this afternoon ; will you not ? " 
she i^id; and Mark promised that he would. Be oouldnot 
but feel that he himself was greatly relieved. Lady Lufton 
mi^bt, probably, hear that her son had been fool enough to 
fall' in love with the parson's sister ; but under existing cir- 
cumstanced' she could not consider herself aggrieved either bj 
th^ parson or by his' sister. ^Lucy was behaving .well, and 
Mark was proud of her. Lucy -was . behaving with fierce 
spirit, and Fanny was grieving for her. • 

" I'd rather be by . myself till dinner-time j" said Lucy, as 
Mrs. Robarta prepared to ,go with her out of the room. ^^Dear 
Fanny, don't look unhappy ; there's nothing to make w 
uiibappy. I told you I should want goat's milk, and that 
will be all." Robarts, after sitting- for an hour with bis wife, 
did. return again to Framley Court; and, after a considerable 
search,' found Lord Lufton returning home to a late dinner. 

"" Unleas my mother asks her," said he, when the story had 
been told. him. " That is nonsense. Surely you told her 
that such is not the way of the world;" Robarts endeavoured 
tb^xplain to him that Lucy "could hot endure to think that 
her husband's mother should look on her with disfavour. 
' ' '^^ Does a^e think that my mother dislikes her ; her specially 7 " 
^ed Lord Lufton. No ; Robarts could not suppose that that 
wad' the case' ^ but Lady LuftotL might probably think that a 
marriage with a clergyman's sister would be a mesalliance. 

" That is out of the qttfestion," said Loi-d Lufton; *<as 'she 
has especially wanted me to marry a clergyman's daughter for 
som'e'tiiiie past But, Mark, it is absurd talking aboiit ray 
mbtbfer. / A man in these days is not jto i&arryas his mother 
bidslifm.*'^ Mark cotdd only assure -hiirijiri answer to all 
this, 'that LucySvtia very firicn i^ Vhiit'shiB was ddin^,J,that she 
had qufte'made up hel^ mind, and that shealtegetherab'scilv^d 
tdird tiiftbttlfrbra any necessity to speak 1:6' bis 'rndtbei^J if h« 
*ft'iiet mink weHof d^ngso; ^^But bH tbii'^rf tb vety Kttle 
p«S^iw«eV'* ^ SSe'd»erf(^eme then?** iwid B<Jrd/Luftonr ' ' 
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<^ Well,^ 8Md Mflirk, ^ I will not ftajr whelihdr shie doei ot 
does not. lean cnly repeat her own meesage. She oannot 
accept you, uilless sh^ do^ no at your mother*^ request" And 
haMng said' that again, he tbok hiir leave, and went back to 
the parsonage. Pbor Lucy, having finished her interriew 
wi^ to'miich dignity, having fully satisfied her brother, and 
declined any immediate consolation from her sister-in-law, 
betook herself to h^ own bed-room-. She had to think over 
ii^i£C Gihe 'had' said anid dofte, find It was necessary that she 
sfioQ-ld be aloneto do so. Jt might be that, when she came 
to 'r^nsidef th^ matter, i^e would not be qiiite so well 
satisiSed as ^as' her bt6ther.'' Her' grandeur of demeanotir 
afid ilotr {)rb^riety of carfia^e lasted her till she was wet^ intd 
her own room. Th^re Ar<s abiiki'alB'whd, when th^ are aiHtajg 
in any Mrhy^ contrive to hide thiemselve^, ashamed, as ft wi^re, 
that the weakness of their suffering should be witness^. 
Ind^, I ^tn'tt^t sure whether all dvtath animals do nbt do 
80 niore or leds ; and in 'thrs re^ct Lucy Was* like a diMb 
atriinal. fiv^'iii her oohfidehdeH wfth'f^aUny she made a j^ke 
of her own misfortunes, and spoke of her heart ailments with 
fi^If ridicule. But lk>Wj having walkled up (W'VtairCaAe with 
no huni(Hd step, and having delibertflely locked the dootf; ilhe 
tamed herself round to suffer in silence and solitude — as do 
the beasts and birds. She sat- herself down on a low chair, 
which stood at the foot of her bed, and, throwing back her 
head, held her handkerchief across her eyes and forehead, 
holding it tight in both her hands ; and then she began to 
think. She began to thiiik and also to Wy, for the tears came 
n^EKnltfg down frbm beneath the handkef-cSiidf; and toweebi 
wer^ to be heard— K)nly that the animal 'had taken itself off^ 
to sufler in solitude. Had she not thrown from her ali her 
obancesof happiness 7 Was it possible that he should come 
toher yet agadn^a third time? No; it was not possible. 
Th^ Very mdde and pride of this, het second rejection of ham, 
made it impossible. In coming to her determination, -and 
makitfg her aivoWal, she had been actuated by the knowledge 
that Lady I^uflon w^ould regaxd such a marriage with abhbr- 
rence» Lady Lufton would not and coUld. not ask her tb 
oondeseend'to'be her 'soh^s : bride^ • Her ehance c^' happiness, 
of glory ,^ of ambition, of Iove,'Was all gonci She had sacrificed 
evetjithing,. not tfo. virtue, but to pride^ and bhe had sacrificed 
not duly herself, but him. ^^i When[T£rst\he ^aaoe thene^Tadien 
0b^'bad4tieditated over, bia first i]flttf*Hfefae« had lioidly^ give* 
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him credit for deep love ; but now — ^tbere could be no doubt 
that he loved her now. AA;er his season in London, his days 
and nights passed with all that was beautiful, he had returned 
there, to that little country parsonage, that he might agsdn 
throw himself at her feet. And she — she hacL refused to see 
him, though she loved him with all her heart, she had refused 
to see him because she was so vile a coward that she could 
not bear the sour looks of an old woman ! ''I will come 
down directly,'' she said, when Fanny at last knocked at the 
door, begging to be admitted. *' I won't open it, love, but I 
will be with you in ten minutes ; I will, indeed." And so 
she was ; not, perhaps, without traces of tears, discernible by 
the experienced eye of Mrs. Robarts, but yet with a smooth 
brow, and voice under her own command. 

" I wonder whether she really loves him," Mark said to his 
wife that night. 

« Love him 1 " his wife had answered : '< indeed she does ; 
and, Mark, do not be led away by the stem quiet of her 
demeanour. To my thinking she is a girl who might almost 
die for love." 

On the next day Lord Luilon lefl Framley ; and started, 
according to his arrangements, for the Norway salmon fishing. 



■•^•- 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

THE aOAT AJSD OOlfPASSES. 

Harold Smith had been made unhappy by that rumour of a 
dissolution ; but the misfortune to him would be as nothing 
compared to the severity with which it would fall on Mr. 
Sowerby. Harold Smith might or might not lose his borough, 
but Mr. Sowerby would imdoubtedly lose his county; and, 
in losing that, he would lose everything. He felt very certain 
now that the duke would not support him again, let who 
would be master of Chaldicotes ; and as he reflected on these 
things he foimd it very hard to keep up his spirits. Tom 
Towers, it seems, had known all about i|;, as he always does. 
The little remark which had dropped from him at Miss Dun- 
stable's, made, no doubt, after mature deliberation, and with 
profound political motives, was the forerunner, only by twelve 
hours, of a very general report that the giants were goiog ^^ 
the countiy. It wan manifest that the giants bad not a 
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majority in Parliament, generona as had been the promises of 

flopport disinterestedly made to them bj the gods. This 
indeed was manifest, and therefore thej were going to the 
counfciy, although they had been deliberately warned by a 
veiy prominent scion of Olympus that if they did do so that 
dismterested support must be withdrawn. This threat did 
not seem to weigh much, and by two o*cIock on the day 
following Miss Dunstable's party, the fiat was presumed to 
have gone forth. The rumour had begun with Tom Towers, 
but by that time it had reached Buggins at the Petty Bag 
Office. '* It won't make no difference to hus, sir ; will it, 
Mr. Kobarts?" said Buggins, as he leaned respectfully against 
the wall near the door, in the room of the private secretaiy 
At that establishment. 

A good deal of conversation, miscellaneous, special, ami 
politica], went on between young Bobarts and Buggins in th3 
course of the day ; as was natural, seeing that they were 
dirown in these evil times very much upon each other. The 
Lord Petty Bag of the present ministry was not such a one as 
Harold Smith. He was a giant indifferent to his private notes, 
and careless as to the duties even of patronage; he rarely 
visited the office, and as there were no other clerks in the 
establishment — owing to a root and branch reform carried 
out in the short reign of Harold Smith — ^to whom could 
young Robarts talk, if not to Buggins ? '' No ; I suppose 
not," said Robarts, as he completed on his blotting-paper an 
^borate picture of a Turk seated on his divan. 

" *Gause, you see, sir, we're in the Upper 'Ouse, now — ^as 
I always thinks we bought to be. I don't think it ain't con- 
stitutional for the Petty Bag to be in the Commons, Mr. 
Robarts. Hany ways, it never usen't." 

** They're changing all those sort of things now-a-days, 
Buggins," said Robarts, giving the final toudi to the Turk's 
unoke. 

" Well ; I'll tell you what it is, Mr. Robarts : I think I'll 
go. I can't stand all these changes. Pm turned of sixty 
iiow, and don't want any 'stifflicates. I think I'll take my 
pension and walk. The hoffice ain't the same place at all 
since it come down among the Commons." And then Buggins 
retired sighing, to console himself with a pot of porter bdiind 
a large open office ledger, set up on end on a small table in 
the httle lobby outside the private secretary's room. Buggins 
lighed akaia as he 9aw that the date made visible in the 

21 
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open book was almost as old as his own a)>p6intlnent ; tot 
each a book as this lasted long in the Petty Bag Of&ce. A 
peer of high degree had been Lord Petty Bag in those days; 
one whom a messenger's heart could respect with infinite 
veneration, as he made his unaccustomed visits to the office 
with much solemnity — perhaps four times during the season. 
The Lord Petty Bag then was highly regai*ded by. his staf^ 
and his coming among them was talked about for sonie hours 
previously and for some days afterwards ; but Harold Smith 
had bustled in and out like the managing clerk in a Man- 
chester house. '* The service is going to the dogs,'* said 
Buggins to himself, as he put down the porter pot, and looked 
up over the book at a gentleman who presented himself at 
the door. " Mr. Robarts in his room I " said Buggins, re? 
peating the gentleman's words. ^* Yes,.' Mr. Sowerby; you'll 
find him there — first door to the left" And then, remem- 
bering that the visitor was a county member — a position 
which Buggins regarded as next to that of a peer — he got up, 
and, opening the private secretary's door, ushered in the 
visitor. 

Young Robarts and Mr. Sowerby had, of course, hwome 
acquainted in the days of Harold Smith's reign. During ibat 
short time thjB member for East Barset had on mdait. days 
dropped in at the Petty Bag Office for a minute (»r two, 
finding out what the energetic cabinet minister was doings 
chatting on semi-official subjects, and teaching the private 
secretary to laugh at his master. There was nothing, there- 
fore, in his present visit which need appear to be singol&r, or 
which required any immediate special explanatiod^ He sat 
himself d-own in his ordinary way, and bogan to speak of the 
subject of the day. " We're aU to go," said Sowerby. 

"So I hear," said the private secretary, "It will giye 
me np trouble, for^ as the respectable Buggins says, we're in 
the Upper House now." 

**What a. delightful time tihose lucky d(^. of lords do 
have 1 '* said Sowerby. " No coostituents, no turning ou^ 
no fighting, no necessity for political opinions; and, as a role, 
no such opinions at all! " 

" I suppose you're tolerably safe in East Barsetshire?** «ai^ 
Robarts. " The diuke has it pretty much his own way then?.** 

"Yes; the duke does have it pretty much his own.iray 
By-the-by, where is your brother ? " 

" At home," said Robarts j " at least I presume fiOt" • 
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"At Fhimley or' at Barcbeat^r? I believe lie was iu 

residence at Barchester not long ei&ce." 

' ** ft^s at Framley ^w, I know. I got a letter only yester- 
day from his wife, with a commission. He was there, and 
LcH-dLiAon had just left." ' 

'"Yes; Lttf)x>n was dowfi. H*' started for Norway this 
momiflgi I want to see yonr brother. You have not heard 
fix)m hinj yourself, have you ? " 

''^'N<>; not lately. Mark is' a bad fcorrespondent. He would 
fltot do at all for a jwivate secretary." 

*-**At any rate, -not to Harold Sitiith. But you are sure I 
diotiia not catch him at Barchester ? " 

'"Send down by telegraph, and be would meet you." 

** I don't* want to do that. A telegraph message makes 
such a fuss in the country, frightening people's wives, and 
setting liU the horses about the plaoiB gaUoping." 

^wwhat wit about?" 

^ " Nothing of any great" consequence. I didn't know whether 
he ini^t hafve told you. I'll write down by to-night's post, 
atid'fiien he can meet me at Barchester to-morrow. Or do 
jfoa'write. There's nothing I hate so much as letter- writing; 
jiifit tell him that I called, and that I shall be much obliged 
iJP%e can meet me at the Dragon of Wantly — say at two to- 
morrow. I will go down by the ekpress." 

'Mark Robarts, in talking over tiiis coming money trouble 
^h Sowerl^, had once mentioned that if it were necessary 
to taker up the bill for a short time he might be able to 
hortDw the money from his brother. So much of the father's 
legacy 'strll remained in the hands of the private secretary as 
^uld enable him to produce the amount of the latter bill, 
aaid there could be no doubt that he would lend it if asked. 
Mr, Sowerby's visit to the Petty Bag Office had been caused 
by a' desire to learn whether any such request had been made 
-^•ind also by a half-formed resolution to make the request 
himself if he should find that the clergyman had not done so. 
It seemed to him to be a pity that such a sum should be 
lying about, as it were, within reach, and that he should 
not stoop to put his hands upon it. Such abstinence would 
be ^o contrary to all the practice of his life that it was as 
^fficult to him as it is for a sportsman to let pass a cock- 
0ieasatnt. But. yet something like remorse touched his heart 
as he sat there- balancing himself on his chair in the private 
•ecretaiy's room, and looking at the young man's open tace. 

21— a 
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"Yes; m write to him,", said John Robarts; "but he 
hasn^t said anything to me about anything particulax." 

" Hasn*t he ? It does not much signify. I only mentioned 
it because I thought I understood him to say that he would/' 
And then Mr. Sowerby went on swinging himself. How was 
it that he felt so averse to mention that little sum of 5002. to 
a young man like John Hobarts, a fellow without wife or 
children or calls on him of any sort, who would not even be 
injured by the loss of the money, seeing that he had an ample 
salary on which to live 7 He wondered at his own weakness. 
The want of the money was urgent on him in the extreme. 
He had jreasons for supposing that Mark would find it very 
difficult to renew the bills, but he, Sowerby, could stop their 
presentation if he could get this money at once into his own 
hands. 

*< Can I do anything for you 7 " said the innocent lamb, 
offering his throat to the butcher. But some unwonted feel- 
ing numbed the butcher's fingers, and blunted his knife. He 
sat still for half a minute after the question, and then jumping 
from his seat, declined the offer. ** No, no ; nothing, thank 
you. Only write to Mark, and say that I shall be there to- 
morrow," and then, taking his hat, he hurried out of the 
office. *' What an ass I am," he said to himself as he went: 
" as if it were of any use now to be particular ! " 

He then got into a cab and had himself driven half way np 
Portman Street towards the New Boad, and walking from 
thence a few hundred yards down a cross-street he came to 
a public-house. It was called the " Goat and Compasses," 
•^a very meaningless name, one would say ; but the house 
boasted of being a place of public entertainment very long 
established on that site, having been a tavern out in the 
country in the days of Cromwell. At that time the pious 
landlord, putting up a pious legend for the benefit of his 
pious customers, had declared that — '^ God encompasseth us." 
The '^ Gt^at and Compasses " in these days does quite as well; 
and, considering the present character of the house, was 
perhaps less unsuitable than the old l^end. '< Is Mr. Austen 
here 7 " asked Mr. Sowerby of the man at the bar. 

" Which on *em 7 Not Mr. John ; he ain't here. Mr. Tom 
is in — the little room on the lefl-hand side." The man whom 
Mr. Sowerby would have preferred to see was the elder 
brother, John ; but as he was not to be found, he did go into 
ll^e little room. In that room he found-*-Mr. Austeui Joniori 
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aooording to one arrangement of nomenclaturey and Mr. Tom 
Tozer according to another. To gentlemen of the legal pro* 
fession he generally chose to introduce himself as belonging 
to the respectable family of the Austens; but among his 
intimates he had always been — Tozer. Mr. Sowerby, though 
he was intimate with the ^Eimily, did not love the Tozers : 
bat he especially hated Tom Tozer. Tom Tozer was a bull- 
necked, beetle-browed fellow, the expression of whose face 
was eloquent with acknowledged roguery. <^ I am a rogue," 
it seemed to say. '^ I know it ; all Uie world knows it : but 
you're another. All the world don't know that, but I do. 
Men are all rogues, pretty nigh. Some are sofl rogues, and 
some are 'cute rogues. I am a 'cute one ; so mind your eye." 
It was with such words that Tom Tozer's &oe spoke out; and 
though a thorough liar in bis heart, he was not a liar in his 
&ce. << Well, Tozer," said Mr. Sowerby, absolutely shaking 
hands with the dirty miscreant, ''I wanted to see your 
brother." 

" John ain't here, and ain't like; but it's all as one." 

'^ Yes, yes ; I suppose it is. I know you two hunt in 
couples." 

'* I don't know what you mean about hunting, Mr. Sowerby. 
You gents 'as all the hunting, and we poor folk 'as all the 
work. I hope you're going to make up this trifle of money 
we're out of so long." 

^ It's about that rve called. I don't know what you call 
long, Tozer ; but the last bill was only dated in February." 

"It's overdue; ain't it?" 

" Oh, yes; it's overdue. There's no doubt about that." 

" Well ; when a bit of paper is come round, the next diing 
is to take it up. Them's my ideas. And to tell you the 
truth, Mr. Sowerby, we don't think as .'ow you've been treat- 
ing us just on the square lately. In that matter of Lord 
Lofton's you was down on us uncommon." 

" You know I couldn't help myself." 

** Well ; and we can't help ourselves now. That's where it 
is, Mr. Sowerby. Lord love you ; we know what's what, we 
do. And so, the fact is we're tmcommon low as to the ready 
just at present, and we must have them few hundred pounds. 
We must have them at once, or we must sell up that clerical 
gent. I'm dashed if it ain't as hard to get money from a par- 
BQn as it is to take a bone from a dog. 'E's 'ad 'is account, 
no dojE^bt, and why don't 'e pay ? " Mr. Sowerby had called 
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with the intention of explaining tliat he Witt i(b(mf ltb 'pk^S^ 
to Barchester on the following day with thd express vieW 6f 
^' making arrangements " about this bill ; and had he 6ee)i 
John Tozer, John would have been compelled to accord to lata. 
some little extension of time. -Both Tom and John knew 
this ; and, therefore, John — the sbH-hearted one^— kept out of 
the way. There was no danger <hat Toin >^oUld be' weak *, 
and, after some half-hour of parley^ he was again left by Mr. 
Sowerby, without having evinced aiiy symptom of weaknesB. 

" It's the dibs as we want, Mr. Sowerby \ that's all," were 
the last words which he spoke as the menlber of Parliameiit 
left the room. Mr. Sowerby then gpt ii$to ' aoothei^ cab^ and 
had himself driven to his sister's house. It is st if^muakable 
thing with reference to men who are distressed foridtney-^ 
distressed as was now the case with Mr. Sowerby — tfefaf; tbey 
never seem at a loss for small sums, ior deny themselye^ those 
luxuries which sm^ill sums purchasei Calbs, dinnersj Win^) 
theatres, and new gloves are always at the command e^taea 
who are drowned in pecuniary embarrassments, whereas Jbose 
who don't owe a shilling are so frequently obliged' to. go with- 
out them i It would seem that there is no gratiftcatkm so 
costly as that of keeping out of debt. But tiben it i^ dtflj 
fair that, if a man has a hobby, he should pay ^r it. t Ai^y 
one else would have saved his shilling, as Mrs. Haroid Smitb's 
house was only just across Oxford Street, '^n the neigbbbtu^ 
hood of Hanover Square ; but^ Mr. Sowerby never thoight 
of this. He had never saved a shilling in his life, • and it did 
not occur to him to begin now. He had^nt trbrd toti^i'to 
remain at home for him, and he now^ound her wtdtitfg* 
'* Harriet," said he, throwing hio^f back into an e&sy A^t 
" the game is pretty well up at last." • *' 

'^ Nonsense," said she. ^^ The game isrnot up at all if )^ 
liave the spuit to carry it on." 7 ' ;r •' 

'^ I can only say that I got a flirmar notice* this" xncAlin^ 
from the duke's lawyer, saying that he 'meant to foredose'^t 
once; — ^not from FothergiU, but from those pisdple in^iith 
Audley Street." "« . 

" You expected that," said his sistef . . * 

'^ I don't see how that makes it ft&y better ; besldeii I'^^ 
not quite sure that I did expect it ; at tiny rat^ I diet bot^^ 
certain. There is no doubt now." *J 

*' It is better that there should be no dbubt It is nm<& M^ 
that you should know on what ground you have W tuM^ ' 
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'' I sHall soon have no ground to stand on, none at least of 
my own, — ^not an acre," said the unhappy man, with great 
bitterness in his tope. 

" You can't in reality be poorer now than you were last 
year. You have not spent anything to speak or. There can 
he no doubt that ChiUdicotes will be ample to pay all you 
owe the duke." 

" It's as much as it will ; and what am I to do then ? I 
almost think more of the seat than I do of Chajdicotes." 

"You know what I advise," said Mra. Smith. "Ask 
Miss Dunstable to advance the money on the same security 
which the duke holdi. She will Be as safe then as he is now. 
And if you can arrange that, stand for, the county against him ; 
perhaps you may be beaten." 

'^Iislioiildn't have a chance." 

^ But it would i^ow that you are not a creature in the 
doke'i hands. That's my advice," said Mrs. Smith, with much 
spirit; << and if you wish, I'll broach it to Miss Dunstable, 
and ask her to get het lawyer to look into it." 
• **If I had dcmethis before I had run my head into that 
other absurdity ! " 

"Don't fret yourself about that; she will lose nothing by 
^ch an investment, and therefore you are not asking any 
iavoor of her. Besides, did she not make the offer ? and she 
is just the woman to do this for you now, because she refused 
to do that ol^er thing for you yesterday. You understand 
most things, Nathaniel'; but I am not sure that you under- 
stand women;- not, at any rate, such a woman as her." It 
went against thfe grain with Mr. Sowerby, t^s seeking of 
pecuniary assistance from the yery woman whoite hand he' had 
attepipted to gain about a fortnight since; but he allowed his 
sister to prevail. What could any man do in isuch straits that 
would not go against the grain 7 A't the present momait he 
felt in his mind an infinite hatred against the duke, "Mr.- 
Fothergill, Gumption and Gagebee, and all the tribes of 
Gatherum Castle and South Audley Street; they wanted to 
rob him of that which had belonged to the Sowerbyis before 
the name of Omnium had been heard of in the couoty, or 'in 
England t The great leviathan of the deep was anxious to 
swallow him up as a prey I He was to be swallowed up, Sand 
made away ynih, and put out of sight, without a pang of re- 
X9orBe. Any measure which could now present itself to the 
ineana of staving off so evil a day woidd be acceptable ; and 
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therefore lie gave his aster the commission of making this 
second proposal to Miss Dunstable. In cursing the duke— 
for he did curse the duke lustily — it hardly occurred to him 
to think that, after all, the duke only asked for his own. 
As for Mrs. Harold Smith, whatever may be the view taken 
of her general character as a "wife and a member of society, it 
must be admitted that as a sister she bad virtues* 



CHAPTER XXXni. 

CONSOLATION. 

On the next day at two o'clock punctually, Mark Bobarts was 
at the ^' Dragon of Wantly,*' walking up and down the very 
room in which the party had breakfasted after Harold Smith's 
lecture, and waiting for the arrival of Mr. Sowerby. He had 
been very well able to divine what was the business on which 
his friend wished to see him, and he had been rathei* glad than 
otherwise to receive die summons. Judging of his friend's 
character by what he had hitherto seen, he thought that 
Mr. Sowerby would have kept out of the way, unless he had 
it in his power to make some provision for these terrible bills. 
So he wsJked up and down the dingy room, impatient for the 
expected arrival, and thought himself wickedly ill*used in that 
Mr. Sowerby was not there when the clock struck a quarter 
to three. But when the clock struck three, Mr. Sowerby was 
there, and Mark Eobarts' hopes were nearly at an end. 

«Do yott mean that they will demand nine hundred 
pounds ? " said Bobarts, standing up and glaring angrily at 
the member of Parliament. 

" I fear that they will," said Sowerby. ** I think it is best to 
tell you the worst, in order that we may see what can be done." 

''I can do nothing, and will do nothing," said Bobarts. 
" They may do what they choose — ^what the law allows them.'* 
And then he thought of Fanny and his nursery, and Lucy 
refusing in her pride Lord Lufton's offer, and he turned away 
his face that the hard man of the world before him might not 
see the tear gathering in his eye. 

" But, Mark, my dear fellow " said Sowerby, trying to 

have recourse to the power of his csgoUng voice, Bobart^ 
however, would A(>% listen. 



J 
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^Mr. Sowerby^*' said he, Trith an attempt at oalnmesB which 
betmyed itself at every syllable, '' it seems to me that you 
We robbed me. That I haye been a fool, and worse than a 
fooJ, I know well; but — but— but I thcughtthat your posL* 
tion in the world would guarantee me from such treatment as 
this/' Mr. Sowerby was by no means without feeling, and 
the words which he now heard cut him very deeply — ^the 
more so because it was impossible that he should answer them 
with an attempt at indignation. He had robbed his friend, 
and, with all his wit, knew no words at the present moment 
sufficiently witty to make it seem that he had not done so. 
" Bobarts," said he, ^' you may say what you like to me now ; 
1 shall not resent it." 

" Who would care for your resentment ? " said the clergy- 
man, turning on him witii ferocity. '^ The resentment of a 
gentleman is terrible to a gentleman; and the resentment of 
one just man is terrible to another. Your resentment!"-^ 
and then he walked twice the length of the room, leaving 
Sowerby dumb in his seat. ** I wonder whether you ever 
thought of my wife and children when you were plotting this 
rain for me ! " And then again he walked the room. 

** I suppose you will be calm enough presently to speak of 
this with some attempt to make a settlement 7 " 

"No; I will make no such attempt. These friends of 
jours, you tell me, have a claim on me for nine hundred 
pounds, of which they demand immediate payment. You 
shall be asked in a court of law how much of that money I 
have handled. You know that I have never touched — ^have 
never wanted to touch— one shilling. I will make no atten^pt 
at any settlement. My person is here, and there is my house. 
Let tibem do their worst." 

« But, Mark- " 

" Gall me by my name, sir, and drop that affectation of 
x^ard. What an ass I have been to be so cozened by a 
sharper!" Sowerby had by no means expected this. He 
had always known that Bobarts possessed what he, Sowerby, 
would have called the spirit of a gentleman. He had re- 
garded him as a bold, open, generous fellow, able to take his 
Qwn part when called on to do so, and by no means disinclined 
to speak his own mind ; but he had not expected from him 
such a torrent of indignation, or thought that he was capable 
of such a depth of anger. " If you use euch language as 
that, Sobar^ I cm only leave you," 
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** Yon are weloome. Go. Ydu tell me that you are^ 
measenger of these men who ititend to work nine hundred 
ponndfl Out of me. You have ^due jour part in the ^t, 
and have nbw brought th^r message. It seems to me that 
you had better go back to them. As far me, I want mj time 
to prepare my wife for the destiny before her,"' 

"Robarts, you "will be sorry some day for the cruelty of 
your wotds." 

" I wonder whether you will ever be sorry for the cruelty of 
your doings, or whethei' thesfe thin^ are really a joketoyou." 

" I' am ki this moment a ruined man," said Sow^by. 
" Everything is going from me,— iny place in the woi4d, the 
estate of my family, my father^s house, my aeat in Parliam^t, 
thri pow6r of living among my dountrymen, or, indeefl,'of 
living anywhere ;— 'but all' this does not oppress me noit-so 
much as the misery which I have brought upon you.*' iUid 
then Sowerby also - turned away 'his face, and wipedirbm 
Ms' "^yes-tears which were not artificial. Robarts was' still 
walkiiig'up and' down tiie room, bi^ it was not possibfe for 
him' to contihue his reproaches aflerthis. This is alwa^bsthe 
case. Let* a man endure t& heap contumely en his own heftcl, 
^nd he will Eolencethe oonttimely of ^Nhers — ^fqir the mod^ent. 
Sowerby, without meditating on the ^matter, had had'^ome 
inkling of this, and immediately saw that there was' at' last 
an operiing fo* conversation. ^* You W6 unjust to me/' 'said 
he, '* in- supposing that I have now no wish to save 'yeo. ^ It 
is solely in the hope of doing scthat I have come heto." - 
• " And what ds your hope ? That I should aecept aildAer 
brac^ of 'bills,'! Bupi^ose." • - - •''^' 

' "Nbtabtace; but one renewed bill for -^* • ^' 

" Look here, Mr. Sowerby. On no earthly considetatioD 
that can be put before me will I again sign 'my name'to^by 
bill in the guise of an acce^t^nce. T^hive been very Wik, 
nhd am ashamed df my weakness ; bu% ito mu6h str^igth^as 
that, I hope, is left to Ine. I have been tery wicked, and am 
ashamed of my l^ickedness ; but so mtlbh rights principle as 
that, I hope, remains. I will put my 'name to no other bill; 
not for you, not even for myself." ' : ' 

^' But, Robarts, tmder your present circumstances that viU 
be madness.^' 

" Then I ViU be mad." 

*' Have you seen Forrest 7 If you will speak to him I ^link 
you will find that everything can be accotnmodatedt*' 
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* * I already owe Mr. Forrest a hundred and fifty jxmndiB; 
which I obtidned from him when you pressed me for the pric« 
of that horse, and I will not increase the debt. What a fool 
I was again there I Perhaps you do not remember that, wh^i 
I agreed to buy the horse, the price was to be my contribution 
to the liquidation of these bills." 
**I do remember it ; but I will tell you how that was." 
^ It does not signify. It has been all of a piece.'* 
** But listen to me, I think you would feel for me if you 
knew all that I have gone through. I pledge you my solemn 
word' that I had no intention of asking you for the money 
when you took the horse; — indeed I had not. But yc^ 
remember that affair of LufUm's, when he came to you at 
your hotel in London and was so angiy about an outstanding 
biU." 

*' I know that he was very lureasonable as far as I was 
concerned." - 

''He was so; but that makes no difference. He was 
resolved, in his rage, to expose the whole affidr; and I saw 
that, if he did so, it would be most injurious to you, seeing 
that you bad just accepted your stall at Barchester." Here 
the poor prebendary winced terribly. " I moved heaven and 
earth to get up that bill. Those vultures stuck ta their prey 
when they found the value which I attached to it, and I was 
forced to raise above a' hundred pounds at the moment to 
obtain possession of it, although every shilling absolutsely due 
on it had, long since been paid. Never in ray life did I wish 
to get money as I did to raise that hundred and twenfy 
pounds : and as I hope for mercy in my last momenta, I did 
that for your sake. Lufton could not have injured me in thalfc 
matter.'*' ; 

' ** But you told him that yoti got it for twenty-five p6undsj" 
"Yes, I told him so. I was obliged to tell him that, or I 
should have apparently condemned myself by showing how 
anxious I was to get it. And you know 1 could hot have 
ex^^ined all this before him and you. You would have 
thrown up the stall in disgust." Would that he had \ That 
was Mark's wish now,— his futile wish. In what a slough of 
de^nd had he come to wallow in consequence of his folly on 
that night at Gratherum Castle!' He had then done a silly 
thing, and was he now to rue it by almost total ruin? He 
was sickened also with all these lies. His vel*y iBoul Iv^s 
dismayed by the dirt through which he was forced io wade. 
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He bad become unconsciously connected with the lowest dregs 
of mankind, and would have to see his name mingled with 
theirs in the daily newspapers. And for what had Jie done 
this ? Why had he thus filed his mind and made himself a 
disgrace to his cloth ? In order that he might befiiend such 
a one as Mr. Sowerby ! 

" Well," continued Sowerby, ** I did get the money, but 
you would hardly believe the rigour of the pledge which was 
exacted from me for repayment. I got it from Harold Smith, 
and never, in my worst straits, will I again look to him for 
assistance. I borrowed it only for a fortnight ; and in order 
that I might repay it, I was obliged to ask you for the price 
of the horse. Mark, it was on your behalf diat I did all this, 
—indeed it was." 

'* And now I am to repay you for your kindness by the loss 
of all that I have in the world." 

'^ If you will put the affair into the hands of Mr. Forrest, 
nothing need be touched, — ^not a hair of a horse's back ; no, 
not though you shoidd be obliged to pay the whole amount 
yourself gradually out of your income. You must execute a 
series of bills, falling due quarterly, and then " 

'* I will execute no bill, I will put my name to no paper in 
the matter ; as to that my mind is fully made up. They may 
come and do their worst." Mr. Sowerby persevered for a long 
time, but he was quite unable to move the parson from this 
position. He would do nothing towards making what Mr. 
Sowerby called an arrangement, but persisted that he would 
remain at home at Framley, and that any one who had a 
claim upon him might take legal steps. ^' I shall do nothing 
myself," he said ; " but if proceedings against me be taken, I 
shall prove that I have never had a shilling of the money.' 
And in this resolution he quitted the Dragon of Wantly. 
Mr, Sowerby at one time said a word as to the expediency 
of borrowing that sum of money &om John Robarts; bat 
as to this Mark would say nothing. Mr. Sowerby was not 
the friend with whom he now intended to hold consultation 
in such matters. '' I am not at present prepared," he said, 
<< to declare what I may do; I must first see what steps others 
take." And then he took his hat and went off; and mounting 
his horse in the yard of the Dragon of Wantly — that horse 
which he had now so many reasons to dislike — ^he slowly 
rode back home. 

Many tbcughts passed through his mind during; that rid^ 
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btit onfy one resolution obtained for itself a fixture there. He 
.most now tell his wife everything. He would not be so cruel 
as to let it remain untold until a bailiff were at the door, ready 
to walk him off to the county gaol, or until the bed on which 
they slept was to be sold from under them. Tes, he would 
tell her everything, — ^immediately, before his resolution could 
again have &ded away. He got off his horse in the yard, and 
seeing his wife's maid at the kitchen door, desired her to beg 
her mistress to come to him in the book-rodm. He would 
not allow one half-hour to pass towards the waning of his 
purpose. If it be ordained that a man shall drown, had he 
not better drown and have done with it 7 Mrs. Bobarts came 
to him in his room, reaching him in time to touch his arm 
as he entered it. *' Mary says you want me. I have been 
gardening, and she caught me just as I came in." 

" Yes, Fanny, I do want you. Sit down for a moment.'* 
And walking across the room, he placed his whip in its proper 
place. 
*^ Oh, Mark, is there anything the matter ? " 
"Yes, dearest; yes. Sit down, Fanny : I can talk to you 
better if you will sit." But she, poor lady, did not wish to 
fiit. He had hinted at some misfortune, and therefore she felt 
a longing to' stand by him and cling to him. 

'* Well, there; I will if I must; but, Mark, do not frighten 
ae. Why is your face so very wretched ? " 

" Fanny, I have done very wrong," he said. " I have been 
very foolish. I fear that I have brought upon you great 
lorrow and trouble." And then he leaned his head upon his 
hand and turned his face away from her. 

" Oh, Mark, dearest Mark, my own Mark I what is it ? " 
and then she was quickly up £rom her chair, and went down 
on her knees before him. *' Do not turn from me. Tell me, 
Mark I tell me, that we may share it." 

" Yes, Fanny, I must tell you now ; but I hardly know 
what you will think of me when you have heard it." 

'* I will think that you are my own husband, Mark ; I will 
think that — that chiefly, whatever it may be." And then 
she caressed his knees, and looked up in his face, and, getting 
hold of one of his hands, pressed it between her own. 
" Even if you have been foolish, who should forgive you if I 
cannot ? " And then he told it her all, beginning from that 
evening when Mr. Sowerby had got him into his bedroom,' 
f»d going on gradually, now about, the bills, and now about 
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the hon»^ till h]}i poor wife waa utterlj lort in the conipleii^ 
of iheaoeoimtfl. She could by no meaner follow bimdii the 
det^la of hift story; nor eould she quite B3^pathize^ with 
him in his indignation against Mr. Sowerby^ seeii^ that 
the did liot comprdiend at all the nature of the renewing 
of a bill. The only part to her of importance in ibe matter 
was the amount of money which her hu&band would be 
Oidled upon to pay; that, and ber strong hope, which wn 
already a convictioti, that he would never again incur .sueh 
dfcebts* 

'< Ahd how much is it^ dearest, altogether ? " 

^^ These men claim nine hundred ponndsof me." 

*' Oh; dear 1 that is a terrible sum.'' 
. . " And then there is the hundred and fifty which I hare 
borrowed from the bank — the price of the liorse^ yon iriow; 
dnd -there are some other debts,--*not a great deal, I tbi&k ; 
Vut people, will now look for .every shilling thai is dae to 
ihem. If I have to pay it all, it will be twelve or thhrteei) 
hundred pounds." 

' ^< That will be as much as a year's income, Mark; €fen 
with the stall."' That was the only word of reproadi sbe 
sltid — ^ifthatcould be called a reproach. 

" Yes," he said; " and it is claimed by men who wilii^*^ 
HO pity in exacting it at any sacrifice, if they have the power. 
And to think that I should have incurred all this debt witkfOt 
having received anything for it. Oh, Itony, what will pu 
think of me ! " But she swore to him that she would thiok 
nothing of it-— that she would never bear it in her mind against 
him — that it could have no effect in lessening her trust in 
him. Was lie liot her husband? She was so glad she knew 
Hy that she might comfort him. And she did comfort him; 
leaking: the weight seem lights and lighter oil his* shottiders 
as he talked of it. And such weights do thus become lighter. 
A burden that will crush a single pair of Bhou)der»- '^i 
when equally divided— when sliared by two, each of whottiM 
wilHng to take the heavier part — ^become light as afestber. 
Is not that ^ring of the mind^s burdeiis one of the ^^i^ 
^xrpoees for which a man wants a wife ? For there is no foUy 
s» great aa keeping one's sorrows hidden. And this wJ/a 
dieerfully^ gladly, thankfully took her share. To eodorti 
with her.lord all her lord^s troubles was eapy to her; H ^ 
the work to which she had pledged herself. iButtoltf'^ 
thought, (iiat hei; lord had troubles t;^ oov^xaaoigitMA ^ 



lABT LTTFTOK IS TAJSJBS BY SUBPBISB. 885 

W. — ^that^wonld have been to her the one thing not ta be 
trorne. And then they discussed their plans; what mode of 
escape they. might have out of this terrible money difficulty. 
Like a true woman, Mrs. Bobarts proposed at once to abandon 
all superduities. They would sell all their horses; they would 
not sell their cows^ but would sell the butter that came from 
them; they would sell the pony-carriage^ and get xid of the 
gro9m. That the footman must ao was so much a matter pf 
covLxsej that it was hardly mentioned. But then, as to that 
house at Barchester, the dignified prebendal mansion in the 
dose — might they not be allowed to leave it unoccupied for 
one year longer — perhaps to let it? The world of course 
nmsticnow of their misfortune; but if that misfortune was 
faced bravely, the world would be less bitter in its condemnar 
tion. And then, above all things, everything must be told to 
Lady Luflon. 

" You may, at any rate, , believe this, Fanny," said he, 
*^ that for no consideration which can-.be offered to ipe will I 
ever put my name to another bill." The kiss with which 
she thanked him for this was as wanxi and geperpus as though 
he had brought to her that day news of the, brightest ; and 
when he skt, as he did that evening, discussing it iill, not only 
with his wife, but with Lucy,' he wpndexed how it was. that 
his troubles were now so light. 'V\rhether or. no a man 
should have his own private pleasures, I will not now say; 
but it never can be worth hjs while to keep his sorrows 
private, . , . .; , 






CHAPTER XXXIV. , , 

LADY LTJFTOK IS TAKEN BY STJRPMSB. 

LoBi> LuFTOK, as he returned to town, found some difficulty 
in resolving wh%t step be would next take. Sometimes, for a 
minute or two, he wafk^half inclined r to think — or.raljier to 
say to himself — &at Lucy was perhaps not worth the trouble 
which she threw^in his, way. He loved her very dearly, and 
would wiHingly make h^ his wife, he thought or said at such 
moments ; but — • — Suqh moments, however, were only 
moments. A man in love seldom loves less because his Ipv^ 
bexiomes di6icultr And thus, wh^ those moments were over, 
he would determini^ to tell his mother, at onc% and urge h^ 
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to signify her consent to Miss Robarts. That she wotdd not 
be quite pleased he knew ; but if he were firm enou^ to 
show that he had a will of his own in> this matter, she would 
probably not gainsay him. He would not ask this humbly, 
as a favour, but request her ladyship to go through the 
ceremony as though it were one of those motherly duties 
which she as a good mother could not hesitate to perform on 
behalf of her son. Such was the final resolve with which he 
reached his chambers in the Albany. On the next day he did 
not see his mother. It would be well, he thought, to have his 
interview with her immediately before he started for Norway, 
so that there might be no repetition of it ; and it was on the 
day before he did start that he made his communication, 
having invited himself to breakfast in Brook Street on the 
occasion. 

" Mother," he said, quite abruptly, throwing himself into 
one of the dining-room arm-chairs, " I have a thing to tell 
you.** His mother at once knew that the thing was important, 
and with her own peculiar motherly instinct imagined that 
the question to be discussed had reference to matrimony. 
Had her son desired to speak to her about money, his tone 
and look would have been different; as would also have been 
the case — ^in a different way — had he entertained any thought 
of a pilgrimage to Pekin, or a prolonged fishing excursion to 
the Hudson Bay territories. '^ A thing, Ludovic 1 well, I am 
quite at liberty." 

''I want to know what you think of Lucy Robarts?" 
Lady Luflon became pale and frightened, and the blood ran 
cold to her heart She had feared more than rejoiced in 
conceiving that her son was about to talk of love, but she had 
feared nothing so bad as this. 

'' What do I think of Lucy Robarts?" she said, repeating 
her son's words in a tone of evident dismay. 

'* Yes, mother ; you have said once or twice lately that you 
thought I ought to marry, and I am beginning to think so too. 
You selected one clergyman's daughter for me, but that lady 
is going to do much better with herself ^ 

^^ Indeed she is not," said Lady Luflon sharply. 

^'And therefore I rather think I shall select for myself 
another clergyman's sister. You don't dislike Miss Bobarts, 
I hope?" 

'' Oh, Ludovio I" It was all that Lady Lnfton could say 
at the spur of the moment. 



r 

LAD7 LUJTOK IS TAKEN BT SURPBISB. 887 

'' Ib there any haxm in her 1 Have 70a any objection to 
her? la there anything about her that makes her unfit to be 
my wife ? " 

For a moment or two Lady Lufton sat silent, collecting her 
thoughts. She thought that there was very great objection 
to Lucy Bobarts, regarding her as the possible future Lady 
Luilon. She could hardly hare stated all her reasons, but 
ihey were very cogent. Lucy Bobarts had, in her eyes, 
neither beauty, nor style, nor manner, nor even the education 
which was desirable. Lady Luflon was not herself a worldly 
woman. She was almost as far removed from being so as a 
woman could be in her position. But, nevertheless, there 
were certain worldly attributes which she regarded as essen- 
tial to the character of any young lady who might be con- 
sidered fit to take the place which she herself had so long 
filled. It yraa her desire in looking for a wife for her son 
to combine these with certain moral excellences which she 
regarded as equally essential. Lucy Bobarts might have the 
moral excellences, or she might not; but as to the other 
attributes Lady Lufton regarded her as altogether deficient. 
She could never look like a Lady Luflon, or carry herself in 
the county as a Lady Luflon should do. She had not that 
quiet personal demeanour — ^that dignity of repose — ^which 
Lady Luflon loved to look upon in a young married woman 
of rank. Lucy, she would have said, could be nobody in a 
room except by dint of her tongue, whereas Griselda Grantly 
would have h^d her peace for a whole evening, and yet would 
have impressed everybody by the majesty of her presence. 
Then again Lucy had no money — ^and, again, Lucy was only 
the sister of her own parish clergyman. People are rarely 
prophets in their own country, and Lucy was no prophet at 
Framley ; she was none, at least, in the eyes of Lady Luflon. 
Once before, as may be remembered, she had had fears on 
this subject — fears, not so much for her son, whom she could 
hardly bring herself to suspect of such a folly, but for Lucy, 
who might be foolish enough to fancy that the lord was in 
love with her. Alas 1 alas ! her son's question fell upon the 
poor woman at the present moment with the weight of a 
terrible blow. ''Is there anything about her which makes 
her unfit to be my wife?'' Those were her son's last 
words. 

*' Dearest Ludovic, dearest Ludovic ! " and she got up and 
oame over to hinu '* I do think so ; I do, indeed." 

22 
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*' Think wliat?" said he, in a tone lliflt^aa almost lai!^. 

<< I do think that she is unfit to be yotityinfe. She is nbt^ 
that class from which I would wish to see you choose.**' i'*' .' 

<^ She is of the same class as Griselda Qran^." 

*' No, dearest. I think you are in error Khere. The Grsei^ 
have moved in a different spheite of life, i think you must feel 
that they are " r. [\ •• - - 

*< Upon my word, mother, I;don't. O^e man is Reetor ii 
Plumstead, and the other is Vicar of Framiey. Bat it-is ino 
good arguing that. I want yoa£ to take to Lacy BxibtatsJ-'i 
have come to you on purpose to ask it of you'^Bs a &voar.*'''* 

" Do you mean as your wife, liudovic ?^ ••- 

"Yes; as my wife." :"' '^'z-- 

"Am I to understand that yptrare — ^are eirgaged iSdhsrl^ 

" Well, I cannot say that I am — not aotutilly engaged to 
her. But you may take this fon granted, that, as far as it 
lies in my power, I intend to become sa My mind is made 
up, and I certainly shall not alter it.^^ . .x 

" And the young lady knows all this??" :;: 

" Certainly." i'. /. 

" Horrid, sly, detestable, underhand girl," Lady Lufbon said 
to herself, not being by any means bravi^ enough to speak out 
such language before her son. What hope could there be if 
Lord Luilton had already committed hiknself .by a positive 
offer ? " And her brother, and Mrs. Bobarts ; are they awan 
of it?" : .1 * 

" Yes ; both of them." 

" And both approve of it?" ... 

" Well, I cannot say that. I have noti-seea* Mrs. Botetfi 
and do not know what may be her opinion. To speak toif 
mind honestly about Mark, I do not think he does e<mUilly 
approve. He is afraid of you, and would be desirous of 
knowing what you think." . fi - 

" I am glad, at any rate, to hear that/", said Lady LafUm, 
gravely. " Had he done anything to encbmsge tiWs, it wbuU 
have been very base." And then there 'was anot^ier dioit 
period of silence. Lord Luilon had determiiied not to expto 
to his mother the whole sttite of the case. Hewouki nottefl 
her that everything depended on her woiid^^that Lnusf wi< 
ready to marry him only on condition that she^ Lady liito^ 
would desire her to do so. He would not let her know that 
everything depended on her — according tvlLiioy** picesent 
verdict. He had a strong- dlsincliiuitioii toraskchit noik*'^ 
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to 

peMiseifdn to get marriied; ^nd he would bare to ask if were 
&e td ftell her the* whole trath. His object was to make her 
think well of Lucy, and "to induce' hey to be kind, and 
generous, and affectionate down at Framlej. Then things 
woold all turn out conffci^tably when he again visited that 
plac^ as he intebded to-do on his return from Norway. So 
miick he thought it pod^ble he might effect, relying on his 
mover's prob^Ie calcilktion that it would be usdess fbr her 
to oppose a nature .which she had no power of stopping by 
suthority. But were -lie to- tell her that she was to be the 
final juage^4f hat eTei^hzng Was to depend on her will, then^ 
so thot^t Lord Luffeh^ that permission would in all proba- 
MKtyb^Teftised. • '"}'■' ^ 

' ** Well, moliier, wiiat answer do you intend to give me?" 
be said. *^'My miaii is positively made up. I should not 
have come to you had not that been the case. You will now 
be going down hom^, and I would wish you to treat Lucy as 
you yours^ would Wish to treat any girl to whom you knew 
that I was engage^;** 

** But yoti say that you are not engaged." 

** No, I am nel"; but I have made my offer to her, and I 
have notr been r€jjected. She has confessed that she — loves 
me^ — ^no€ to myse^ but to her brother. Under these cireom- 
stances^ inay 1 coUnt upon your obliging me ? " There was 
Bomething in his l&anner which almost frightened his motiier, 
and made- her think that there was more behind than was ifcold 
to her. Gr^ieralljr speaking, his manner was open, gentle, 
tod unguarded ;'but now he spoke as though he had pre- 
pared bis wofds^ aud was resolved on being harsh as well as 
obstinate. '"• 

"I* am so m\ic}i taken by surprise, Ludoyic, that I can 
hardly give yoif an answer. If you ask me whether I approve 
of such a marriage, I must say that I do not; I think that 
you would be throwing yourself away in marrying Miss 
Robarts." 

** Tiiat is bedAise ^ou do not know her." 
' * May it not ^Ibe jpossible thart I know h^ better than you 
do, dear Ludovic ? '"Tou have bee .1 flirting with her ^** 

"I hate that'^ord'; it always to mds to me to be vulgar." 
" "I will say -ftiakmg love to her, if you like it better ; and 
gentlemen under these circumstances will sometimes become 
iiilatuated:"- -- k 

^ You-Woidd ftot'have a man marry a g£rl without making 

22—2 
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love to her. The fact is, mother, that your tastes and mine 
are not exactly the same; you like silent beauty, whereas I 
like talking beauty, and then ^ 

** Do you call Miss Bobarts beautiful? ** 

<<Ye8, I do; very beautiful; she has the beauty that I 
admire. Grood-bye now, mother ; I shall not see you agaia 
before I start. It will be no use writing, as I shall be away 
so short a time, and I don't quite know where we shall be. I 
•hall come down to Framley immediately I return, and shall 
learn from you how the land lies. I have told you my wishes, 
and you moll consider how far you think it right to &11 in 
with them.*' He then kissed her, and without waiting for 
her reply he took his leave. Poor Lady Luflon, when she 
was left to herself, felt that her head was going rotmd and 
round. Was this to be the end of all her ambition, — of all 
her love for her son ? and was this to be the result of all 
her kindness to the Bobarts's? She almost hated Mark 
Bobarts as she reflected that she had been the means of bring- 
ing him and his sister to Framley. She thought over all his 
sins, his absences from the parish, his visit to Gatherom 
Castle, his dealings with reference to that &rm which was to 
have been sold, his hunting, and then his acceptance of that 
stall, given, as she had been told, through the Omnium interest 
How could she love him at such a moment as this ? And 
then she thought of his wife. Gould it be possible that Fanny 
Bobarts, her own friend Fanny, would be so untrue to her as 
Vo lend any assistance to such a marriage as this ; as not to 
ise all her power in preventing it ? She had spoken to Fanny 
on this very subject — ^not fearing for her son, but with a 
general idea of the impropriety of intimacies between such 
girls as Lucy and such men as Lord Lufton, and then Fanny 
had agreed with her. Could it be possible that even she 
must be regarded as an enemy ? And then by degrees Lady 
Lufton began to reflect what steps she had better take. In 
the first place, should she give in at once, and consent to the 
marriage ? The only thing quito certain to her was this, that 
life would be not worth having if she were forced into a per- 
manent quarrel with her son. Such an event would probably 
kill her. When she read of quarrels in other noble fitmilies 
— and the accounts of such quarrels will sometimes, unfor- 
tunately, force themselves upon the attention of unvilUng 
readers — she would hug herself, with a spirit that was almost 
Pharisaical, reflecting that her destiny was not l|ke thst of 
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othen. Snch quarrels and Hatreds betwoea fathers and 

daughters, and motlierB and sons, were in her eyes disreputable 

to all the persons concerned. She had lived happily with her 

husband, comfortably with her neighbours, respectably with 

the world, and, above all things, affectionately with her children. 

She spoke everywhere of Lord Luilon as though he were 

nearly perfect, — and in so speaking, she had not belied her 

convictions. Under these circumstances, would not any mar- 

nage be better than a quarrel ? But, then, again, how much 

of the pride of her daily life would be destroyed by such a 

match as that I And might it not be within her power to 

prevent it without any quarrel ? That her son would be sick 

of such a chit as Lucy before he had been married to her six 

months — of that Lady Luilon entertained no doubt, and 

therefore her conscience would not be disquieted in disturbing 

the consununation of an arrangement so pernicious. It was 

evident that the matter was not considered as settled even by 

lier son ; and also evident that he regarded the matter as 

^^^ing in some way dependent on his mother's consent. On 

the whole, might it not be better for her — ^better for them all 

-^that she should think wholly of her duty, and not of the 

^^sagreeable results to which that duty might possibly lead ? 

It could not be her duty to accede to such an alliance ? and 

therefore she would do her best to prevent it. Such, at least, 

should be her attempt in the first instance. 

Having so decided, she next resolved on her course of 
Action. Immediately on her arrival at Framley, she would 
send for Lucy Robarts, and use aU her eloqtience— and 
perhaps also a little of that stem dignity for which she was 
80 remarkable — ^in explaining to that young lady how very 
wicked it was on her part to think of forcing herself into such 
a family as that of the Luflons. She would explain to Lucy 
that no happiness could come of it, that people placed by 
misfortune above their sphere are always miserable ; and, in 
short, make use of all those excellent moral lessons which are 
so customary on such occasions. The morality might perhaps 
be thrown away; but Lady Lufton depended much on her 
Signified sternness. And tlien, having so resolved, she pre* 
pwed for her journey home. Very Httle had been said at 
Framley Parsonage about Lord Lufton's offer after the depar- 
ture of that gentleman; very little, at least, in Lucy's presence, 
^t the parson and his wife should talk about it between 
themselves was a matter of course; but very few words were 
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spoken <m the matter «tfaer ^y or to LUdy. ^he was left to 
her own thoaghts, and posdblj to her tPmi hopes. And t^en 
other matters came up at Framley "v^ch tuiteed the current 
of interest into other track's. In the first place there was the 
visit made by Mr. Sowerby to the l)ragon of* Want^y, and 
the consequent revelation made by M^rk Hobarts to- his mfe. 
And while that latter subject was y^t newy before Fanny and 
Lucy had as yet made up their n^indd ^s to all- the little 
economies which might be practised^ in the household without 
serious detriment to the master^s eomfort, news reached them 
that Mrs. Crawley of Hogglestobk had been stricken with 
fever. Nothing of the kind could well be more dreadful tlian 
this. To those who knew the family it seemed impossible 
that their most ordinary wants could be supplied if that 
courageous head were even for a day laid low ; and then the 
poverty of poor Mr, Crawley was such that the sad necessities 
of a sick bed could hardly be suppHed without assistance, 
" I will go over at once," said Fanny. i 

"My dear 1 " said her husband, "it is typhus, and you must 
first think of the children. -I will go." y ■ - >- - -- 

** What on earth could you do, Mark T " said his wife. 
" Men on such occasions are almost worse titan Useless: and 
then they are so much more liable to infection.'^ 

^^ t have no children, nor am I a man,'' said Lucy, smiling; 
" for both of which exemptions I am thankfiil. 1 will ^, and 
when I come back 1 will keep clear of tke bairns." 

SO'it was settled, and Lucy started in the pony-carriage; 
carrying with her such things from the'-parsohage st6reliouse 
as were thought to be suitable to the wftnts of the sick lady at 
Pogglestbck. When she arrived there, she made her way 
into the house, finding the door open3 i and not being able to 
obtain the assistance of the sei-vani girl 'in, ushering ber 
in. ■ In the parlour she found GrAce Crawley^ the eldest 
child, sitting demurely in her mother's ' chkir nursing an 
infant. She, Grace herself, was still a young child, but not 
the less, on this occasion of well-understood sorrow, did she 
go through her task, not only with zeal but almost with 
solemnity. Her brother, a boy of six years* old, was ^itkheT; 
and he had the care of anotW baby. 'There they s^tfa^ 
cluster, quiet, grave, and silent, attendibg on th^naselvcs, 
because it had been willed by fate that ''no one else.sh^^W 
attend on them. "How is yotir mammtt, dear Grace J^'wi^ 
Lucy, walking up to h^r, and holdiida: oik her hilnd. ' ' * 
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: iSB<»^mttamiL2A yery.ill» indeed,'' said Grace. 

" And papa is very unhappy," said Bobby, the boy. 
, t<' I can*t get up becausie of baby," said Grace; " but Bobby 
cim gp and call papa out."i 

*' I will knock at the door," said Lucy; and so saying she 
uralk^^ up to the bedroom door, and tapped against it lightly. 
She repeated this for the third time before she was summoned 
ia 1)^ a ^w hoarse voice, and then on entering she saw Mr. 
Grawiey standing by the bedside with a book in his hand. 
He looked -at hei" uncomfortably, in a manner which seemed 
tcv show diat.he was annoyed by this intrusion, and Lucy was 
an^re :that she had ^listurbed him while at prayers by the 
bedside (^ .his 'wife. He came across the room, however, and 
likook hands wilh her, and answered her inquiries in his ordi- 
Aary gr^ve a^d solemn voice. "Mrs. Crawley is very ill," he 
aaid-— '^ very> ilL Gh)d has stricken us heavily, but His will be 
done, ■ But you had better not go to .her, Miss Eobarts. It is 
typhus." 

', The! caution:^ however, was too late; for Lucy was already 
by the bedside^ ax&d had taken the hand of the sick woman , 
-vrbM^h'^ad been extended on the coverlid ta greet her. " Dear 
Mi8B'B«9)arts," said a weak voice ; " this is-very good of you ; 
but it makes tne unhappy to see you' here.'' Lucy lost no 
time in taking sundry lijatters into her own hands, and ascer- 
taining what was most wanted in that wretched household. 
Fo&p' it wass wretched eiiough. Their only servant, a girl of 
R^cteeii) had been taken • away by her mother as soon as it 
b^c«ne known that Mrs. Crawley was ill with fever. The 
pfodt mother, tdgive her her due, had promised to come down 
mbi*ning and e^ning herself, to do such work as might be done 
in an hour or so; but she could not, she said, leave her child 
to catch, the fever. And now, at the period of Lucy's visit, no 
igtep bad been jtaken to procure a nurse, Mr. Crawley having 
resolved to take/ upon himself the duties of that position. In 
]|]b ab$0lute ignc^nce of all sanatory measures, he had thrown 
himself on his ktiees to pray ; and if prayers — true prayers — 
might suGCQur hi«f poor wiie^ of such succour she might be 
confident. Lucy, however, thought that other aid also was 
wilting to her. . f * If you can do anything for us," said Mrs 
Qra^ivleyf " let it be for the poor children." 

^" I will have %htm all moved from this till you are better,** 
Baid Lucy, boldly. 

" Moved I " said Mr, Crawley, who even now — even in his 
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present strait— felt arepugnance to the idea that anyone flhonld 
relieve him of any portion of his burden. 

" Yes," said Lucy; " I am sure it "will be better tliat you 
should lose them for a week or two, tiU Mrs. Crawley may be 
able to leave her room.*' 

" But where are they to go ? " said he, very gloomily. As 
to this Lucy was not as yet able to say anytibing. Indeed 
when she left Framley Parsonage there had been no time for 
discussion. She would go back and talk it all over with 
Fanny, and find out in what way the children might be best 
put out of danger. Why shoulli they not all be harboured 
at the parsonage, as soon as assurance could be felt that they 
were not tainted with the poison of the fever? An English 
lady of the right sort will do all things but one for a sick 
neighbour; but for no neighbour will she wittingly admit 
contagious sickness within the precincts of her own nurseiy. 
Lucy unloaded her jellies and her febrifuges, Mr. Crawley 
frowning at her bitterly the while. It had come to this with 
him, that food had been brought into his house, as an act of 
charity, in his very presence, and in his heart of hearts he 
disliked Lucy Bobarts in that she had brought it. He cotdd 
not cause the jars and the pots to be replaced in the pony- 
carriage, as he would have done had the position of his wife 
been different. In her state it would have been barbarous to 
refuse them, and barbarous also to have created the fmcas of 
a refusal; but each parcel that was introduced was an addi- 
tional weight laid on the sore withers of his pride, till the total 
burden became almost intolerable. All this his wife saw and 
recognized even in her illness, and did make some slight 
ineffectual efforts to give him ease; but Lucy in her new 
power was ruthless, and the chicken to make the chicken-broth 
was taken out of the basket under his very nose. But Lucy 
did not remain long. She had made up her mind what it 
behoved her to do herself, and she was soon ready to return to 
Framley. ^ I shall be back again, Mr. Crawley,'* she said, 
''probably this evening, and I sJ^all stay with her till she is 
better." " Nurses don't want rooms," she went on to say, 
when Mr. Crawley muttered something as to there being do 
bed-chamber. '' I shall make up some sort of a litter near 
her ; you'll see that I shall be veiy snug." And then she got 
into the pony-chaise, and drove herself home. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE BTOBY OF KINQ CiOPHETUi.. 

Lucr as she drove herself home had much as to which it ^.^ai 
necessary that she should arouse her thoughts. That she would 
go back and nurse Mrs. Crawley through her lever she wa8 
resolved. She was free agent enough to take so much on hersclfy 
and to feel sure that she could carry it through. But how was 
she to redeem her promise about the children ? Twenty plans 
ran through her mind, as to farm-houses in which they might 
b& placed, or cottages which might be hired for them ; but all 
these entailed the want of money ; and at the present moment, 
were not all the inhabitants of the parsonage pledged to a 
dire economy ? This use of the pony-carriage would have 
been illicit under any circumstances less pressing than the 
present, for it had been decided that the carriage, and 
even poor Puck himself, should be sold. She had, however, 
given her promise about the children, and though her 
own stock of money was very low, that promise should be 
redeemed* 

When she reached the parsonage she was of course full of 
her schemes, but she found that another subject of interest had 
come up in her absence, which prevented her from obtaining 
the undivided attention of her sister-in-law to her present 
plans. Lady Luflon had returned that day, and immediately 
on her return had sent up a note addressed to Miss Lucy 
Kobarts, which note was in Fanny's hands when Lucy stepped 
out of the pony-carriage. The servant who brought it had 
asked for an answer, and a verbal answer had been sent, 
saying that Miss Robarts was away from home, and would 
herself send a reply when she returned. It cannot be denied 
that the colour came to Lucy's face, and that her hand trem- 
bled when she took the note from Fanny in the drawing-room. 
Everything in the world to her might depend on what that 
note contained ; and yet she did not open it at once, but stood 
with it in her hand, and when Fanny pressed her on the 
subject, still endeavoured to bring back the conversation to 
the subject of Mrs. Crawley. But yet her mind was intent 
on the letter, and she had abeady augured ill from the hand- 
writing and even from the words of the address. Had Lady 
Luflon intended to be propitious, she woidd have directed her 
letter to Miss Kobarts, without the Christian name; so at 
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least argrned Lucy— quite unconscionsly, as one does argue 
in such matters. One forms half the conclusions of one's life 
without any distinct knowledge that the prenuses have even 
passed through one's mind. They were now alone together^ 
as Mark was out. "Won't you open her letter?" said 
Mrs. Rohafts. 

' ** Yes, immediately ; but, Fanny, I must speak to you 
i^out Mrs. Crawley first. 1 must go back there this evenitigi 
and stay th^e; I have promised to' do so, and shall certainly 
keep Toj promise. I have promised also that the ^hildJreii 
shaU be taken away, and we must arrange about that. It is 
dreadfy, the state ^e is in. There is no one to see to her 
but Mr; Crawley, and the children are altogether Idfc to 
themselves." 
' " Do you mean that you are going back to stay?** 

"Yes, certainly; I have made a distinct promise that I 
would do so. And about the children ; could not you iaemp 
fi>t"the children, Fanny — not perhaps in the house ; at least 
not at first, perhaps?* And yet during all th^ time that she 
%a8 thus speaking and pleading for the Crawleys, shis was 
endeavouring to imagine what might be the conten<iS of that 
ktter which she held between her fingfers; 
• ** And' is she so very ill ? ^- asked Mrs. Eobarts. • • 

"I cannot say how ill she may be, except this, that she 
'dj^rtainly has typhus fever. They have had some docfer or 
doctor's assistant firom Silverbridge ; but it seems to me thi* 
they are greatly in want of better advice." ' 

'^-^ ^'But^ Lucy, will you not read your letter? Jt isf astenrish- 
tfig to me th'at you should be so indifiereht about it.*' Lticj 
was atfything but indifierent, and now did proceed to tear 
the envelope. The note was very short, and ran in Aese 
^ords— 

" My dear Miss Bobabts,— I am particularly anxious to see yon» 
iiifl 3haU feel much obliged to you if you can step over to me here, at 
Frsmley Court. I must apologize for taking this liberty with joH) ^^ 
yoamli probably feel that an interview here would suit ua both betttf 
tifan one at the parsonage.. Truly yonrs^ M. Lunojf* , 

"^ **7here : I am in for it now," said Lucy, handing Ae note 
^ver to ;Jkf rs. Robarts. ** 1 shall have to be talked to as pever 
gbot girl was talked to before : and when one thinks of wb»t 
I have done, it is hard." 

^* Yes J and of what you have not done." 
^ ^Exftctly^ *and i>£ what 1 have not done. But Isuppo* 
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l-llmttfo/* and she proceeded to te*tie tBe striftgft of her 
bonnet, whieh she had loosened. 

" t)o jovL mean that you are going over at once ?** 

""Tea; immediately. Why not? it will be better to hare 
it over, atid then I can go to the Crawleys. But, Fannr, thp 
pity of it 28 that I know it all' as well as though it had beien 
alr^y spoken.; and what good can l^ere bie in my hsiving to 
endure it? Qan*t you &.ncy the tone in which she will 
tXplain to. me the conventional inoonv^mences which arose 
wiitn King "Cophetua would mdrry the beggar's iidughter? 
bpw die will explain what Oriselda ^ent througb ^-^npt the 
aixdideacon'a daughter, but the other Gnselda ? *' 
f But it all came right with her." ... ' 

^^Yei; but then lam not Griselda) and she will explain 
how it would certainly all go wrong with m«. But what's the 
gbod when I know it all befbrehand ? Hare I ndt desired King 
Cophetua to take himself and sceptre elsewhere ?" And then 
fibd Itterted^ having first said another word or two at)'out the 
Qrawiey dxtldreUy and obtained a promise of Puck and the 
pony-carriage for the afternoon. It was also almost Itgreed 
that. Puck on his return to Framley should bring back the 
four children with him ; but on this subject it was necessary 
that Mark should be consulted. The present scheme was to 
prepare for them a room outside the house, once the dairy^ at 
present occupied by the- groom and his wife ; and to bring 
them into the house as soon as it was manifest that there was 
no danger from infection* ^ut ^1 this was to be matter for 
deliberation. Fanny wanted her to send over 'a note, in reply 
to JSady .Luftdn'a, 'as harbinger of her coming; but Lucy 
maiehied o£^ hardly answering this prc^sition. 

" What's: the lisC' of such a deal of (Seremony,'* she said. 
'^ I knov^ ^e's at home; and if she is not, I ^all only lose 
ten minutes in going." And so sh^ went, and on- reaching 
the doortyf Pramley Court house found that her ladyship w£^ 
at home. Her heart almost came to her mouth as she was 
tddso, and then, in two minutes' time, sh^ found h'eirsblf in 
the little rc^om upstairs. In that little room we found 6ur« 
tdtd8 one© befote-^you and I, my reader ;*-^but Lucy had 
never before visited that hallowed precinct. There- was 
SQQsething^ in' its air calculated to- inspire iawe in those who 
fimfisaw LadyXiifton sittin^boltupright in the canef-bottomed 
A^n^tchair, w^ch she always occupied when at work at. her 
boidwi acid papeiiaf^ and this sh^^eiK^heii shede^mined 
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to receive Luay in that apartment. But there was ihefe 
another arm-chair, an easy, oozy chair, which stood by the 
fireside ; and for tiiose who had caught Lady Lufton napping 
in that chair of an afternoon, some of this awe had perhaps 
been dissipated. *' Miss Bobarts," she said, not riang from 
her chair, but holding out her hand to her visitor, '' I am 
much obliged to you for having come over to me here. Toiiy 
no doubt, are aware of the subject on which I wish to 
speak to you, and will agree with me that it is better that 
we should meet here than over at the parsonage.*' In answer 
to which Lucy merely bowed her head, and took her seat on 
the chair which had been prepared for her. *^ My son,*' con- 
tinued her ladyship, '* has spoken to me on the subject of 
— — I think I understand. Miss Bobarts, that there has been 
no engagement between you and him ? " 

''None whatever," said Lucy. ''He made me an offer 
and I refused him." This she said very sharply ;-*-more so 
undoubtedly than the circumstances required; and with a 
brusqueness that was injudicious as well as uncourteotis. 
But at the moment, she was thinking of her own position with 
reference to Lady Lufton — ^not to Lord Lufton ; and of her 
feelings with reference to the lady — not to the gentleman. 

" Oh," said Lady Lufton, a little startled by the manner of 
the communication. " Then I am to understand that there is 
nothing now going on between you and my son ; thst the 
whole affair is over ?" 

" That depends entirely upon you." 

"On me; does it?" 

" I do not know what your son may have told you, LsAf 
Lufton. For myself, I do not care to have any secrets ftom 
you in this matter ; and as he has spoken to you about it, I 
suppose that such is his wish also. Am I right in presomisg 
that he has spoken to you on the subject ? " 

"Yes, he has; and it is for that reason that I have t&ksn 
the liberty of sending for you." 

" And may I ask what he has told you ? I mean, of course, 
as regards myself," said Lucy. Lady Lufton, before she 
answered this question, began to reflect that the young Itdj 
was taking too much of the initiative in this conversation, and 
was, in fact, playing the game in her own &shion, which was 
not at all in accordance with those motives which had indnced 
Lady Lufton to send for her. " He has told me that he made 
you an offer of marriage," replied Lady Lufton: "a nstttf 
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whiob, of course, ia very serioua to me, as his mother ; and 
I have thought, therefore, that I had better see jou, and appeal 
to jour own good aense and judgment and high feeling. Of 
course you are aware " 

Now was coming the lecture to be illustrated bj King 
Cophetua and Griselda, as Lucy had suggested to Mrs. 
fiobarts ; but she succeeded in stopping it for awhile. ^ And 
did Lord Lufton tell you what was my answer ? ** 

"Not in words. But you yourself now say that you 
refused him; and I must express my admiration for your 
good ^" 

" Wait half a moment, Lady Lufbon. Your son did make 
me an oflfer. He made it to me in person, up at the par- 
sonage, and I then refused him ; — ^foolishly, as I now beUere, 
£)r I dearly love him. But I did so from a mixture of feelings 
which I need not, perhaps, explain; that most prominent, no 
doubt, was a fear of your displeasure. And then he came 
again, not to me, but to my brother, and urged his suit to 
^. Nothing can have been kinder to me, more noble, more 
loving, more generous, than his conduct At first I thought, 
when he was speaking to myself, that he was led on thought* 
^y to say all that he did say. I did not trust his love, 
though I saw that he did trust it himself. But I could not 
^yit trust it when he came again — ^to my brother, and made 
kw proposal to him. 1 don't know whetiier you will under- 
<^d me. Lady Luflon ; but a girl placed as I am feels ten 
times more assurance in such a tender of affection as that, 
than in one made to herself, at the spur of the moment, per- 
haps. And then you must remember that I — I myself-~I 
Wed him from the first. I was foolish enough to think that 
I could know him and not love him." 

/' I saw all that going on,'* said Lady Lufton, with a cer- 
tain assumption of wisdom about her ; '* and took steps which 
I hoped would have put a stop to it in time." 

'* Everybody saw it. It was a matter of course," said Lucy, 
destroying her ladyship's wisdom at a blow. " Well ; 1 did 
learn to love him, not meaning to do so ; and I do love him 
^th all my heart. It is no use my sti'iving to think that I 
^onot; and I could stand with him at the altar to-morrow and 
give him my hand, feeling that I was doing mj duty by him, 
>8 a woman should do. And now he bos told you of his love, 

*>id I believe in that as I do in my own ^" And then for 

^ moment she paused. 



HO. . ySUMLSt PABSOHAaB. 

^ Buty my d^nr Miaa Bobart o " begau L«dy Itiiftoiu 
Luoyi however, had now worked herself up into a ocmdition 
of power> and would not allow her ladyship to interrupt her 
in her speech. " I beg jour pardon, Lady Lufton ; I shall 
hatd' done direotl^, and then I will hear you. And so toy 
brolhercame to me, not urging this suit, expreesvig no ^frish 
Ibr feoeh a marriage, but allowing me to ju^eibr mypelf, a^d 
proposing that I. should see your son again on ihd following 
mowng; Had i done so, I could not but have aco^pted Imn. 
Think of ily Lady Lufton. How could I have don^ Ol(h0r ikbaD 
accept him, seeing that in my heart I had accepted his Iot» 

already?" 

. « Well ? " said Lady Luflon, not wishing now tp put in aay 

speedi bf her own, 

''I did not see him'-«-I reftised to do so — ^because I wbss 
coward* I could not endure to come into this house as yotir 
•oa'fr wife, and be coldly looked on by your son's mother. 
Much as I loved him, much as I do love him, dearly As I 
priae the generous offer which he came down here to repeat 
^ me, I could not live with him to be made the object of your 
sconi. I sent him word, therefore, that I would have him 
when you "would ask me, and not before.'' And, then, faafiog 
thus pleaded her cai^e— and pleaded, as she believed, the caqse 
of her, lover also — she ceased from speaking, and prepared 
hendf to Hsten to the story of Kixig Cophetua. But Lady 
Luflton felt considerable difficulty in commencing her q)eech. 
In the first place she was by no means a hard-hearted or a 
selfish woman ; and were it not that her own son was conoenied, 
and. all the glory which was reflected ttpon her from her sop, 
her sympathies woidd have been given to Lucy BobaitK. As 
it was, she did sympathize with her, and admiire her, and to a 
certain eibtent like her. She Ix^n also to understand what 
it yfas that had brought labout he^ son's love, and to feel tbat 
but for certain unfortunate concomitant circumstances the girl 
before her might have made a fitting Lady Lufton. Lucy had 
grown bigger in her eyes while sitting there and taDdng, aad 
had lost much of that miasish want of importance— that lack 
of »>cisl weight — which Lady Luflon in her own opinion had 
lilways imputed to her. A girl that could thua speak opaod 
^plain her own position now, would be able to speak up and 
axplain her own, <and« perhaps some other positions at aoy 
i'uture tidie. But not for all or any of these reasoos did Lady 
Lufton think of giving way. The power.of making or mscnof 
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tiiiriiiahuige was x^aced in her hftnds, as was Teiy fitting, and 
^t power it befaored her to use, as best she might use it, to 
her son's adrantage. Much as she might admire Lucy, She oouM 
sot sacrifioe her son to that admiration. The unfortunate €$6n- 
oomitant circumstances still remained, and were of sufficient 
ibiosyss she thought, to make such a marriage inezpedi«nt; 
Lucy was the 4si8ter of a gentleman who by hk peculiar pOeiltol 
as parish clergyman of Fnunley was unfitted to be ^e brotlier^ 
in-law of the owner x>f Framley. Nobody liked olefgymeH 
bettor than Lady Lnilon or was more wilHng to live with them 
on tehns of affectionate intimacy, but riie could not get ot^ 
the feeling that iht clergyman of her own parish,— or of her 
son's, — was a part of her own establishment, of heriQiim 
apikanage,-:«r of his, — and that it could not be well thfti 
Loid Lofton should marry among his own dependants. Lad^ 
^^lAon would not have used the word, but she did thmk iu 
And then, too, Lucy^s education had been so defieient. BhU 
had had no one about her in early life accustomed to the ways 

^^9 ' ' of what shall I say without making Lady Lufton appeaY 

iQore worldly than she was? Lucy's wants in this Te^>eot, iMiit 
to be defined in words, had been exemplified by the veiy Way 
VI which she had just now stated her case. She had shows 
talent, good temper, and sound judgment ; but there had \mai 
no quiet, no vepose about her. The species of power in yonn|^ 
Wies which Lady Lufton most admired was the vw inetiim 
belonging to beautiful and dignified reticence ; of this poor 
Lucy had none. Then, too, she had no fortune, which, thoo^ 
a minor eVfl, was an evil ; and she had no birth, in the h^h- 
^ sense of the word, which was a greater avil. And .theny 
(hough her eyes had. sparkled when she confessed her -^loire^ 
^7 Lufton was not prepared to admit that she was. possessed 
^f positive beauty. 8udii were the unfortunate concoinitant 
t^u^mstances which still induced Lady Lufton to resolve that 
^he match must be marred. 11' • 

But the performance of her part in this play wasmtich 
^c^e difficult than she had imagined, and ihe found* hers^ 
obliged to sit silent for a minute or two, during which; howH 
^^6r, Miss Bobarts made no attempt at fiirtber speech. ^I 
^ greatly struck^" Lady Lufton said at iast, "by ^hn 
^ceUent* sense you have displaced in ihe whole of- this 
^^^) and ybu must allow me to say, Miss Jtobarts, that 
^ now r^ard you with very diffisi^t feeHnga from ih^ 
Wbioh I entottained when I left haaionJ'- iU^n. this >£uicf 
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bowed her head, flliglitlj but veiy stiffly; admowled^ng 
miher the fonner censure implied than the present eulogium 
expressed. 

'< But my feelings/' continued Lady Lufton, '' my strongest 
feelings in tliis matter, must be those of a mother. What 
might be my conduct if such a marriage did take place, I 
need not now consider. But I must confess that I should think 
such a marriage very — ^very ill-judged. A better-hearted young 
man than Lord Lufton does not exist, nor one with better 
principles, or a deeper regard for his word ; but he is exactly 
the man to be mistaken in any hurried outlook as to his future 
life. Were you and he to become man and wife, such a mar- 
riage would tend to the happiness neither of him nor of you." 
It was clear that the whole lecture was now coming ; and as 
Lucy had openly declared her own weakness, and tiirown all 
the power of decision into the hands of Lady Lufton, she did 
not see why she should endure this. 

'' We need not argue about that, Lady Lufton," she said. 
*' I have told you the only circumstances under which I would 
marry your son ; and you, at any rate, are safe." 

<' No ; I was not wishing to argue," answered Lady Lufton, 
almost humbly ; *^ but I was desirous of excusing myself to 
you, so that you should not think me cruel in witUiolding my 
consent. I wished to make you believe that I was doing the 
best for my son." 

^ I am sure that you think you are, and Iherefore no exciue 
is necessary." 

• '' No, exactly ; of course it is a matter of opinion, and I 
do think so. I cannot believe that this marriage would make 
either of you happy, and therefore I should be very wrong to 
express my consent." 

'*Then, Lady LufU)n," said Lucy, rising fnmi her chair, 
'' I suppose we have both now said what is necessary, and I 
will therefore wish you good-bye." 

<' Good-bye, Miss Robarts. I wish I could make you un- 
derstand how very highly I regard your conduct in this 
matter. It has been above all praise, and so I shall not 
hesitate to say when speaking of it to your relatives." This 
was disagreeable enough to Lucy, who cared but little for 
any praise which Lady Lufton might express to her relatiyefi 
in this matter. " And pray," continued Lady Lufton, "gi^® 
my best love to Mrs. Bobarts, and tell her that I shall hope to 
see her over here very soon, and Mr. Robarts also. I woqU 
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name a day for you all to dine; but perhaps it will be better 
that I shoald have a little talk with Fanny first" 

Lncy muttered something, which was intended to signify 
that any such dinner party had better not be made up with 
the intention of induding her, and then took her leave. She 
had decidedly had the best of the interview, and there was a 
consciousness of this in her heart as she allowed Lady Luflon 
to shake hands with her. She had stopped her antagonist 
short on each occasion on which an attempt had been made 
to produce the homily which had been prepared, and during 
Ae interview had spoken probably three words for every one 
which her ladyship had been able to utter. But, nevertheless, 
there was a bitter feeling of disappointment about her heart 
ftB she walked back home ; and a feeling, also, that she herself 
had caused her own unhappiness. Why should she have been 
80 romantic and chivalrous and self-sacrificing, seeing that 
her romance and chivalry had all been to his detriment as 
wdl as to hers, — seeing that she sacrificed him as well as 
herself? Why should she have been so anxious to play into 
Lady Lufton's hands? It was not because she thought it 
right, as a general social rule, that a lady should refiise a 
gentleman's hand, unless the gentleman's mother were a con« 
senting party to the marriage. She would have held any 
BQch doctrine as absurd. The lady, she would have said, 
would have had to look to her own family and no further. It was 
not virtue but cowardice which had influenced her, and she 
liad none of that solace which may come to us in misfortune 
from a consciousness that our own conduct has been blameless. 
Lady Luflon had inspired her with awe, and any such feeling 
on her part was mean, ignoble, and unbecoming the spirit 
with which she wished to think that she was endowed. That 
Was the accusation which she brought against herself, and it 
forbade her to feel any triumph as to the result of her inter- 
^ew. When she reached the parsonage, Mark was there, and 
4ey were of course expecting her. " Well," said she, in her 
short, hurried manner, " is Puck ready again ? I have no 
time to lose, and I must go and pack up a few things. Have 
you settled about the children, Fanny ? " 

" Yes ; I will tell you directly ; but you have seen Lady 
Luftoh?" 

" Seen her 1 Oh, yes, of course I have seen her. Did she 
not send for me? and in that cas9 it was not on the cardi 
tbiit I should disobey her," 

23 
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"And wlmtrdidshesay?"'^ L 

"How green you are, Mark; and notfionly grefen, but im- 
polite alsoy to make me repeat the story of my own disgrace. 
Of course she told me that she did not intend tha^ I ^ould 
marry my lord, her son; and of course I said that imder those 
circumstances I should not think of doing §uch a thii%." 

** Lucy, I cannot understand you," said Fanny, very gravely. 
" I am sometimes inclined to doubt whether you have' aoy deep 
feeling in the matter or not. If you have, httw can you biing 
yourself to joke abouf it? " 

"Well, it is singular; and sometimes I- doubt myself 
whether I have. I ought to be* pale, dug|bt I ji6t ? and very 
thin, and to go mad by d^prees? I havie not the least in- 
tention of doing anything of the kind,^ and, therefore^ the 
matter is not worth any further notice.*' . 

" But was she civil to you, Lucy? " asked Mark : " civil in 
her manner, you know ?" 

" Oh, uncommonly so. You will hardly believe it, but 
she actually asked me to dine. She always does, you know, 
when she wants to show her good humour. If ydd'd broken 
your leg, and she wished to commiserate you, she'd ask yon 
to dinner." 

" I suppose she meant to be kind," said Fanny, w))0 ww 
not disposed to give up her old friend, though she was quite 
ready to fight Lucy's battle, if there* were any occadon &ra 
battle to be fought. > 

" Lucy is so perverse," said Mark^ " that it is impossible 
to learn from her what really has taken place." 

" Upon my word, then, you know it all as well as I can tell 
you. She asked me if Lord Lufton hiad made me an offer. 
I said, yes. She asked next, if I meant to accept it Not 
without her approval, I said. And thien she asked us all to 
dinner. That is exactly what took place, and I camiot sec 
that I have been perverse at all." Aiter that she threw hersetf 
into a chair, and Mark and Fanny stood looking at eachodier. 

" Mark," she said, after a while, " don?t be unkind to me* 
I make as little of it as I can, for all our sakes. It is better 
so, Fanny, than that I should go about moaning, like a sick 
cow ;" and then they looked at her, andvisaw that the tw^ 
tvere already brimming over from her eyes. 

" Dearest, dearest Lucy," said Fanny, 'immediately goJ^ 
down on her knees before her, " I won't be- unkind to you 
again," And then they had a great cry together. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

KIDNAPPING AT HOGGIiESTOCK. 

Tii£ great cry, however, did not take long, and Lucy was 
soon in the pony-carriage again. On Uiis occasion her 
brother volunteered to drive her, and it was now understood 
that he was to br^Ig back with him all the Crawley children. 
The whole thing- had been arranged ; the groom and his wife 
were to be taken into the honse, and the big bedroom across 
the yarrd, usually occupied by them, was to be converted into 
.a quarantine hospital until such time as it might be safe to 
pull down the yellow flag. They were about, half way on 
their road t9 Hpggle^tqck when they were overtaken by a 
man on horseback, whom, when he came up beside them, 
Mr. Bobarts recognized as Dr. Arabin, Dean of Barchester, 
And head of the chapter to which he himself belonged. It 
immediately appeared that the dean also was going to Hoggle- 
stock, having heard of the misfortune that had befallen his 
friends there ; he had, he said, started as soon as tlie news 
reached him, in order that he might ascertain how best he 
imght render assistance. To effect this he had undertaken a 
nde of nearly forty miles, and explained that he did not 
^pect to reach home again much before midnight. <' You 
pass by Framley ? " said Kobarts. 

" Yes, I do," said the dean. 

'^ Then oi course you will dine with us as you go home ; 
you and your horse also, which will be quite as important." 
This having been duly settled, and the proper ceremony of 
introduction having taken place between the dean and Lucy, 
^liey proceeded to discuss the character of Mr. Crawley. 

" I have known him all my life," said the dean, '^ having 
^een at school and college widi him, and for years since that 
^ Wa$ on terms of the closest intimacy with him ; but in spite 
^^ that, I do not know how to help him in his need. A 
Pi^ouder-hearted man I never met, or one less willing to share 
"W Borrows with his friends." 

^'I have often heard him speak of you," said Mark. 

'^ One of the bitterest feelings I have is that a man so dear 
^ me should live so near to me, and that I should see so little 
^ him. But what can I do ? He will not come to my house ; 
^nd when I go to his he is angry with me because I wear a 
Aovel hat imd ride on horseback." 
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'^ I should leave my hat and my horse at the borders of ihe 
last parish/' said Lucy, timidly. 

'^ Well ; yes, certainly ; one ought not to give offence even 
in such matters as that ; but my coat and waistcoat would 
then be equally objectionable. I have changed, — ^in outward 
matters I mean, — ^and he has not. That irritates him, and 
unless I could be what I was in the old days, he will not look 
at me with the same eyes; " and then he rode on, in order, 
as he said, that the first pang of the interview might be 
over before Bobarts and his sister came upon the scene. 
Mr. Crawley was standing before his door, leaning over the 
little wooden railing, when the dean trotted up on his hone. 
He had come out afler hours of dose watching to get a few 
mouthfuls of the sweet summer air, and as he stood there he 
held the youngest of his children in his arms. The poor little 
baby sat there, quiet indeed, but hardly happy. This father, 
though he loved his offspring with an affection as intense 
as l^at which human nature can supply, was not gifted 
with the knack of making children fond of him ; for it is 
hardly more than a knack, that aptitude which some men 
have of gaining the good graces of the young. Sach men 
are not always the best fathers or the safest guardians ; bnt 
they carry about with them a ceitain due ad me which 
children recognize, and which in three minutes upsets all the 
barriers between five and five-and-forty. But Mr. Crawley 
was a stem man, thinking ever of the souls and minds of his 
bairns — as a father should do ; and thinking also that every 
season was fitted for operating on these souls and minds — as, 
perhaps, he should not have done either as a father or as 
a teacher. And consequently his children avoided him when 
the choice was given them, thereby adding fresh wounds to 
his torn heart, but by no means quenching any of the great 
love with which he regarded them. 

He was standing there thus with a placid little baby in his 
arms — ^a baby placid enough, but one that would not kiss 
him eagerly, and stroke his face with her soft little hands, 
as he would have' had her do — ^when he saw the dean coming 
towards him. He was sharp-sighted as a lynx out in the 
open air, though now obliged to pore over his well-fingered 
books with spectacles on his nose; and thus he knew his 
friend from a long distance, and had time to meditate the 
mode of his greeting. He too doubtless had come, if not 
with jelly and chicken, then with money and advice ; — with 
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money and advice sach as a thiiTing dean might offbi to a 
poor brother clergyman ; and Mr. Crawley, though no hus- 
band could possibly be more anxious for a wife's safety than 
lie was, immediately put his back up and began to bethink 
himself how these tenders might be rejected. 

^^How is she?" were the first words which the dean spoke 
as he pulled up his horse dose to the littlft gate, and put out 
his band to take that of his Mend. 

" How are you, Arabin ? " said he. " It is very kind of you 
to come so far, seeing how much there is to keep you at 
Barchester, I cannot say that she is any better, but I do not 
blow that she is worse. Sometimes I fancy that she is deli- 
rious, though I hardly know. At any rate her mind wanders, 
and then afler that she sleeps." 

" But is the fever less ? " 

*^ Sometimes less and sometimes more, I imagine." 

"And the children?" 

" Poor things ; they are well as yet." 

*' They must be taken from this, Crawley, as a matter of 
course." 

Mr. Crawley fancied that there was a tone of authority 
in the dean's advice, and inmiediately put himself into oppo- 
sition. 

"I do not know how that may be; I have not yet made up 
my mind." 

" But, my dear Crawley " 

'' Providence does not admit of such removals in all cases," 
said he. '' Among the poorer classes the children must endure 
such perils." 

"In many cases it is so," said the dean, by no means' 
inclined to make an argument of it at the present moment; 
" but in this case they need not. You must allow me to 
make arrangements for sending for them, as of course your 
time is occupied here." Miss Bobarts, though she had men- 
tioned her intention of staying with Mrs. Crawley, had said 
nothing of the Framley plan with reference to the children. 

" What you mean is that yon intend to take the burden oft 
my shoulders — ^in fact, to pay for them. I cannot allow that, 
Arabin. They must take the lot of their father and their 
mother, as it is proper that they should do." Again the dean 
had no inclination for arguinp^. and thought it might be well 
to let the question of the children drop for a little while- 

" And is there no nurse with her ? " said he. 
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" No, no ; I am Meing to her mysetf al the f^sOBi ifioi&Mit. 
A woman will be heie jnit now." ' 

•' What woman ? " 

" Well ; her name is Mrs. 8tnbbs ; she Hves in the parish. 
She will put the younger children to bed, and — and — - but 
it's no use troubling yoYi with all that. There was a yotmg 
lady talked of coming, but no doubt she has found it to6 incon- 
Tenient. It will be better as it is." 

<*Tou mean Miss BobaHs;. she will be here directly; I 
passed her as I came here ; " and as Dr. Anbin wa^ yet speak- 
mg, the noise of the carriage wheels was heard upon tlie 
road. 

" I will go in now," said Mr. Crawley, " and see if sh6 still 
sleeps;" and then he entered the home, leaTing'the dean«t 
the door still seated upon his horse. <* He will be afi^O of 
the infection, and I will not ask Mm to come in,*' said Mr. 
Crawley to himself. ...... j . 

'^lediall seem to be prying into his poverty; if I enter 
unasked/' said the dean to himself. And so he remained there 
till Puck, now acquainted with the locality, stopped at the 
door. 

'^ Have you not been in 7 " said Eobarts. 
" No; Crawley has been at the door talking to me; he will 
be here directly, I suppose; " and then Mark -Robarts also 
prepared himself to wait till the master of the house shoilld 
reappear. But Lucy had no such punctilious iliisgiyings; she 
did not much care now whether she offended Mr. Crawley or 
no. Her idea was to plaoe herself by thidsipk wonl'an's bed- 
side, and to send the four children away; — with th«r father's 
consent if it might be ; but certainly Withont it if ^ait con- 
sent were withheld. So she got down from the carriage, and 
taking certain packages in her hand madb her way direct into 
the house. 

"There's a big bundle under the seat^ Mark," she said; 
« rU come and fetch it directly, if you'll drag it oiit." For 
some five minutes the two dignitaries'Of the Church remained 
at the door, one on his cob and the other in his low carriage, 
saying a few words to each other and waiting till some^<^ 
should again appear from the house. " It is* all airtrngeif 
indeed it is," were the first words which TOached their eaiS) 
and these came from Lucy. ** There will bene tNuble at ally 
and no expense^ and they shall all ^come back as soon as Ma 
Crawley is able to get out of bed«*'. " ' * 
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**Bni, Miss Bobttts, I can assure——" That was Mr. 
Crawley's voice, heard from him as he followed Miss Robarts 
to the door ; bttt one of the elder children had then called him 
into the sick room, and Lacy was left to do her worst. 

<' Are yon going to take the^hildren back with yon ? " said 
the dean. j 

" Yed; Mrs. Robarts kus prepared for them." 
" You can take greater liberties with my friend here than I 
can." 

" It is all my sister's doing," said Robarts. " Women are 
always bolder in such matters than men." And then Lucy 
reappeared, bringing Bobby with her, and one of the yoimger 
diildren. 

"Do not mind what he says,'* said she, " but drive away 
when yon have got them all. Tell FanAy I have put into the 
basket what tilings I could find, but they are very few. She 
mBt borrow things for Grace from Mrs. Granger's little girl" 
— (Mrs* Granger was the wife of a Framley farmer) ; — " and, 
Mark, turn Puck's head itound, sothat you may be off in a 
moment I'll have Grace and the other one here directly." 
And then, leaving her brother to pack Bobby and his little 
sister on the back part of the vehicle, she returned to her 
bnsinesd in the house. She had just looked in at Mrs. 
Crawley's bed, and finding her awake,* had smiled on her, and 
deposited her bundle in token of her intended stay, and then, 
without speaking a word, had gone on her errand about the 
children. She had called to Grace to show her where she 
might find such things as were to be taken to Framley, and 
having explained to the baims, as well as she might, the 
destiny which immediately awaited them, prepared them for 
their departure without saying a word to Mr. Crawley on 
•the subject. Bobby and the elder of the two infants were 
stowed awa^ safely in the back part of the carriage, where 
they allowed themselves to be placed without saying a word. 
They opened their eyes and stared at the dean, who sat by on 
his horse, and assented to such orders as Mr. Robarts gave 
them, — no doubt with much surprise, but nevertheless in 
absolute silence. 

'' Now, Grace, be quick, there's a dear," said Lucy, return- 
ing with the infant in her arms. '^ And, Grace, mind you are 
very careful about baby; and bring the basket; I'll give it 
you when you are in," Grace and the other child were then 
packed on to the other seat,^ and a basket with children's 
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clothes put in on the top of them. " That'll do, Maik; good- 
bye; teU Fanny to be sure and send the day after to-morrow, 

and not to forget " and then she whispered into her 

brother's ear an injunction about certain dairy comforts which 
might not be spoken of in the hearing of Mr. Crawley. *' Good- 
bye, dears; mind you are good children: you shall hear 
about rnanuna the day after to-morrow," said Lucy; and 
Puck, admonished by a sound from his master's voice, 
began to move just as Mr. Crawley reappeared at the house 
door. 

" Oh, oh, stop ! " he said. '^ Miss Bobarts, you really had 
better not " 

^* Go on, Mark," said Lucy, in a whisper, which, whether 
audible or not by Mr. Crawley, was heard very plainly by the 
dean. And Mark, who had slightly arrested Puck by the 
reins on the appearance of Mr. Crawley, now touched the 
impatient little beast with his whip; and the vehicle with its 
freight darted off rapidly. Puck shaking his head and going 
away with a tremendously quick short trot, which soon sepa- 
rated Mr. Crawley from nis family. 

" Miss Robarts," he began, " this step has been taken alto* 
gether without " 

"Yes," said she, interrupting him. "My brotha was 
obliged to return at once. The children, you know, will 
remain all together at the parsonage; and that, I think, is 
what Mrs. Crawley will best like. In a day or two th^ will 
be under Mrs. Bobarts' own charge." 

" But, my dear Miss Bobarts, I had no intention whatever 
of putting the burden of my family on the shoulders of another 
person. They must return to their own home immediately^ 
that is, as soon as they can be brought back." 

" I really think Miss Bobarts has managed very well," said 
the dean. " Mrs. Crawley must be so much more comfortable 
to think that they are out of danger." 

"And they will be quite comfortable at the parsoDage,** 
said Lucy. 

" I do not at all doubt that," said Mr. Crawley; "but too 
much of such comforts will unfit them for their home; and— 
and I could have wished that I had been consulted more at 
leisure before the proceeding had been taken." 

" It was arranged, Mr. Crawley, when I was here beforSi 
that the children had better go away," pleaded Lucy. 

" I do not remember agreeing to such a measuzei Uuai 
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Roberts; however I sappose they cannot be had back 

to-mg^t?" 

'^ No, not to-night/' said Lucy. " And now I will go in to 
jour wife." And then she returned to the house, leaving the 
two gentlemen at the door. At this moment a labourer's boy 
came sauntering by, and the dean, obtaining possession of his 
services for the custody of his horse, was able to dismount 
and put himself on a more equal footing for conversation with 
his friend 

" Crawley," said he, putting his hand affectionately on his 

friend's shoulder, as they both stood leaning on the little rail 

before the door; '' that is a good girl — a very good girl." 

" Yes," said he slowly ; *' she means well." 

'^ Nay, but she does well ; she does excellently. What can 

be better than her conduct now? While I was meditating 

how I might possibly assist your wife in this strait- " 

^' I want no assistance ; none, at least, from man," said 
Crawley, bitterly. 

** Oh, my friend, think of what you are saying 1 Think of 
the wickedness which must accompany such a state of mind I 
Have you ever known any man able to walk alone, without 
assistance from his brother men?" Mr. Crawley did not 
make any immediate answer, but putting his arms behind his 
back and closing his hands, as was his wont when he walked 
alone thinkiDg of the general bitterness of his lot in life, began 
to move slowly along the road in front of his house. He did 
not invite the other to walk with him, but neither was there 
anything in his manner which seemed to indicate that he had 
intended to be left to himself. It was a beautiful summer 
afternoon, at that delicious period of the year when summer 
has just burst forth from Uie growth of spring ; when the 
summer is yet but three days old, and all the various shades 
of green which nature can put forth are still in their unsoiied 
purity of freshness. The apple blossoms were on the trees, 
and the hedges were sweet with May. The cuckoo at five 
o'clock was still sounding his soft summer call with unabated 
energy, and even the common grasses of the hedgerows were 
sweet with the fragrance of their new growth. The foliage of 
the oaks was complete, so that every bough and twig was 
clothed; but the leaves did not yet hang heavy in masses, and 
the bend of every bough and the tapering curve of every twig 
were visible through their light green covering. There is no 
time of the year equal in beauty to the first week in summer; 
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and no eolobr wUch Bainre gxres, mot OTen tlie gorgMtt^lmes 
of antamn, which can equal the Terdore produced by' ^e first 
warin flmiB of May. 
' ^o^glettock, as haa been explained, has little to op&t in the 
way 6f landskip beanty, and the clergyman's house aiHoggle- 
iitbdk was not placed on a green slopy bank of land^ retired 
from: the road) with its windows opening on to a ^^Ewn, snr- 
Ifftinded by shrubs, witii a view of ike small church tower 
seen through them ; it had none of that beauty whi(^^ is so 
dcAamon to the cozy houses of our spiritual pastors in the 
agri«ulixiral parts of England* Hogglestock Parscmage stood 
bleak . beside the road, with no pretty paling lined inside by 
hollies and labtlmnm, Portugal laurels and zose-trees. Bat, 
n^yerthdess, 0Ten Hogglestock was pretty now. ' Xhere were 
apple-trees tbejte covered . with blossom, and the hedgerows 
were in foH flower. There were thrushes singing,- and here 
and there, an oak-tree stood in the roadside^ po^ect in its 
solitary beauty. r 

Z" Let us walk on a little," said the dean. << Miss Robarts is 
with her now, and you will be better for leaving the room for a 
i^w minutes." 

"No," said he; "I must go back; I cannot leave that 
young lady to do my work." 

^*Stop, Ora^ey 1"- And the dean, putting his hand npon 
him, 'stayed hiih in the road. "She is doing heri)wn work, 
and if you were speaking of her with refer^ice to* any other 
household than your own, you would say so. Is it not a com- 
fert to you to kiiow that your wife has a woman near her At 
such a time as this ; and a woman, too, who can speak to her 
as one. lady does, to aiuother ? " 

" Th&se are comforts which we hare no right to expect. I 
c|0uld not have done much for poor Mary; but what a man 
could, havje done should not have been wanting." 
V A* I ^m /sure of it ; I know it wdl. ^ What any nian(coula 
do by himself you. would do— excepting one thing." Afad the 
dean: ae Jie spoke looked full into the other's face. 
, . .**. And what is. there I would not do 2 " said Crawleyi 
- " Stoifioe your own pride." 
. MMy.pdae?;? .. . - 

.,*' Tea;.. your own pride.'? - , 

^ " I have, had but little pride this, many a day.' Arabmj 
you.. do. not know. .what my life has been. How is ainan t^ 
W prond who--r-i-?' And then he^stopped himself, rt>t ^' 
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"V^^tbroQgb.thA eatalogae of ttose grietaaees, wUob, as 
he thought, bad killed tbe Tezy germs of pride witbia bim, or 
to i^ai^t by eipokm words on bis poverty, bis wants, and tbe 
iDJQstiae of bis position. /' No ; I^wisb I could be prond ; bnt 
UieLwprl4 has l^en too beavy to me, and I bave forgotten all 
liat." 

" How long have I known you, Crawley ?'* 

"How long? Ab dear ! a lifetime nearly, now.** 
-' Apd w^ were. like, brotbera onoe." 

'^ Yes;, w^ were equal as brothers tben^-in our fortunes, 
our tastes, apd our modes of life." v 

"And yet you would begrudge me the pleasure of putting 
my .ba&4-i^ ^J pocket, and. relieving ibe inoonveniences 
which have been thrown on you, and those you love better 
^aa yoisiraelf, by the chances of your fate in lifci" 

" I will live on no man's charity," said CraiWleyj with an 
abmptne^ wbiob amounted-alniost to an expresfdon of anger. 
^."Andis.QQi that pride?" . . 

. *lNQ-T-y€»;— rit is a species of pride, but not that pride of 
whiph you spoke. A man cannot be honest if be have not 
some pride. You yours^^-^would you not rather starve 
than become a b^gar?" 

!* I would rather beg than see my wife starve," said Arabin. 

Crawley when he heard these words lumed sharply round, 
and stood with his back to the dean, with his hands still behind 
him, and with his ejres fixed upon the ground. 

" But in this case there is no question of begging," con- 
tinaed jtbe dean. " I, . out of those sup^uities which it has 
pleased God to put at my disposal, am anxious to assist the 
ueeds'of thidse whom I lovew" 

''Sheiisnot starvmg," said Crawley; in a voice very bitter, 
but still intended to be ea^culpatory of bitnsdf. 

" No, my dear 'Mend ; I ^ow she= is hot, and do not you 
be imgry With me because I ha;ve endeavoured t6 put the 
matt^ tP you in the strongest language I could use." 

." ToML look at it, Arabin, from one Side Only; lean only 
1<hA at it from theother. It is vi^ry sweet to give ; I do not 
doubt thai ^ut the taking of what is given is veiy bitter. 
Grift bre^ chokes in a man's throat) and poisondfiis blood, and 
rits like lead upon the heart. You have never tried it." 

" But that, is the ve?y fault for which I blame you. That 
i« thfi pride which I say you ought to «abrifice." • - - ^ 

'.'^ikni wky sbould I be'^saUed on to do so? Is not Ibie 
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labourer worthy of his hire? Am I not able to work, and 
willing? Have I not always had my shoulder to the collar, 
and is it right that I should now be cont^ited with the scraps 
from a rich man's kitchen ? Arabin, you and I were equal 
once and we were then friends, understanding each other's 
thoughts and sympathizing with each other's sorrows. But 
it cannot be so now." 

*^ If there be such inabilify, it is all with you.*' 

'* It is all with me, — because, in our connection the pain 
would all be on my side. It would not hurt you to see me at 
your table with worn shoes and a ragged shirt. I do not 
think so meanly of you as that You would give me your 
feast to eat though I were not clad a tithe as well as the 
menial behind your chair. But it would hurt me to know 
that there were those looking at me who thought me unfit to 
sit in your rooms." 

" That is the pride of which I speak ; — ^fidse pride.** 

'* Call it so if you will ; but, Aiabin, no preaching of yours 
can alter it. It is all that is left to me of my manliness. That 
poor broken reed who is lying there sick, — ^who has sacrificed 
all the world to her love for me, — ^who is the mother of my 
children, and the partner of my sorrows and the wife of my 
bosom, — even she cannot change me in this, though she pleads 
with the eloquence of all her wants. Not even for her can I 
hold out my hand for a dole." They had now come back to 
the door of the house, and Mr. Crawley, hardly consdons of 
what he was doing, was preparing to enter. 

'' Will Mrs. Crawley be able to see me if I come in?" said 
the dean. 

''Oh, stop; no; you had better not do so," said Mr. 
Crawley. ''You, no doubt, might be subject to infection, 
and then Mrs. Arabin would be frightened." 

" I do not care about it in the least," said the dean. • 

" But it is of no use ; you had better not. Her room, I 
fear, is quite unfit for you to see; and the whole house, joQ 
know, may be infected." Dr. Arabin by this time was in the 
sitting-room ; but seeing that his friend was really anxious 
that he should not go farther, he did not persist. 

" It will be a comfort to us, at any rate, to know that Miss 
Bobarts is with her." 

" The young lady is very good — very good indeed," said 
Crawley ; " but I trust she will return to her home to-morrow* 
It is impossible that she should remain in so poor a house as 
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mine. Tbere will be nothing here of all tbe things that she 
will want." The dean thought that Lucy Bobarts' wants 
daring her present occupation of nursing would not be so 
nomerous as to make her continued sojourn in Mrs. Crawley's 
sick room impossible, and therefore took his leave with a 
satisfied conyiction that the poor lady woidd not be left wholly 
to the somewhat unskilful nursing of her husband. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

MB. SOWEBBT WITHOUT COMPANY. 

And now there were going to be wondrous doings in West 
Barsetshire, and men's minds were much disturbed. The fiat 
had gone forth from the high places, and the Queen had dis- 
Bolyed her ^thful Commons. The giants, finding that they 
could effect little or nothing with the old House, hail resolved 
to try what a new venture would do for them, and the hubbub 
of a general election was to pervade the country. This pro- 
duced no inconsiderable irritation and annoyance, tor the 
House was not as yet quite three years old; and members of 
parliament, though they naturally feel a constitutional pleasure 
in meeting their friends and in pressing the hands of their 
constituents, are, nevertheless, so far akin to the lower order 
of humanity that they appreciate the danger of losing their 
seats; and the certainty of a considerable outlay in their 
endeavours to retain them is not agreeable to the legislative 
mind. Never did the old family fury between the gods and 
giants rage higher than at the present moment. The giants 
declared that every turn which tiiey attempted to take in their 
country's service had been thwarted by Action, in spite of 
those benign promises of assistance made to them only a few 
"vreeks since by their opponents ; and the gods answered by 
asserting that they were driven to this opposition by the 
Boeotian fiituity of the giants. They had no doubt promised 
their aid, and were ready to give it to measures that were 
decently prudent ; but not to a bill enabling government at 
its will to pension aged bishops I No ; there must be some limit 
to their tolerance, and when such attempts as these were mode 
that limit had been clearly passed. All this had taken place 
openly only a day or two afler that casual whisper dropped by 
Tcm Towera at Miss Dunstable's party — by Tom Towers, that 
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hicbf pieMft&i of ftH^Ieasafit felId%B; AM how slMmldlierliiK^ 
khown it,-^h6^ who flatters fironi one' sweetest flower' 6f the 
garden to another, ' " ^ 

. <* Adding sugar to tha pink, and honey to-^ roM, 
So loved |pr what, he giyes^ hot taking nothing ias he goes ? !' 

But the whieper had grown mto a Tamoiir, l^nd 4ho raiiiotur 
into a fact, and the political world was in a ferment. The 
giants, forions about their hiahops' pension hill, threatened 
the House — ^most iqadioioaslj ; and tiien it was beantifal to 
see how indignant members goiap>' glowing with honesty, and 
declared that it was base to conceive that any gentleman m 
that Hoose coulid be actuated in his vote bj any hopes or 
ftm with reference to his seat. J^xai, so matters gfiW ftd^ 
bad to worm, and these contending parties never hit at eadi 
other with snch envenomed wrath as they did now;-^havhig 
entered the ring together so lately with such manifold promises 
of good-will, rei^ct, and fcxrbearance I 

But going £rom the general to the paai;ictilar, we may say 
that nowhere was« deeper oonstemation spread than ^ the 
electoral diyisioa of West Barsetshire. No sooner had the 
tidings of 1^ dissolution reached the county than it' was 
known that the duke intended to change his nominee. Mr* 
Sowerby had now sat for the division since the Reform Bill 1 
He had become one of the county institutions, and by the 
dint of custom and k>ng establishment had been borne with 
and even liked by the county gentlemen, in spite of his well- 
known pecuniary irregularities. Now all this was to be 
changed.' No reason had as yet been publicly given, but it 
was tmderstoOd that Lord Dumbeilo was to be returned, 
although he did not own an acre of land in the county. 
It is true that rumour went oh to say that Lord Dumbeilo 
was about to form close coimections with Barsetshire. H^e 
was on the eve of marrying a yoimg lady, £com the other 
division indeed, and was nbw engaged, so it was said, in dom- 
pleting arrangements with the government for the pur^ase 
of that noble crown property uaudlly known as the dhaee of 
Chaldicotes. It was also stated — ^this statement, however, had 
hitherto been only announced in confidential whispers--that 
Chaldicotes House itself would soon become the residence of 
the marquis. The duke was claiming it as his own— would 
very shortiy have completed his claims and taken possession,' 
♦-and then, by some arrangement- between them, it wili to b# 
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made ^^er to Lord DnmBello. But very contrary Imuran 
to tliede got abroad also. Men said — 6noh m darM to ojii^se 
the dtike, and some few also who did not da^e'to oppose him 
when the day of battle came — ^that it was l^joiid his graois's 
power* to torn Lord Dumbello into a Barsetsh'ire' magiiate* 
The <$own property — snch men said — ^was to faU info thci 
hands "[of young Mr. Oresham, of Boxall Hill, in the other 
division, and that the terms of purchase had bden alreadf 
settled. And as to Mr. Sowerby's properly and the house 61 
Chaldfcbtes — ^these opponents of the Omnium interest went* on 
to exp'iain — ^it was by no means as yet so certain that the dflk^ 
wonldbe able to enter it and take possession. The place iW 
not to be given up to him quietly. A great fight WduH be made 
and it' was beginning to be belieTed th^ the enortnowi meitga^ef 
wonld be paid off by a lady of immense wealth. And theik 
a dash- of romance was not wanting to make these stories 
palatable. This lady of immense wealth had been courted by 
Mr. Sbv^rby, had acknowledged her love,^ — ^but had riefo^ 
to mahry him on accoimt of his character. In testimony of 
her love, however, she was about to pay all his debts. 

It was isoon put beyond a rumour, and became mani&st 
enough, that Mr. Sowerby did not intend to retire from the 
county 4n- obedience to the duke's behests. A placard was 
posted through the whole division in which no allttsion was 
made by uame to the duke, but in which Mr. Sowerl^ waxtied 
liis friends not to be led away by any report diat he intended 
to retire from the representation of West Barsetshire. "He 
had sat," .the placard said, " for the same county during the 
^ period, of a quarter of a c^ituiy, and he would not lightfy 
give up' an honour that had been extended to him so ofUtt 
and which he prized so dearly. There were but few meix 
now in ihe^ House whose connection with the same body of 
constituents had remained unbroken so long as had thatwhidi 
bound Km| to West Barsetshire; and he confidently hoped 
that that connection might be continued through anoth^ 
period of ' coming years till he might find ' himself in the 
glorious position of being the father of the coun<^ members 
of the Hotse of Commons." The placard said much teore 
than this, and hinted at sundiy and various questions, all of 
great interest to the county ; but it did not say one word of 
the Duke'of Omnium, though every one knew what Ihe duke 
was suppo^sed to be doing in the matter. He wias, as it WerCi 
ft great Llama, shut up in a holy of holies, inscrutable, itivi* 
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•ibl6| inexorable,— not to be seen by men*s eyes or beard by 
tbeir ears, bardly to be mentioned by ordinary men at sadi 
periods as these without an inward quaking. But, neverthe- 
less, it was he who was supposed to rule them. Euphemism 
required that his name should be mentioned at no pabUc 
meetings in coimection with the coming election ; but, never- 
theless, most men in the county believed that he could send 
his dog up to the House of Gonmions as member for West 
Barsetshire if it so pleased him. 

It was supposed, therefore, that our friend Sowerby would 
have no chance ; but he was lucky in finding asdstance in a 
quarter from which he certainly had not deserved it. He had 
been a staunch friend of the gods during the whole of his 
political life, — as, indeed, was to be expected, seeing that he 
had been the duke's nominee ; but, nevertheless, on the pre- 
sent occasion, all the giants connected with the county came 
forward to his rescue. They did not do this with the acknow- 
ledged purpose of opposing the duke ; they declared that thej 
were actuated by a generous disinclination to see an old county 
member put from his seat; but the world knew that the battle 
was to be waged against the great Llama. It was to be a 
contest between the powers of aristocracy and the powers 
of oligarchy, as those powers existed in West Barsetshire,— 
and, it may be added, that democracy would have very little 
to say to it, on one side or on the other. The lower order 
of voters, the small &rmers and tradesmen, would no doubt 
range themselves on the side of the duke, and would endea- 
vour to flatter themselves that they were thereby furthering 
the views of the liberal side; but they would in fact be 
led to the poll by an old-fashioned, time-honoured adherence 
to the will of their great Llama ; and by an apprehension 
of evil if that Llama should arise and shake himself in his 
wrath. What might not come to the county if the Llama 
were to walk himself off, he with his satellites and armies and 
courtiers 7 There he was, a great Llama ; and though he 
came among them but seldom, and was scarcely seen when he 
did come, nevertheless — ^and not the less but rather the more 
— ^was obedience to him considered as salutary and opposition 
regarded as dangerous. A great rural Llama is still sufiicientJlj 
mighty in rural England. But the priest of the temple, Mr. 
Fothergill, was frequent enough in men's eyes, and it was 
beautiful to hear with how varied a voice he alluded to the 
.things around him and to the changes which were comings To 
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the small fanners, not only on the Gatherum property, but on 
others also, he spoke of the duke as a beneficent influence shed- 
ding prosperity on all around him, keeping up prices by his 
presence, and forbidding the poor rates to rise above one and 
fourpence in the pound by the general employment which he 
occasioned. Men must be mad, he thought, who would wil- 
lingly fly in the-duke's face. To the squires from a distance 
he declared that no one had a right to charge the duke 
with any interference ; as far, at least, as he knew the duke's 
mind. People would talk of things of which they understood 
nothing. Could any one say that he had traced a single 
request for a vote home to the duke ? All this did not alter 
the settled conviction on men's minds; but it had its efiect, 
and tended to increase the mystery in which the duke's doings 
were enveloped. But to his own familiars, to the gentry 
immediately around him, Mr. Fothergill merely winked his 
cje. They knew what was what, and so did he. The duke 
had never been bit yet in such matters, and Mr. Fotheigill 
did not think that he would now submit himself to any such 
operation. 

I never heard in what manner and at what rate Mr. Fother- 
gill received remuneration for the various services performed 
^y him with reference to the duke's property in Barsetshire ; 
but I am very sure that, whatever might be the amount, he 
^rned it thoroughly. Never was there a more faithful par- 
tisan, or one who, in his partisanship, was more discreet. In 
^ matter of the coming election he declared that he himself 
*~personally, on his own hook — did intend to bestir himself 
actively on behalf of Lord Dumbello. Mr. Sowerby was an 
old friend of his, and a very good fellow. That was true. 
^ut all the world must admit that Sowerby was not in the 
position which a county member ought to occupy. He was a 
^ned man, and it would not be for his own advantage that 
be should be maintained in a position which was fit only for a 
J^an of property. He knew — he, Fothergill — that Mr. Sowerby 
must abandon all right and claim to Chaldicotes ; and if so, 
^hat would be more absurd than to acknowledge that he had 
a right and claim to the seat in Parliament. As to Lord 
^umbello, it was probable that he would soon become one of 
the largest landowners in the county ; and, as such, who could 
be more fit for the representation ? Beyond this, Mr. Fother- 
giH Was not ashamed to confess — so he said — ^that he hoped 
to hold Lord Dumbello's agency. It would be compatible 

24 
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with his other dixies, and therefore, as a mutter of eomse, he 
intended to support Lord Dnmbello ; he himself, that is. As 

to the dake's mind in the matter 1 But I have already 

explained how Mr. Fothergill disposed of that. 

In these days, Mr* Sowerhj came down to his own house 
—for ostensihlj it was still his own house — ^but he came very 
qnietlj, and hia arriTal was hardly known in his own village. 
Though his placard was stuck np so widely, he himself took 
no electioneering steps; none, at least, as yet. The protection 
against arrest which he derived from Parliament would soon 
be over, and those who were most bitter against the duke 
averred that steps would be taken to arrest hiu), should he 
give sufficient opportunity to the myrmidons of the law. 
That he would, in such case, be arrested was v^ likely; 
but it viras not likely that this would be doue in any way at 
the duke's instance. Mr. Fothergill declared indignantly that 
this insinuation made him very angry ; but he wa9 too prudent 
a man to be very angry at anything, and he knew how to 
make capital on his own side of chu^easucha^ these which 
overshot their own mark. Mr. Sowerby came down very 
quietly to Ohaldicotes, and there he remained for a couple of 
days, quite alone. The place bore a very different aspect 
now to that which we noticed when Mark Bobarts drove up 
to it, in the early pages of this little narrative. There were 
no lights in the windows now, s^nd no ypices came from, the 
stables; no dogs barked, and all was dead and sUent as the 
grave. During the greater portion of those two days he sat 
alone within the house, almost unoccupied. He did not even 
open his letters, which lay piled on a crowded table in the 
small breakiast parlour in which he sat; for the letters of 
such men come in piles, and there are few of them which arp 
pleasant in the reading. There he sat, troubled with thoughts 
which were sad enough, now and then moving to and fro the 
house, but for the most part occupied in thinking over the 
portion to which he had brought himself. What would he 
be in the world's eye, if he ceased to be the owner of Chaldl- 
cotes, and ceased also to be the member for his county ? He 
had lived ever before the world, and, though always harassed 
by enoumbranoes, had be^ sustained and comforted by the 
excitement of a prominent portion. His debts and difficulties 
had hitherto been bearable,, and he had borne them with ease 
BO long that he had almost taught himself to tiiink that they 
vrould never be unendurable. But now- 
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The Older for foredodDg had gone forth, and the harpies 
oiihe Jaw, by their present speed in sticking their claws into 
the carcase of his property, were atoning to themselves for the 
delay with which tiiey had hitherto been compelled to approach 
their prey. And the order as to his seat had gone forth also. 
That placard had been drawn np by the combined efforts of 
his sister, MiasDunstable, and a certain well-known electioneer- 
ing agent, named Closerstill, presumed to be in the interest of 
the giants. But poor Sowerby had but little confidence in 
the placard. No one knew better than he how great was 
the duke's power. He waa hopeless, therefore, as be walked 
about through those empty rooms, thinking of his past life 
and of that life which was to come. Would it not be well for 
him that he were dead, now that he was dying to all that had 
made the world pleasant. We see and hear of such men as 
Mr. Sowerby, and are apt to think that they enjoy all that 
the world can give, and that they enjoy that all without pay- 
ment either in care or labour; but I doubt that, with even 
the most callous of them, their periods of wretchedness must 
be frequent, and that wretchedness ^ery intense. Salmon and 
lamb in February, and green pease and new potatoes in 
March, can hardly make a man happy, even though nobody 
pays for them ; and the feeling that one is an antecedentem 
Bceleatum after whom a sure, though lame. Nemesis is hobbling, 
must sometimes disturb one^s lumbers. On the present 
occasion Scelestus felt that his Nemesis had overtaken him. 
Lan^ as she had been, and swifl as he had run, she had 
mouthed him at last, and there was nothing left for him but 
to listen to the '* whoop '' set up at the sight of his own 
death-throes. 

It was a melancholy, dreary place now, that big house of 
Chaldicotes ; and though the woods were all green with their 
early leaves^ and the gtoden thick with flowers, they also were 
melancholy and. dreary. The lawns were untrimmed and 
Weeds were growing through the gravel, and here and there 
a cracked Dryad, tumbled from her pedestal and sprawling in 
the grass, gave a look ot disorder to the whole place. The 
wooden trellis-work was shattered here and bending there, 
the standard rose-trees were stooping to the ground, and the 
leaves of the winter still encumbered the borders. Late in 
the evening, of the second day Mr. Sowerby strolled out, and 
Went through the gardens into the wood. Of all the inanimate 
things of the world this wood of Chaldicotes was the dearest 
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to him. He was not a man to whom his companiotis gave 
much credit for feelings or thoughts akin to poetry, but here, 
out in the Chace, his mind woidd be ahnost poetical. While 
vandering among the forest trees, he became susceptible of 
the tenderness of human nature : he would listen to the birds 
singing, and pick here and there a wild flower on his path. 
He would watch the decay of the old trees and the progress 
of the young, and make pictures in his eyes of every turn in the 
wood. He would mark the colour of a bit of road as it dipped 
into a dell, and then, passing through a water-course, rose 
brown, rough, irregular, and beautiful against the bank on 
the other side. And then he would sit and think of his old 
family : how they had roamed there time out of mind in those 
Ghaldicotes woods, father and son and grandson in regular 
succession, each giving them over, without blemish or decrease, 
to his successor. So he would sit ; and so he did sit even now, 
and, thinking of these things, wished that he had never been 
bom. 

It was dark night when he returned to the house, and as 
he did so he resolved that he would quit the place altogether, 
and give up the battle as lost. The duke should take it and 
do as he pleased with it ; and as for the seat in Parliament, 
Lord Dumbello, or any other equally gifted young patrician, 
might hold it for him. He would vanish from the scene and 
betake himself to some land from whence he would be neither 
heard nor seen, and there — starve. Such were now his 
future outlooks into the world ; and yet, as regards health 
and all physical capacities, he knew that he was still in the 
prime of his life. Yes ; in the prime of his life ! But what 
could he do with what remained to him of such prime 7 How 
could he turn either his mind or his strength to such account 
as might now be serviceable ? How coiild he, in his sore 
need, earn for himself even the barest bread ? Would it not be 
better for him that he should die ? Let not any one covet the 
lot of a spendthrift, even though the days of his early pease and 
champagne seem to be unnumbered ; for that lame Nemesis 
will surely be up before the game has been all played out 
When Mr. Sowerby reached his house he found that a 
message by telegraph had arrived for him in his' absence. It 
was from his sister, and it informed him that she would be 
with him that night. She was coming down by the mail 
train, had telegraphed to Barchester for post-horses, and 
would be at Ghaldicotes about two houra after midnight It 



MB. 60WEBBY WITHOTTP COMPANY. 878 

was 1iherefi)re manifest enough that her business was of 
importance. Exactly at two the Barchester post-chaise did 
arrive, and Mrs. Harold Smith, before she retired to her bed, 
was closeted for about an hour with her brother. " Well," 
she said, the following morning, as they sat together at the 
breakfest table, " what do you say to it now ? If you accept 
her offer you should be with her lawyer this afternoon." 
^' I suppose I must accept it," said he. 
" Certainly, I think so. No doubt it will take the property 
out of your own hands as completely as though the duke had 
it, but it will leave you the house, at any rate, for your life." 
"What good will the house be, when I can't keep it up ? " 
" But I am not so sure of that. She will not want more 
than her feir interest; and as it will be thoroughly well 
managed, I shoidd think that there would be something over 
— ^something enough to keep up the house. And then, you 
know, we must have some place in the country." 

" I tell you fairly, Harriet, that I will have nothing further 
to do with Harold in the way of money." 

" Ah I that was because you would go to him. Why did 
you not come to me ? And then, Nathaniel, it is the only 
way in which you can have a chance of keeping the seat. 
She is the queerest woman I ever met, but she seems resolved 
on beating the duke." 

" I do not quite understand it, but I have not the slightest 
objection." 

" She thinks that he is interfering with young Gresham about 
the Crown property. I had no idea that she had so much busi* 
ness at her fingers' ends. . When I first proposed the matter 
she took it up quite as a lawyer might, and seemed to have 
forgotten altogether what occurred about that other matter. 
" I wish I could forget it also," said Mr. Sowerby. 
'' I really think that she does. When I was obliged to 
make some allusion to it — at least I felt myself obliged, and 
was very sorry afterwards that I did — jshe merely laughed — 
a great loud laugh as she always does, and then went on 
about the business. However, she was clear about this, that 
all the expenses of the election should be added to the sum to 
be advanced by her, and that the house should be left to you 
without any rent. If you choose to take the land round 
the house you must pay for it, by the acre, as the tenants do. 
She was as clear about it all as though she had passed her 
life in a lawyer's pfBcq." 
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My readers will now pretty well nnderstand what last step 
that excellent sister, Mrs. Harold Smith, had taken on her 
brother's behalf, nor will they be surprised to learn that in 
the course of the day Mr. Sowerby hurried back to town 
and put himself into communication with Miss Dunstable's 
lawyer. 

CHAPTER XXXVni. 

IS THERE CAUSE OR JTJ8T IMPSDDIEOT ? 

I NOW purpose to visit another country house in Barsetshire, 
but on this occasion our sojourn shall be in the eastern 
division, in which, as in every other county in England, 
electioneering matters are paramount at the present moment. 
It has been mentioned that Mr. Gresham, junior, young 
Frank Gresham as he was always called, lived at a place 
called Boxall Hill. This property had come to his wif^ by 
will, and he was now settled there, — seeing that his iather 
still held the family seat of the Greshams at Greshamsbury. 
At the present moment Miss Dunstable was staying at Boxall 
Hill with Mrs. Frank Gresham. They had left London, as, 
indeed, all the world had done, to the terrible dismay of the 
London tradesmen. This dissolution of Parliament was 
mining everybody except the country publicans,' and had of 
course destroyed the London season among other things. 

Mrs. Harold Smith had only just managed to catch Miss 
Dunstable before she left London; but she did do so, aUd the 
great heiress had at once seen her lawyers, and instructed 
them how to act with reference to the mortgages oil the 
Chaldicotes property. Miss Dunstable was in the habit of 
speaking of herself and her own pecuniary concerns as thoiigh 
filie herself were rarely allowed to meddle in their manage- 
ment ; but this was one of those small jokes which she 
ordinarily perpetrated ; for in truth few ladies, and perhaps 
not many gentlemen, have a more thorough knowledge of 
their own concerns or a more potent voice in their own a&irs, 
than was possessed by Miss Dunstable. Circumstances had 
lately brought her much into Barsetshire, and she had there 
contracted very intimate friendships. She was now dispos^ 
to become, if possible, a Barsetshire proprietor, and with this 
view had lately agreed with yoimg Mr. Gresham that she 
would become the purchaser of the Crown property. Afl, 
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boweyer, the purchase hail been oommeneecl in luB name, it 
was BO to be continued ; but now, as we are aware, it was 
mmonred that, after all, the dnke, or, if not the dnke, then 
the Marqnis of Dnmbello, was to be the fatnre owner of the 
Chace. Miss Donstabie, however, was not a person to give 
np her object if she conld attain it, nor, under the circum- 
stances, was she at all displeased at finding herself endowed 
with the power of rescuing the Sowerby portion of the 
CLaldicotes property from the duke's clutches. Why had the 
dnke meddled with her or with her friend, as to the other 
property? Therefore it was arranged that the full amount 
dne to the duke on mortgage should be ready for immediate 
payment ; but it was arranged also that the security as held 
by Miss Dunstable should be veiy valid. 

Miss Dunstable, at Boxall Hill or at 'Greshamsbury, was a 
very different person from Miss Dunstable in London ; and it 
was this difference which so much vexed Mrti. Grresham ; not 
that her friend omitted fo bring with her into the country 
her London wit and aptitude for fun, but that she did not 
take'witli her np to town the gfenuine goodness and love iof 
honesty wbich made her loveable in the country. She was, 
as it were, two persons, and Mrs. Gresham could not under- 
stand that any lady should piefrmit herself to be more worldly 
at one time of the year than at another — or in One place than 
in any other. " Well, my dear^ I am heartily glad we've 
done with that,*' Miss Dunsttible said to her, as she sat herself 
down to her desk in the drawing-room on the first morning 
after her arrival at Boxall "Hill. 
" What does < that * mean ? " said Mrs. Gi'eshatn. ' ' ' 
" Why, London and smoke and late hours, and Standing on 
one's legs for four hours ait a stretch on the top of one*8 Own 
staircase, to be bowed at by any one who chooses to come. 
That's all done — ^for one 'year, at any rate." 
" You know you lik^ it." 

** No, Mary ; that's jiist what I don't' know. I d6n't know 
whether I like it or riot. Sometimes, when the sprit of that 
dearest of all women, Mrs. Harold Smith, is upon me, I think 
that I do like it ; -but then, again, when other sptrits are or 
me, I think that 1 don't." 

" And who are the owners of the other spirits ?'' 
" Oh, you are one, of course. But you are a weak little 
ihing, by no means able to contend with such a Samson as 
Mrs. Harold. And then you are a little given to wickedness 
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youraelf, you know. YouVe learned to like London well 
enough since you sat down to the table of Dives. Your 
uncle — he*s the real, impracticable, unapproachable Lazarus 
who declares that he can^t come down because of the big 
gulf. I wonder how he'd behave, if somebody left him ten 
thousand a year 7 " 

" Uncommonly well, I am sure." 

" Oh, yes ; he is a Lazarus now, so of course we are bound 
to speak well of him ; but I should like to see him tiied. I 
don't doubt but what he*d have a house in Belgrave Square, 
and become noted for his little dinners before the first year of 
his trial was over." 

« Well, and why not 7 You would not wish him to be an 
anchorite?** 

'^ I am told that he is going to try his luck-*not with ten 
thousand a year, but with one or two." 

" What do you mean ? " 

'< Jane tells me that they all say at Greshamsbury that he 
is going to marry Lady Scatcherd." Now Lady Scatcherd 
was a widow living in those parts ; an excellent woman, bat 
one not formed by nature to grace society of the highest order. 

"What!" exclaimed Mrs. Gresham, rising up from her 
chair, while her eyes flashed with anger at such a rumour. 

" Well, my dear, don't eat me. I don't say it is so; I onlj 
say that Jane said so." 

" Then you ought to send Jane put of the house." 

" You may be sure of this, my dear : Jane would not have 
told me if somebody had not told her." 

** And you believed it ? " 

" I have said nothing about that." 

" But you look as if you had believed it." 

" Do 1 7 Let us see what sort of a look it is, this look of 
faith." And Miss Dunstable got up and went to the glass 
over the fire-place. " But, Mary, my dear, ain't you old 
enough to know that you should not credit people's looks? 
You should believe nothing now-a-days; and I did not believe 
the story about poor Lady Scatcherd. I know the doctor well 
enough to be sure that he is not a marrying man." 

" What a nasty, hackneyed, false phrase that is — ^that of a 
marrying man 1 It sounds as though some men were in tbo 
habit of getting married three or four times a month." 

" It means a great deal all the same. One can tell veiy 
soon whether a man is likely to marry or no," 
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" And can one tell the same of a woman 7 " 
'< The thing is 80 different. All unmarried women are 
necessarily in the market; but if they, behave themselves 
properiy they make no signs. Now there was Griselda 
Grantly ; of coarse she intended to get herself a husband, 
and a very grand one she has got : but she always looked as 
though butter would not melt in her mouth. It would have 
been very wrong to call her a marrying girl." 

" Oh, of course she was," says Mxs. Gresham, with that 
sort of acrimony which one pretty young woman so frequently 
expresses with reference to another. '< But if one could 
always tell of a woman, as you say you can of a man, I 
should be able to tell of you. Now, I wonder whether you 
are a marrying woman 7- I have never been able to make up 
my mind yet." 

Hiss Dunstable remained silent for a few moments, as 
though she were at first minded to take the question as being, 
in some sort, one made in earnest; but then she attempt^ 
to laugh' it off. '^ Well, I wonder at that," said she, ^' as it 
was only the other day I told you how many offers I had 
refused." 

" Yes ; but you did not tell me whether any had been made 
that you meant to accept." 

^^ None such was ever made to me. Talking of that, I shall 
never forget your cousin, the Honourable George." 

" He is not my cousin." 

'^ Well, your husband's. It would not be fair to show a 
man's letters ; but I should like to show you his." 

" You are determined, then, to remain single 7 " 

*^ I didn't say that. But why do you cross-question me so? " 

'^ Because I think so much about you. I am afraid that 
you will become so afraid of men's motives as to doubt that 
any one can be honest. And yet sometimes I think you 
would be a happier woman and a better woman, if you were 
married." 

'' To such an one as the Honoiu*able George, for instance?" 

'^ No, not to such an one as him ; you have probably picked 
out the worst," 

« Or to Mr. Sowerby 7 " 

" Well, no ; not to Mr. Sowerby, either. I would not have 
you marry any man that looked to you for your money prin- 
cipally." 

** Md bow is it possible th(it I should expect any one to 



878 niAXLBT PABSdKAGB.* 

look io me principally for anytiiing else t 'Yon lo&*t eee my 
diffionlty, mj dear? If I had ^7 five hundred a year, I 
might oome aevoss some decent middle-aged penK>nagei fike 
myself,, who would like me, myself, yreiij well, and wotild 
like my little incomer-pretty well also. He wonld not tcdl 
me any Tiolrai lie, and perhaps no £e at aU. I shoild take 
to him. in the same sort of way, and we might do Toiy well. 
Bat, as it is, how is it pqssihle that any disinterest^ "penon 
should learn to like me ? How oonld such a man set ahont 
it ? If a sheep have too; heads, is not the faet of tile two 
heads the first and, indeed, only thing which the worid regards 
in that sheep f Mast it not he so as a matter of cotuse ? I 
am a sheep with two heads. All this money which my iKiher 
put together, and which has heen growing since iiJ^^gnss 
under May showers, has turned me into an ah<)rtion'. I'm 
not the giantess eight feet high, or the dwarf that stands in 
the man's hand—" .. 

** Or the two-headed sheep — " ~' 

*<But I am the nnmarried woman with— ^half far dos^ 
millions of money--*as I believe some people think. Under 
such circuunstaaces have I a fair chance of getting my own 
sweet bit of gr^uss to nibble, like any ordinary animal with 
one head ? I never was very beaiitifbl, and I am niot more so 
now than I was fifteen years ago.^' 

"I am quite sure it is not that irhich hinders it You 
would not call yourself plain; and even plaifi^ women are mar- 
>ried every day, abd are loved too, as well as pretty womeia." 

" Are they? 'W:e\\y we won*t say niope about that; hut I 
don't expect a great many loveiB on acc^int ^f my 'beatiy. 1^ 
ever you hear of such aji one, mind ydu tell me.'* It was 
alinoston Mrs. Gresh4m*s tongue to say that «he did k^wof 
one such — ^eAamg hev u&de. Bttt in truth, she didoDPt 
'kn;pw any sudi tliingf nor could she boast to lierself that she 
had gtooS grounds for leeling that it was so— oertaiily aofi« 
sufficient to justify her in speaking of it. Her unde hadwid 
no Word to lieron the matter, and had be^ conilised and 
'emba)i^ad8^ when the idea of such a mafrlage was hinted to 
him. But, nevertheless, Mrs. Gresham did think thiit each of 
these two was well inclined to love the other^ and that they 
would be happier together' than they would "be singl^ T^|e 
-difficulty, hoWev!pr, was very great, for the . doctor wou^a 
be terribly afraid of being thought covetous in reg$i<l U 
Miss Dutstable's ikoney ; and 'it would liaidly \k €3Sf^^ 
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thaiehe fihoold be induced to m^e tbe* first oTerture to tfaie 

doctor. • • ' . 

" My nnole wonid be the only man that I can think of that 
would be at all fit for you,'* said Mrs. Gresham, boldly. 
"What/iand rob poor Lady ScatcherdI " said IfiBS^Bun- 



** oil, very well. If you choose to make a joke of his name 
in that way I have done." ' , . . 

*^Why,-God bless the girl, what does she want me to say? 
And as for joking, ^surely that is innocent enough. You're 
as tender about the doctor as though he were ^ girl of 
Berenteeri;" 

''It's not about him ; but it's such a shame to laugh at poor 
dear Lac^l^ Scatcherd. If she were to hes^r it she'd los6 .all 
tomfort iri having my uncle near her." 

'^ And I'm to marry him, so that she maybe safe with, her 
friendl"" 

" Verjr well ; I have done." And Mrs. Gresham, who had 
already got up from her seat, employed herself' very sedulously 
in arrai%ing flowers which had been brought in for the draw- 
ing-room tables. Thus they remained silent fot a ihintite or 
two, during which she began to reflect that, after all, it loiight 
probably be thought that she also yras endeavouiing to, ^atch 
the great heiress for her uncle. / , ' 

"A^d now you are angry with me," said Ttfiss Dunstable. 

** Nb, I am not." * ! 

**^0h, but you are. Do you think I'm such a fbol.as iiot to 
see- when a per&on's vexed ? You wouldn't have twitched that 
geranium's head off if you'd been in a proper frame of mind,'" 

** I don't like that joke about Lady Scatcherd." _ . :^ 

" Amd is that all, Mary ? Now do try and be true, it. y(Si 
can. - Yoa remember the bishop? Magna est Veritas^ ' ' 

" The fact is you've got into such a way of being sharp', and 
Baying sharp things among your friends up ia London, ttit 
you can hardly answef a person without it," / r : ." * 

" Can't 1 1 Dear, dear, what a Mentor you are,- Miry I No 
poor lad that ever ran up from Oxford for a spree in town got 
BO lectured for his dissipation and iniquities as 1 do. ~*Wel5 J 
beg Dr. Thome's J)ardoh, and Lady Scatcherd's, and I wqn'*t 
be sharp any more ; and I will — ^let ine see, what wks it I jfis 
to do? Marry Tiim myself, I believe; was not thiat it?^' 

" No ; you're not half good enough for hini." ;'-''*- 

^ I know t^at. Vih quite sure of that TThbugh I aJu so 



880 FRAHLEV PABSONAaB. v 

tliarp, rm very humble. You can^t accuse me of putting any 
▼ery great value on myself.*' 

" Perhaps not as much as you ought to do — on yourself." 

'' Now what do you mean, Mary ? I won't be bullied and 
teased, and have innuendos thrgwn out at me, because yonVe 
got something on your mind, and don't quite dare to speak 
it out. If you have got an3rthing to say, say it." But 
Mrs. Gresham did not choose to say it at that moment. She 
held her peace, and went on arranging her flowers— ^now with 
a more satisfied air, and without destruction to the geraniums. 
And when she had grouped her bunches properly she carried 
^e jar from one part of the room to anodier, backwards and 
forwards, trying the effect of the colours, as though her mind 
was quite intent upon her flowers, and was for the moment 
wholly unoccupied with any other subject. But Miss Dun- 
stable was not the woman to put up wi& this. She sat silent 
in her place, while her friend made one or two tums about 
the room; and then she got up from her seat also. '' Maiy," 
she said, ''give over about those wretched bits of green branches, 
and leave Uie jars where they are. You're trying to fidget me 
into a passion." 

'' Am I ? " said Mrs. Gresham, standing opposite to a big 
bowl, and putting her head a little on one side, as though she 
could better look at her handiwork in that position. 

" You know you are ; and it's all because you Lick courage 
to speak out. You didn't begin at me in this way for nothing.'* 

" I do lack courage. That's just it," said Mrs. Gresham, 
still giving a twist here and a set there to some of the small 
sprigs which constituted the background of her bouquet ^'^ 
do lack courage — ^to have ill motives imputed to me. I was 
thinking of saying something, and I am afraid, and therefore 
I n^ill not say it* And now, if you like, I will be ready to 
take you out in ten minutes." But Miss Dunstable was not 
going to be put off in this way. And to tell the truth, I must 
admit that her friend Mrs. Gresham was not using her alto- 
gether well. She should either have held her peace on the 
matter altogether — ^which would probably have been her wiser 
course — or she should have declared her own ideas boldly, 
feeling secure in her own conscience as to her own motives. 
'^ I shall not stir from this room," said Miss Dunstable, *' till 
I have had this matter out with you. And as for imputa- 
tions — ^my imputing bad motives to you — I don't know how 
&r you may be joking, and saying what you c^U sbai-p tbinp 
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to me ; bat jou have no right to think that I ahould think 
evil of jon. If jou really do think so, it is treason to th« 
Jore I have for you. If I thought that jon thought so, I could 
not remain in the house with you. What, you are not able 
to know the differience which one makes between one's real 
friends and one's mock friends ! I don't believe it of yoa, 
snd I know you are only striving to bully me." And Miss 
Dunstable now took her turn of walking up and down the 
room. 

" Well, she shan't be bullied," said Mrs. Gresham, leaving 
Her flowers, and putting her arm roimd her friend's waist ; — 
" at least, not here, in this house, although she is sometimes 
such a bully herself." 

" Mary, you have gone too far about this to go back. Tell 
me what it was that was on your mind, and as far as it con- 
cerns me, I will answer you honestly." Mrs. Gresham now 
l)^gsn to repent that she had made her little attempt. That 
uttering of hints in a half-joking way was all very well, and 
might possibly bring about the desired results, without the 
necessity of any formal suggestion on her part ; but now she 
vas so brought to book that she must say something formal. 
She must commit herself to the expression of her own wishes, 
and to an expression also of an opinion as to what had been 
the wishes of her friend ; and this she must do without being 
able to say anything as to the wishes of that third person. 
" Well," she said, " I suppose you know what I meant." 

^'I suppose I did," said Miss Dunstable; " but it is not at 
all the less necessary that you should say it oyt. X am not to 
commit myself by my interpretation of your thoughts, while 
you remain perfectly secure in having otAj hinted your own. 
1 hate hints, as I do — the mischief. I go in for the bishop's 
doctrine. Maffna est veritaay 

"Well, I don't know," said Mrs. Gresham. 

^ Ah ! but I do," said Miss Dunstable. " And therefore go 
on, or for ever hold your peace." 

" That's just it," said Mrs. Gresham. 

" What's just it ? " said Miss Dunstable. 

" The quotation out of the Prayer Book which you finished 
just now. * If any of you know cause or just impediment 
^hy these two persons should not be joined together in holy 
matrimony, ye are to declare it. This is the first time of 
asking.' Do you know any cause, Miss Dunstable ? " 

"Po you know any, Mrs. Gresham ? " ... ^ 

1 '- 
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** None, on my liODoiir I " laid the yomiger ladj, putting 
her hand upon Her breast. 

''Ah ! but do yon not 7 ** and liiss Donatable caught hold 
of her arm, and spoke ahnost abraptlj in her energy* 

" No, oertainfy not. What impediment 7 If I did, I should 
not have broached the subject. I declare I think you would 
both be very happy together. Of course, there is one impMi- 
ment; we all know that. That must be your look out." 

" What do you mean 7 What impediment 7 " 

** Your own money." 

''Fshal Did yoa find that an impedin^ent in marrying 
Frai^ Greshaoa? " 

'*Ah! the matter was so different there. He had muck 
more to give than I had, when all was counted.* And I had 
no money when we-«-'when we were first engaged." And the 
tears came into her eyes as she thoc^ht of the circumstMibes 
of her early ]ove;-**all of which have been * narrated in the 
county chronicles of Bflrsetshtre, and may now be read bj 
men and women interested therein. 

'* Tes ; yours was a love match. I declare, Mary, I often 
think that you are the happiest woman of whom I ever heard; 
to hare it all to give, when you were so sure that ydu were 
loved while you yet had nothing." 

^ Tes ; I was sure," and she wiped the sweet tears from her 
eyed, as ehe remembered a certain day when a certain youth 
had come to her, claiming all kinds of privilt^es in* arerf 
determined manner. She had been no heiress then. '" Tes ; 
I wds sure. But now with you, dear, you can*t make your- 
self poor again. If you can trust no one ^" 

<< I can. I can trust him. As regards that I do trust him 
altogether. But how can I tell that he would care for me ? " 

" Do you not know that he likes you 7 " 

" Ah, yes ; and so he does Lady Scatcherd.*' 

♦•MissIXmstablel." 

*' And why not Lady Scatcherd, as well as me 7 We are 
of the same kind — come firom the same class." 

" Not quite that, I thmk." 

'* Tes, from the same class ; only I have managed to poke 
myself up among dukes and duchesses, whereas she -has beeo 
content to remain where God placed her. Where I beat her 
in art, she beats me in nature." 

" Ton know you are talking nonsense." 

^ I ihi^ that we are bo<^ doing thatr'-absdute nbnaense i 
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flneh as^clioolgirls of eighteen talk to each other. But th«rf 
is a TeHef in it ; is there not? It wotdd be a terrible enraa 
to hare to talk sense always. Well, that's done ; and now 
let us go out.'* Mrs. Gresham was stire after this that Misi 
Dunstable wonld be a consenting party to the little arrange- 
ment Tfhidk she contemplated. But of that she had felt but 
little doubt for some considerable time past. The difficolty 
laj on'^the otBer side, and all that she had as yet dcme was to 
convince herself that she would be safe in assuring her uncle 
of supcess if he could be induced to take the enterprise in 
band. 'He was to borne to Boxall Hill that evening, and to 
remain tl^ere for a day or two.. If anything could be done in 
the matter, now would be the time for doing it. So at least 
thought Mrs, Gresham. 

The -doctor did come, and did remain for the allotted time 
at Boxall Hill ; but when he left, Mrs. Gresham had not 
^een successful: Indeed, he did not seem to enjoy his visit 
as was. usual wiiih hina;^ and there was very little of that 
pleasant friendly intercourse which for some time past had 
^en customary between him and Miss Dunstable. There 
vere no passages of arms between them; no abuse fivm the 
Qoctor against the lady's Lcmdon gaiety ; no raillery from the 
lady as to the doctor's country ha^ts. They were very- 
courteous to each other, and, as Mrs. Gresham thought, too 
civil by half ; nor, as &r as she could see, did they ever re- 
main done in each other's company for five minutes at a time 
during the whole period of the doctor's visit. What, thought 
Mrs. Gresham" io berself, — what if she had set these two 
friends at variance with each, other, instead of binding, theiia 
together in the closest and most durable friendship I But stiU 
fihehadanidea ttat, as she hadljegun to play this game,ihe 
must play it out. \ She felt conscious that what she had done 
must do evil, unless she could so .carry it on as to make it 
^^It in good. 'Indeed, unless she could so manage, she 
^oidd-have don^v. a /Manifest injury to Miss DuDiptable in 
forciijg her to declare her thoughts and feeliiigs. She had 
®*^ea4y .spoken to her uncle in London, and though he had said 
iicrthing to show that he approved of her plan, neither had he 
^^ scything to shpw that he disapproved it . Therefore she 
Mi lipped through the whol^ of those three days that he would 
*^^ake songie Big?i,.-r*at any xat^ to her; that he would in. some 
^y d^elare whajfe.were his ow» thoughts oft tii9 matter., ^ But 
^^ 'Q^xf^iig of bk. de^arturp came,.. and ho bad declared 



Dotlkiog* ''tJndle," she said, in the last five mintttes of hU 
•ojouni there, after he had abeadj taken leave of Miss Dnn^ 
stable and shaken hands with Mrs. Gresham, " have you ever 
thought of what I said to you up in London ? " 

^ Yes, Mary; of course I have thought about it. Such an 
idea as that, when put into a man's head, will make itself 
thought about." 

*' Well ; and what next 7 Do talk to me about it. Do not 
be BO hard and unlike yourself.*' 

" I have very little to say about it." 

" I can tell you this for certain, you may if you like." 

" Maiy ! Mary I " 

'' I would not say so if I were not sure that I should not 
lead you into trouble." 

'' You are foolish in wishing this, my dear; foolish in trying 
to tempt an old man into a folly." 

" Not foolish if I know that it will make you both happier." 
He made her no further reply, but stooping down that she 
might kiss him, as was his wont, went his way, leaving her 
almost miserable in the thought that she had troubl^ all 
these waters to no purpose. What would Miss Dunstable 
think of her ? But on that aflernoon Miss Dunstable seemed 
to be as happy and even-tempered as ever. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

HOW TO WBITE A LOVE LETTEB. 

Dr. Thorne, in the few words which he spoke to his niece 
before he lefl Boxall Hill, had called himself an old man; 
but he was as yet on the right side of sixty by five good 
years, and bore about with him less of the marks of age 
than most men of fifty-five do bear. One would have said, 
in looking at him, that there was no reason why he should 
not marry if he found that such a step seemed good to him ; 
and, looking at the age of the proposed bride, there was 
nothing unsuitable in that respect. But nevertheless he felt 
almost ashamed of himself, in that he allowed himself even 
to think of the proposition which his niece had made. He 
mounted his horse that day at Boxall Hill — for he made all 
his journeys about the county on horseback — and rode slowly 
home to Greshamsbury, thinking not so much of the suggested 
marriage as of his own folly in thinking of it, * How could be 
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be such an ass at bis time of life as to allow the even oouise 
of liis waj to be disturbed by any such idea? Of course Jbe 
could not propose to himself such a wife as Miss Dunstable 
without having some thoughts as to her wealth ; and it had 
been the pride of his life so to live that the world might- 
know that he was indifferent about money. His profession 
was all in all to him ; the air which he breathed as well as 
the bread which he ate ; and how could he follow his profession 
if he made such a marriage as this 7 She would expect him 
to go to London with her; and what would he become, 
dangling at her heels there, known only to the world as the 
husband of the richest woman in the town ? The kind of life 
was one which would be unsuitable to him ; and yet, as he 
rode home, he could not resolve to rid himself of the idea. He 
went on thinking of it, though he still continued to condemn 
himself for keeping it in his Noughts. That night at home 
he would make up his mind, so he declared to himself; and 
would then write to his niece begging her to drop the subject. 
Having so far come to a resolution he went on meditating 
what course of life it might be well for him to pursue if he 
and Miss Dunstable should afler all become man and wife. 

There were two ladies whom it behoved him to see on the 
day of his arrival — ^whom, indeed, he generally saw every 
clay except when absent from Greshamsbury. The first of 
these — ^first in the general consideration of the people of the 
place — wad the wife of the squire, Lady Arabella Gresham, a 
very old patient of the doctor^s. Her it was his custom to 
visit early in the afternoon; and then, if he were able to 
escape the squire's daily invitation to dinner, he customarily 
went to the other, Lady Scatcherd, when the rapid meal in 
his own house was over. . Such, at least, was his summer 
practice. "Well, doctor, how are they at Boxall HiU?" 
said the squire, waylaying him on the gravel sweep before 
the door. The squire was very hard set for occupation in 
&ese summer months. 

" Quite well, 1 believe." 

" I don't know what's come to Frank. I think he hates 
this place now. He's full of the election, I suppose." 

" Oh, yes; he told me to say he should be over here scon. 
Of course there'll be no contest, so he need not trouble 
himself." 

" Happy dog, isn't ho, doctor ? to have it all before him 
instead of behind him. Well, well; he's as good a lud us 

25 
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ever lived — as ever lived. And let me see; Mary^s time 

And tiben there were a few very important words spoken on 
that Aibject 

'^ ril just step up to Lady Arabella now/* said the doctor. 

'* She's as fretful as possible,*' said the squire. '^ Tve just 
left her.'' 

'' Nothing special ihe matter, I hope ? *' 

*'No, I think not; nothing in your way, that is; onlj 
specially cross, which always comes in my way. You'll stop 
and dine to-day, of course ? " 

" Not to-day, squire." 

'' Nonsense; you will. I have been quite counting on yon. 
I have a particular reason for wanting to have you to-day— 
a most particular reason." But the squire always had his 
particidar reasons. 

'^ I'm very sorry, but it is impossible to-day. I shall have 
a letter to write that I must sit down to seriously. Sball I see 
you when I come down from her ladyship." The squire 
turned away sulkily, almost without answering him, for he 
now had no prospect of any alleviation to the tedium of the 
evening ; and the doctor went upstairs to his patient. For 
Lady Arabella, though it cannot be said that she was ill, wa£ 
always a patient. It must not be supposed that she kept her 
bed and swallowed daily doses, or was prevented from taking 
her share in such prosy gaieties as came from time to time in 
the way of her prosy life ; but it suited her turn of mind to 
be an invalid and to have a doctor ; and as the doctor whom 
her good fates had placed at her elbow thoroughly understood 
her case, no great harm was done. 

'^ It frets me dreadiuUy that I cannot get to see Maij," 
Lady Arabella said, as soon as the first ordinary question as 
to her ailments had been asked and answered. 

" She's quite well, and will be ov^r to see you before long." 

" Now I beg that she won't She never thinks of coming 
when there can be no possible objection, and travelling, at the 

present moment, would be " Whereupon the Lady 

Arabella shook her head very gravely. " Only think of the 
importance of it, doctor," she said. ^' Remember the enormous 
stake there is to be considered." 

" It would not do her a ha'porth of harm if ihe stake were 
twice as large." 

" Nonsense, doctor, don't tell me; as if I didn't know myself. 
I wan very much against her going to London this spring, baft 
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of course what I said was cvermlcd. It alivays is. I do 
believe Mr. Gresham went over to Boxall Hill, on purpose to 
induce her to go. But what does he care ? He*8 fond of 
Frank; but he never thinks of looking beyond the present day. 
He never did, as you know well enough, doctor." 

" The trip did her all the good in the world," said Dr. 
Thome, preferring anything to a conversation respecting the 
squire's sins. 

" I very well remember that when I was in that way it 
wasn't thought that such trips would do me any good. But^ 
perhaps, things are altered since then." 

"Yes, they are," said the doctor. " We don't interfere so 
much now-a-days." 

"I know I never asked for such amusements when so much 
depended on quietness. I remember before Frank was bom— 

and, indeed, when all of them were bom But, as you 

say, things were different then ; and I can easily believe that 
Mary is a person quite determined to have her own way." 

"Why, Lady Arabella, she would have stayed at home 
without wishing to stir if Frank had done so much as hold up 
his little finger." 

" So did I always. If Mr. Gresham made the slightest hint 
A gave way. But I really don't see what one gets in return 
for such implicit obedience. Now this year, doctor, of course 
I should have liked to have been up in London for a week or 
two. You seemed to think yourself that I might as well see 
Sir Omicron." 

" There could be no possible objection, I said." 

** Well ; no ; exactly ; and as Mr. Gresham knew I wished 
^t) I think he might as well have offered it. I suppose there 
can be no reason now about money." 

"But I understood that Mary specially asked you and 
-Augusta ? " 

"Yes; Mary was very good. She did ask me. But I 
know very well that Mary wants all the room she has got in 
^ndon. The house is not at all too large for herself. And, 
*or the matter of that, my sister, the countess, was very anxious 
that I should be with her. But one does like to be inde- 
pendent if one can, and for one fortnight I do think that 
J^r. Gresham might have managed it. When I knew that 
^6 Was so dreadfully out at elbows I never troubled him 
about it, — though, goodness knows, all that was nev» my 
fiiult." 

25— « 
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•* The Bquire hates London. A fortnight there in warm 
Xire&ther would nearly be the death of him." 

" He might at any rate have paid me the compliment of 
asking me. The chances are ten to one I should not have 
gone. It is that indifference that cuts me so. He was hire 

just now, and would you believe it 7 " 

But the doctor was determined to avoid further complaint 
fcr the present day. " I wonder what you would feel, Lady 
Arabella, if the squire were to take it into his head to go aw» j 
and amuse himself, leaving you at home. There are worse 
men than Mr. Gresham, if you will believe me." All this 
was an allusion to Earl de Courcy, her ladyship^s brother, as 
Lady Arabella very well understood ; and the argument was 
one which was very oflen used to silence her. 

"Upon my word, then, I should like it better than his 
hanging about here doing nothing but attend to those nasty 
dogs. I really sometimes think that he has no spirit left." 

" You are mistaken there. Lady Arabella," said the doctor, 
rising with his hat in his hand, and making his escape without 
further parley. As he went home he could not but think that 
that phase of married life was not a very pleasant one. Mr. 
Gresham and his wife were supposed by the world to live on 
the best of terms. They always inhabited the same house, 
went out together when they did go out, always sat in their 
respective corners in the femily pew, and in their wildest 
dreams after the happiness of novelty never thought of Sir 
Cresswell Cresswell. In some respects — with regard, for 
instance, to the continued duration of their joint domesticity 
at the family mansion of Greshamsbury — ^they might have 
been taken for a pattern couple. But yet, as far as the doctor 
could see, they did not seem to add much to the happiness of 
each other. They loved each other, doubtless, and had either 
of them been in real danger, that danger would have made the 
other miserable ; but yet it might well be a question whether 
either would not be more comfortable without the other. 

The doctor, as was his custom, dined at five, and at seven 
he went up \o the cottage of his old friend Lady Scatcherd- 
Lady Scatcherd was not a refined woman, having in her early 
days been a labourer's daughter, and having then married a 
labourer. But her husband had risen in the world — as has 
been told in those chronicles before mentioned, — and his 
widow was now Lady Scatcherd with a pretty cottage and a 
good jointure. She was in all things the very opposite to 
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Lady Arabella Gresham ; nevertheless, under the doctor^n 
auspices, the two ladies were in some measure acquainted 
with each other. Of her married life, also, Dr. Thome had 
seen Fomething, and it may be questioned whether the memory 
of tliat was more alluring than the reality now existing at 
Giesliamsbury. Of the two women Dr. Thome much pre- 
ii ri cJ his humbler friend, and to her he made his visits not 
in the guise of a doctor, but as a neighbour. " Well, my lady,*' 
he said, as he sat down by her on a broad garden seat----all the 
world called Lady Scatcherd " my lady," — " and how do these 
loDg summer days agree with you? Your roses are twice 
better out than any I see up at the big house." 

"You may well call them long, doctor. They're long 
enough surely." 

'* But not too long. Come, now, I won't have you com- 
plaining. You don't mean to tell me that you have anything 
to make you wretched? You had better not, for I won't 
believe you." 

"Eh; well; wretched ! I don't know as I'm wretched. It'd 
be wicked to say that, and I with such comforts about me." 

" I think it would, almost." The doctor did not say this 
harshly, but in a soft, friendly tone, and pressing her hand 
gently as he spoke. 

" And I didn't mean to be wicked. I'm very thankful for 
everything — ^leastways, I always try to be. But, doctor, it is 
80 lonely like." 

" Lonely I not more lonely than I am." 

" Oh, jes ; you're diflferent. You can go everywheres. 
But what can a lone woman do? I'll tell you what, doctor ; 
I'd give it all up to have Roger back with his apron on and 
his pick in his hand. How well I mind his look when he'd 
come home o' nights ! " 

" And yet it was a hard life you had then, eh, old woman ? 
It would be better for you to be thankful for what you've got." 

" I am thankful. Didn't I tell you so before ? " said she, 
somewhat crossly. " But it's a sad life, this living alone. I 
declares I envy Hannah, 'cause she's got Jemima to sit in the 
kitchen with her. I want her to sit with me sometimes, but 
she won't." 

"Ah I but you shouldn't ask her. It's letting yourself 

down." 

" What do I care about down or up? It makes no differ- 
ence, as he's gone. If he had lived one might have cared 
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about being up, as jou call it. £h, deary ; 111 be going after 
bim before long, and it will be no matter then.** 

** We shall all be going after him, sooner or later ; that's 
sure enough." 

" £h, dear, that's true surely. It*s only a span long, as 
Parson Oriel tells us, when he gets romantic in his sermons. 
But it*s a hard thing, doctpr, vfhea two is married, as they 
can't have their span, as he calls it, out together. Well I 
must only put up with it, I suppose, as others does. Now, 
you're not going, doctor? You'll stop and have a dish of tea 
with me. You never see such cream as Hannah has from the 
Alderney cow. Do'ey now, doctor." But the doctor had his 
letter to write, and would not allow himself to be tempted 
even by the promise of Hannah's cream. So he went his 
way, angering Lady Scatcherd by his departure as he had 
before angered the squire, and blinking as he went which 
was most unreasonable in her wretchedness, his friend Lady 
Arabella or his friend Lady Scatcherd. The former was 
always complaining of an existing husband who never refused 
her any moderate request ; and the other passed her days in 
murmuring at the loss of a dead husband, who in his life had 
ever been to her imperious and harsh, and had sometimes 
been cruel and unjust. 

The doctor had his letter to write, but even yet he had not 
quite made up his mind what he would put into it ; indeed, 
he had not hitherto resolved to whom it should be written. 
Looking at the matter as he had endeavoured to look at it, 
his niece, Mrs. Gresham, would be his correspondent; but 
if he brought himself to take this jump in the dark, in that 
case he would address himself direct to Miss Dunstable. 
He walked home, not by the straightest road, but taking a 
considerable curve, round by narrow lanes, and through 
thick flower>laden hedges, — ^very thoughtful. He was told 
that she wished to marry him ; and was he to think only of 
himself? And as to that pride of his about money, was it in 
truth a hearty, manly feeling; or was it a false pride, of 
which it behoved him to be ashamed as it did of many cognate 
feelings? If he acted rightly in this matter, why should he 
be afraid of the thoughts of any one ? A life of solitude was 
bitter enough, as poor Lady Scatcherd had complained. But 
then, looking at Lady Scatcherd, and looking also at his 
other near neighbour, his friend the squire, there was little 
thereabouts to lead him on to matrimony. So he walked 
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home dowly through the lanes, very meditatiye, with hia 
hands behind his back. Nor when he got home was he much 
more inclined to any resolute line of action. He might have 
drunk his tea with Lady Scatcherd, as well as have sat there 
in his own drawing-room, drinking it alone; for he got no 
pen and paper, and he dawdled over his teacup with the 
utmost dilatoriness, putting off, as it were, the evil day. To 
only one thing was he fixed— -to this, namely, that that letter 
Bhould be written before he went to bed. 

Having finished his tea, which did not take place till near 
eleven, he went downstairs to an untidy little room which 
lay behind his dep6t of medicines, and in which he was wont 
to do his writing ; and herein he did at last set himself down 
to his work. Even at that moment he was in doubt. But 
H would write his letter to Miss Dunstable and see how 
It looked. He was almost determined not to send it ; so, 
at least, he said to himself: but he could do no harm by 
writing it. So he did write it, as follows : — " Greshamsbury, 
Jinie, 185—. My dear Miss Dunstable—" When he had 
got Bo far, he leaned back in his chair and looked at the 
paper. How on earth was he to find words to say that which 
Jie now wished to have said ? He had never written such a 
letter in his life, or anything approaching to it, and now found 
himself overwhelmed with a ijficulty of which he had not 
previously thought. He spent another half-hour in looking 
at the paper, and was . at last nearly deterred by this new 
^culty. He would use the simplest, plainest language, he 
Baid to himself over and over again ; but it is not always easy 
•to use simple, plain language, — ^by no means so easy as to 
iQount on stilts, and to march along with sesquipedalian 
^ords, with pathos, spasms, and notes of interjection. But 
^e letter did at last get itself written, and there was not a 
"iote of interjection in it 

"My deab Miss Dunstable, — ^I think it right to confess that I 
^noold not now be writing this letter to you, had I not been led to 
relieve by other judgment than my own that the proposition which 
i am going to make would be regarded by you with favour. Without 
such other judgment I ^ould, I own, have feared that the great dis- 
Panty between you and me in regard to money would have given to such 
a proposition an appearance of being false and mercenary. All I ask of 
you now, with condldence, is to ax^uit me of such &ult as that. 

"When you have read so fer you will understand what I mean. 
^^ have ^own each other now somewhat intimately, though indeed 
^ot very long, and I have sometimes fancied that you were almost as 
Veil pleased to be with me as I have been to be with you. If I have been 
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wrong ia this, tell me so simply, and I will endeavour to let our 
friendship run on as though this letter had not been written. But if I 
have been right, and if it be possible that yon can think that a union 
between us will make as both happier than we are single, I will plight 
yon my word and troth with good £uth, and will do what an old man 
may do to make the burden of the world lie light on your shouldeTs. 
Looking at my age I can hardly keep myself from thinking that I am an 
old fool : but I try to reconcile myself to that by remembering that you 
yourself are no longer a girl. You see that I pay yon no compliments, 
and that yon need expect none from me. 

** I do not know that I conld add anything to the troth of this, if I 
were to write three times as much. All that is necessary is, that yon 
should know what I mean. If you do not believe me to be true and 
honest already, nothing that I can write will make you believe it 

*' God bless yon. I know you will not keep me long in suspense fot 
an answer. Affectionately your friend, 

'< Thomas Thobne." 

When he had finished he meditated again for another 
half-hour whether it would not be right that he should add 
something about her money. Would it not be well for him 
to tell her — it might be said in a postscript— -that with regard 
to all her wealth she would be S*ee to do what she chose? 
At any rate he owed no debts for her to pay, and would still 
have his own income, sufficient for his own purposes. But 
about one o'clock he came to the conclusion that it would be 
better to leave the matter alone. If she cared for him, and 
could trust him, and was worthy also that he should trust her, 
no omission of such a statement would deter her from coming 
to him : and if there were no such trust, it would not be 
created by any such assurance on his part. So he read the 
letter over twice, sealed it, and took it up, together with 
his bed candle, into his bedroom. Now that the letter was 
written it seemed to be a thing fixed by fate that it must go. 
He had written it that he might see how it looked when 
written ; but now that it was written, there remained no doubt 
that it must be sent. So he went to bed, wiUi the letter on the 
toilette-table beside him ; and early in the morning — so early 
as to make it seem that the importance of the letter had dis- 
turbed his rest — ^he sent it oiF by a special messenger to Boxall 
Hill. " Tse wait for an answer? " said the boy. 

"No," said the doctor : " leave the letter, and come away.'* 
The breakfest hour was not very early at Boxall Hill 
in these summer months. Frank Gresham, no doubt, went 
round his farm before he came in for prayers, and his wife 
was probably looking to the butter in the dairy. At any 
rate> they did not meet till near, ten, and therefore, though 
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the ride from Greshamsbury to Boxall Hill was nearly two 
hours' work, Miss Dunstable had her letter in her own room 
before she came down. She read it in silence as she was 
dressing, while the maid was with her in the room ; bnt she 
made no sign which could induce her Abigail to think that 
the epistle was more than ordinarily important She read it^ 
and then quietly refolding it and placing it in the envelope, 
she put it down on the table at which she was sitting. It was 
M fifteen minutes afterwards that she begged her servant to 
see if Mrs. Gresham were still in her own room. " Because I 
want to see her for five minutes, alone, before breakfast,*' 
said Miss Dunstable. 

" You traitor; you false, black traitor I " were the . first 
words which Miss Dunstable spoke when she found herself 
alone with her friend. 

" Why, what's the matter ? " 

'' I did not think there was . so much mischief in you, nor 
80 keen and commonplace a desire for match-making. Look 
here. Head the first four lines ; not more, if you please; the 
rest is private. Whose is the other judgment of whom your 
uncle speaks in his letter 7 " 

" Oh, Miss Dunstable ! I must read it all." 

" Indeed you'll do no such thing. You think it's a love- 
letter, I daresay ; but indeed there's not a word about love 
m it." 

^' I know he has offered. I shall be so glad, for I know 
you like him." 

'^ He tells me that I am an old womaui and insinuates that 
I may probably be an old fool." 

'' I am sure he does not say that." 

" Ah ! but Tm sure that he does. The former is true 
enough, and I never complain of the truth. But as to the 
latter, I am by no means so certain that it is true — not in 
the sense that he means it." 

*' Dear, dearest woman, don't go on in that way now. Do 
speak out to me, and speak without jesting." 

^ Whose was the other judgment to whom he trusts so 
implicitly ? Tell me that." 

<< Mine, mine, of course. No one else can have spoken to 
him about it. Of course I talked to him." 

" And what did you tell him ? " 

« I told him '' 

^' Well, out with it. Let me have the real facts. Mind, 
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I tell you feirly that you had no right to tell him anylhmg. 
What passed between us, passed in confidence. But let us 
hear what you did say.** 

'^ I told him that you would have him if he offered.** And. 
Mrs. Gresham, as she spoke, looked into her Mend*8 face 
doubtingly, not knowing whether in very truth Miss Dunstable 
were pleased with her or displeased. If she were displeased, 
then how had her uncle been deceived 1 

« You told him that as a fact ? '* 

" I told him that I thought so.** 

'' Then I suppose I am bound to have him,*' said Miss 
Dunstable, dropping the letter on to the floor in mock despair. 

'* My dear, dear, dearest woman ! ** said Mrs. Gresham, 
bursting into tears, and throwing herself on to her friend's 
neck. 

« Mind you are a dutiful niece,** said Miss Dunstable. 
*^ And now let me go and finish dressing.** 

In the course of the afternoon, an answer was sent back to 

Greflhamsbury, in these words: — ' 

" Dear Db. Thorns, — ^I do and will trust jaa in eveiTthing ; and it 
shall be as yon would have it. Maiy writes to yon ; bat do not belicTe 
a word she says. I never will again, for she has behaved so bad in this 
matter. — ^Yours affectionately and very truly, Martha Dunstable." 

*' And so I am going to many the richest woman in England," 

said Dr. Thome to himself, as he sat down that day to bis 

mutton-chop. 
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CHAPTER XL 

INTEBKEOmE. 

It must be conceived that there was some feeling of triumph 
at Plumstead Episcopi, when the wife of the rector returned 
home with her daughter, the bride elect of the Lord Dumbello. 
The heir of the Marquis of Hartletop was, in wealth, the most con- 
siderable unmarried young nobleman of the day ; he was noted, 
too, as a man difficult to be pleased, as one who was very fine 
and who gave himself airs ; and to have been selected as the 
wife of such a man as this was a great thing for the daughter 
of a parish clergyman. We have seen in what manner the 
happy girl's mother communicated the fact to Lady Luilon, 
hiding, as it were, her pride imder a veil ; and we have seen 
also how meekly the happy girl bore her own great fortune, 
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applying herself humbly to the packing of her clothes, as 
though she ignored her own glory. . Bu,t nevertheless there 
was triumph at Plimistead Episcopi. The mother, when she 
returned home, began to feel that she had been thoroughly 
successful in the great object of her life. While she was yet 
in London she had hardly realized her satisfaction, and there 
were doubts then whether the cup might not be dashed from 
her lips before it was tasted. It might be that even the son 
of the Marquis of Hartletop was subject to parental authority, 
and that barriers should spring up between Griselda and her 
coronet; but there had been nothing of the kind. The arch* 
deacon had been closeted with the marquis, and Mi^s. Grantly 
had been closeted with the marchioness ; and though neither 
of those noble persons had expressed themselves gratified by 
their son^s proposed marriage, so also neither of them had 
made any attempt to prevent it. Lord Dumbello was a man 
who had a will of his own — as the Grantlys boasted amongst 
themselves. Poor Griselda I the day may perhaps come when 
this fact of her lord's masterful will may not to her be matter 
of much boasting. But in London, as I was saying, there had 
been no time for an appreciation of the family joy. The work 
to be done was nervous in its nature, and self-glorification 
might have been fatal ; but now, when they were safe at 
Plumstead, the great truth burst upon them in all its splendour. 
Mrs. Grantly had but one daughter, and the formation of 
that child's character and her establishment in the world had 
been the one main object of the mother's life. Of Griselda's 
great beauty the Plumstead household had long been conscious; 
of her discretion also, of her conduct, and of her demeanour 
there had been no doubt. But the father had sometimes 
hinted to the mother that he did not think that Grizzy was 
quite so clever as her brothers. " I don't agree with you at 
sdl," Mrs. Grantly had answered. '^ Besides, what you call 
devemess is not at all necessary in a girl ; she is perfectly 
lady-like ; even you won't deny that." The archdeacon had 
never wished to deny it, and was now fain to admit that what 
he had called cleverness was not necessary in a young lady. 
At this period of the family glory the archdeacon himself was 
kept a little in abeyance, and was hardly allowed free inter- 
course with his own magnificent child. Indeed, to give him 
his due, it must be said of him that he would not consent to 
walk in the triumphal procession which moved with stately 
step, to and fro, through the Barchester regions. He kissed 
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his daughter and blessed her, and bade her love her husband 
and be a good wifej but such injunctions as these, seeing 
how splendidly she had done her duty in securing to herself 
a marquis, seemed out of place and almost vulgar. Girls 
about to marry curates or sucking barristers should be told to 
do their duty in that station of life to which God might be 
calling them ; but it seemed to be almost an impertinence in 
a father to give such an injunction to a future marchioness. 

" I do not think that you have any ground for fear on her 
behalf," said Mrs. Grantly, '< seeing in what way she has 
hitherto conducted herself." 

^' She has been a good girl," said the archdeacon, '' but she 
is about to be placed in a position of great temptation." 

*' She has a strength of mind suited tor any position," replied 
Mrs. Grantly, vain-gloiiously. But nevertheless even the 
archdeacon moved about through the close at Barchester with 
a somewhat prouder step since the tidings of this alliance had 
become known there. The time had been — in the latter 
days of his father's lifetime — ^when he was the greatest man 
of the close. The dean had been old and infirm, and Dr. 
Grantly had wielded the bishop's authority. But since that 
things had altered. A new bishop had come there, absolutely 
hostile to him. A new dean had also come, who was not only 
his friend, but the brother-in-law of his wife ; but even this 
advent had lessened the authority of the archdeacon. The 
vicars choral did not hang upon his words as they had heea 
wont to do, and the minor canons smiled in return to his 
smile less obsequiously when they met him in the clerical 
circles of Barchester. But now it seemed that his old supre- 
macy was restored to him. In the minds of many men an 
archdeacon, who was the &ther-in-law of a marquis, was him- 
self as good as any bishop. He did not say much of his new 
connection to others beside the dean, but he was conscious of 
the fact, and conscious also of the rdflected glory which shone 
around his own head. 

But as regards Mrs. Grantly it may be said that she moved 
in an unending procession of stately ovation. It must not be 
supposed that she continually talked to her friends and neigh- 
bours of Lord Dumbello and the marchioness. She was by 
far too wise for such folly as that. The coming alliaD<^^ 
having been once announced, the name of Hartletop was 
hardly mentioned by her out of her own domestic circle. But 
she assumed, with an ease that was surprising even to herselti 
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the airs and graces of a mighty woman. She went through 
her work of morning calls as though it were her business to 
be affable to the country gentry. She astonished her sister, 
the dean's wife, by the simplicity of her grandeur; and con- 
descended to Mrs. Proudie in a manner which nearly broke 
that lady's heart. " I shall be even with her yet," said Mrs. 
Proudie to herself, who had contrived to learn various very 
deleterious circumstances respecting the Hartletop family 
since the news about Lord Dumbello and Griselda had become 
known to her. Griselda herself was carried about in the pro- 
cession, taking but little part in it of her own, like an Eastern 
god. She suffered her mother's caresses and smiled in her 
mother's face as she listened to her own praises, but her 
triumph was apparently within. To no one did she say much 
on the subject, and greatly disgusted the old family house- 
keeper by declining altogether to discuss the future Dumbello 
fneaage. To her aunt, Mrs. Arabin, who strove hard to lead 
her into some open-hearted speech as to her future aspirations, 
she was perfectly impassive. " Oh, yes, aunt, of course," and 
" ril think about it, aunt Eleanor," or " Of course I shall do 
that if Lord Dumbello wishes it." Nothing beyond this could 
be got from her ;^and so, after half-a-dozen ineffectual attempts, 
Mrs. Arabin abandoned the matter. 

But then there arose the subject of clothes — of the wedding 
tr(m88eau / Sarcastic people are wont to say that the tailor 
makes the man. Were I such a one, I might certainly assert 
that the milliner makes the bride. As regarding her bride- 
hood, in distinction either to her girlhood or her wifehood — 
as being a line of plain demarcation between those two periods 
of a woman's life — the milliner does do much to make her. 
She would be hardly a bride if the trousseau were not there. 
A girl married without some such appendage would seem to 
pass into the condition of a wife without any such line of 
demarcation. In that moment in which she finds herself in 
the first finiition of her marriage finery she becomes a bride ; 
and in that other moment when she begins to act upon the 
finest of these things as clothes to be packed up, she becomes 
a wife. When this subject was discussed Griselda displayed 
no lack of a becoming interest. She went to work steadily, 
slowly, and almost with solemnity, as though the business in 
hand were one which it would be wicked to treat with impa- 
tience. She even struck her mother with awe by the grandeur 
of her ideas and the depth of her theories. Nor let it be sup- 
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posed that she rushed away at once to the consideration of the 
great fabric which was to be the ultimate sign and mark of 
her status, the quintessence of her briding, the outer veil, as 
it were, of the tabernacle — namely,, her wedding-dress. As a 
great poet works himself up by degrees to that inspiration 
which is necessary for the grand turning point of his epic, so 
did she slowly approach the hallowed ground, on which she 
would sit, with her ministers around her, when about to dis- 
cuss the nature, the extent, the design, the colouring, the 
structure, and the ornamentation of that momentous piece of 
apparel. No ; there was much indeed to be done before sbe 
came to this ; and as the poet, to whom I have already alluded, 
first invokes his muse, and then brings his smaller events 
gradually out upon his stage, so did Miss Grantly with sacred 
fervour ask her mother's aid, and then prepare her list of all 
those articles of under-clothing which must be the substratum 
for the visible magnificence of her trousseau. Money was no 
object. We all know what that means; and frequently 
understand, when the words are used, that a blaze of splen- 
dour is to be attained at the cheapest possible price. But, in 
this instance, money was no object; — such an amount of 
money, at least, as could by any possibility be spent on a 
lady's clothes, independently of her jewels. With reference 
to diamonds and such like, the archdeacon at once declared 
his intention of taking the matter into his own hands — except 
in so &r as Lord Dumbello, or the Hartletop interest, might 
be pleased to participate in the selection. Nor was Mrs. 
Grantly sorry for such a decision. She was not an imprudent 
woman, and would have dreaded the responsibility of trusting 
herself on such an occasion among the dangerous temptations 
of a jeweller's shop. But as far as silks and satins went-— in 
the matter of French bonnets, muslins, velvets, hats, riding- 
habits, artificial flowers, head-gilding, curious nettings, enar 
melled buckles, golden tagged bobbins, and mechanical petti- 
coats — as regarded shoes, and gloves, and corsets, ao^ 
stockings, and linen, and flannel, and calico — money, I ^ 
conscientiously assert, was no object. And, under these 
circumstances, Griselda Grantly went to work with a sol^ 
industry and a steady perseverance that was beyond all praise. 
" I hope she will be happy," Mrs. Arabin said to her sister, as 
ihe two were sitting together in the dean's drawing-room. 

" Oh, yes ; I think she will. Why should she not ? " »U 
ihe mother. 



INT££N£CIX£. 899 

^'Ohy no; I know of no reason. Bat she is going up into 
a station so much above her own in the eyes of the world that 
one cannot but feel anxious for her." 

'^ I should feel much more anxious if she were going to 
many a poor man," said Mrs. Grantly. "It has always 
seemed to me that Griselda was fitted for a high position ; 
that nature intended her for rank and state. You see that 
she is not a bit elated. She takes it all as if it were her own 
by right. I do not think that there is any danger that her 
head will be tiimed, if you mean that." 

" I was thinking rather of her heart," said Mm. Arabin. 

** She never would have taken Lord Dumbello without 
loving him," said Mrs. Grantly, speaking rather quickly. 

'' That is not quite' what I mean either, Susan. I am sure 
she would not have accepted him had she not loved him. 
But it is BO hard to keep the heart fresh among all the gran- 
deurs of high rank ; and it is harder for a girl to do so who 
has not been bom to it, than for one who has enjoyed it as 
her birthright." 

"I don't quite understand about fresh hearts," said 
Mrs. Grantly, pettishly. " If she does her duty, and loves 
her husband, and fiUs the position in which God has placed 
her with propriety, I don't Imow that we need look for any- 
thing more. I don't at all approve of the plan of frightening 
& young girl when she is making her first outset into the 
world." 

" No ; I would not frighten her. I think it would be almost 
difficult to frighten Griselda." 

" I hope it would. The great matter with a girl is whether 
she had been brought up with proper notions as to a Woman's 
duty. Of course it is not for me to boas^ on this subject. 
Sudi as she is, I, of course, am responsible. But I must own 
that I do not see occasion to wish for any change." And then 
the subject was allowed to drop. 

Among those of her relations who wondered much at the 
girl's fortune, but allowed themselves to say but little, was 
her grandfather, Mr. Harding. He was an old clergyman, 
plain and simple in his manners, and not occupying a very 
prominent position, seeing that he was only precentor to the 
chapter. He was lo^ed by his dau^ter, Mrs. Grantly, and 
Was treated by the archdeacon, if not invariably with the 
highest respect, at least always with consideration and regard. 
Bat| old and plain as he was, the young people at Flumstead 



400 FEAHLEY PABSONAGE. 

did not hold him in any great reverence. He was poorer 
than their other relatiyes, and made no attempt to hold his 
head high in Barsetshire circles. Moreover, in these latter 
days, the home of his heart had been at the deanery. He 
had, indeed, a lodging of his own in the city, but was gra- 
dually allowing himsdf to be weaned away from it. He had 
his own bedroom in the dean's house, his own arm-chair in 
the dean*8 library, and his own comer on a sofii in 
Mrs. Dean's drawing-room. It was not, therefore, necessaiy 
that he should inteifere greatly in this coming marriage; but 
still it became his duty to say a word of congratulation to his 
granddaughter — ^and perhaps to say a word of advice. 

" Grizzy, my dear," he said to her — ^he always called her 
Grizzy, but the endearment of the appellation had never been 
appreciated by the young lady — ^^ come and kiss me, and let 
me congratulate you on your great promotion. I do so veiy 
heartily." 

'* Thank you, grandpapa," she said, touching his forehead 
with her lips, thus being, as it were, very sparing with her 
kiss. But those lips now were august and reserved for nobler 
foreheads than that of an old cathedral hack. For Mr. Hard- 
ing still chanted the Litany from Sunday to Sunday, unceas- 
ingly, standing at that well-known desk in the cathedral 
choir ; and Griselda had a thought in her mind that when the 
Hartletop people should hear of the practice they would not 
be delighted. Dean and archdeacon might be very well, and 
if her grandfather had even been a prebendary, she might 
have put up with him ; but he had, she thought, almost dis- 
graced his family in being, at his age, one of the working 
menial clergy of the cathedral. She kissed him, therefore, 
sparingly, and resolved that her words with him should be few. 

*' You are going to be a great lady, Grizzy/' said he. 

'* Umph !" said she. 

What was she to say when so addressed? 

" And I hope you will be happy — and make others happj' 

'* I hope I shaU," said she. 

*' But always think most about the latter, my dear. Think 
about the happiness of those around you, and your own will 
come without thinking. Tou understand that; do you not? 

<< Oh, yes, I understand," she said. As they were speaking 
Mr. Harding still held her hand, but Griselda left it with him 
imwillingly, and therefore ungraeiouslyi looking as though sbd 
were dragging it icom Urn. 
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''And Giizzy — I believe it is quite as easy for a rich 

countess to be bappy, as for a dairymaid " Griselda 

gave her head a little chuck which was produced by two 
different operations of her mind. The first was a reflection 
that her grandpapa was robbing her of her rank. She was to 
be a rich marchioness. And the second was a feeling of anger 
at the old man for comparing her lot to that of a dairymaid, 

" Quite as easy, I believe," continued he ; " though others 
will tell you that it is not so. But with the countess as with 
the daiiymaid, it must depend on the woman herself. Being 
a countess — that fact alone won't make you happy." 

" Lord Dumbello at present is only a viscount,'* said Gri- 
selda. " There is no earl's title in the family." 

"Oh I I did not know," said Mr. Harding, relinquishing 
his granddaughter's hand; and, afler that, he troubled her 
with no further advice. Both Mrs. Proudie and the bishop 
had called at Plumstead since Mss. Grantly had come back 
irom London, and the ladies from Plumstead, of course, 
returned the visit. It was natural that the Grantlys and 
Proudies should hate each other. They were essentially 
church people, and their views on all church matters were 
antagonistic. They had been compelled to fight for supre- 
macy in the diocese, and neither family had so conquered the 
other as to have become capable of magnanimity and good* 
humour. They did hate each other, and this hatred had, at 
one time, almost produced an absolute disseverance of even 
the courtesies which are so necessary between a bishop and 
his clergy. But the bitterness of this rancour had been 
overcome, and the ladies of the families had continued on 
visiting terms. But now this match was almost more than 
Mrs. Proudie could bear. The great disappointment which, 
as she well knew, the Grantlys had encountered in that matter 
of the proposed new bishopric had for the moment mollified 
her. She had been able to talk of poor dear Mrs. Grantly I 
** She is heartbroken, you know, in this matter, and the repe- 
tition of such misfortunes is hard to bear," she had been 
heard to say, with a complacency which had been quite 
becoming to her. But now that complacency was at an end. 
Olivia Proudie had just accepted a widowed preacher at a 
district church in Bethnal Green — a man with three children, 
who was dependent on pew-rents ; and Griselda Grantly was 
engaged to the eldest son of the Marquis of Hartletop ! 
When women are enjoined to forgive their enemies it cannot 

26 
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be intended that such wrongs as these should be inoladed« 
But Mrs. Proudie's courage was nothing daunted. It may be 
boasted of her that nothing could daunt her courage. Scon 
after her return to Barchester, she and Olivia — Olivia being 
very unwilling — had driven over to Plumstead, and, not find- 
ing the Grantlys at home, had left their cards; and now, 
at a proper interval, Mrs. Grantly and Griselda returned tbe 
visit. It was the first time that Miss Grantly had been seen 
by the Proudie ladies since the &ct of her engagement had 
become known. 

The first bevy of compliments that passed might be likened 
to a crowd of flowers on a hedge rosebush. They were beau- 
tiful to the eye, but were so closely environed by thorns that 
they could not be plucked without great danger. As long as 
the compliments were allowed to remain on the hedge — while 
no attempt was made to gamer them and realize t£eir £raits 
for enjoyment — they did no mischief; but the first finger that 
was put forth for such a purpose was soon drawn back, 
marked with spots of blood. ^' Of course it is a great match 
for Griselda,*' said Mrs. Grantly, in a whisper the meekness 
of which would have disarmed an enemy whose weapons were 
less firmly clutched than those of Mrs. Proudie; " but, inde- 
pendently of that, the connection is one which is gratifying in 
many ways." 

" Oh, no doubt," said Mrs. Proudie. 

" Lord Dumbello is so completely his own master," con- 
tinued Mrs. Grantly, and a slight, unintended semi-tone of 
triumph mingled itself with the meekness of that whisper. 

" And is likely to remain so, from all I hear," said Mrs. 
Proudie, and the scratched hand was at once drawn back. 

" Of course the estab ," and then Mrs, Proudie, who 

was blandly continuing her list of congratulations, whispered 
her sentence close into the ear of Mrs. Grantly, so that not a 
word of what she said might be audible by the young people. 

" I never heard a word of it," said Mrs. Grantly, gathering 
herself up, " and I don't believe it." 

"Oh, I may be wrong; and I'm sure I hope so. But 
young men will be young men, you know ; — and children will 
take after their parents. I suppose you will see a great deal 
of the Duke of Omnium now." But Mrs. Grantly was not a 
woman to be knocked down and trampled on without resist- 
ance; and though she had been lacerated by the rosebush 
she was not as yet placed altogether hors de ambat. She said 
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some word about the Duke of Omnium very tranqnillj, speak- 
ing of him merely as a Barsetshire proprietor, and then, 
smiling with her sweetest smile, expressed a hope that she 
might soon have the pleasure of becoming acquainted with 
Mr. Tickler ; and as she spoke she made a pretty little bow 
towards Olivia Proudie. Now Mr. Tickler was the worthy 
clergyman attached to the district church at Bethnal Green. 

" He*ll be down here in August," said Olivia, boldly, deter- 
mined not to be shame&ced about her love affairs. 

" You'll be starring it about the Continent by that time, my 
dear," said Mrs. Proudie to Griselda. "Lord Dumbello is 
well known at Homburg and Ems, and places of that sort; so 
you will find yourself quite at home." 

" We are going to Rome," said Griselda, majestically. 
*' I suppose Mr, Tickler will come into the diocese soon," 
said Mrs. Grantly. " I remember hearing him very favour- 
ably spoken of by Mr. Slope, who was a friend of his." 
Nothing short of a fixed resolve on the part of Mrs. Grantly 
that the time had now come in which ehe must throw away 
her shield and stand behind her sword, declare war to the 
knife, and neither give nor take quarter, could have justified 
such a speech as this. Any allusion to Mr. Slope acted on 
Mrs. Proudie as a red cloth is supposed to act on a bull ; but 
when that allusion connected the name of Mr. Slope in a 
friendly bracket with that of Mrs. Proudie's future son-in-law 
it might be certain that the effect would be terrific. And 
there was more than this : for that very Mr. Slope had once 
entertained audacious hopes — hopes not thought to be auda- 
cious by the young lady herself — ^with reference to Miss Olivia 
Proudie. All this Mrs. Grantly knew, and, knowing it, still 
dared to mention his name. 

The countenance of Mrs. Proudie became darkened with 
black anger, and the polished smile of her company manners 
gave place before the outraged feelings of her nature. " The 
man you speak of, Mrs. Grantly," said she, " was never known 
as a friend by Mr. Tickler." 

" Oh, indeed," said Mrs. Grantly. " Perhaps I have made 
a mistake. I am siu:e I have heard Mr. Slope mention him." 

"When Mr. Slope was running after your sister, Mrs. 
Grantly, and was encouraged by her as he was, you p^jrliaps 
saw more of him than I did." 

" Mrs. Proudie, that was never the case." 

" I have reason to know that the archdeacon conceived it 

26—2 
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to be so, and that he was very unhappy a'bout it." Now this, 
unfortunately, was a fact which Mrs. Grantly could not deny. 

"The archdeacon may have been mistaken about Mr. Slope," 
she said, " as were some other people at Barchester. But it 
was you, I think, Mrs. Proudie, who were responsible for 
bringing him here." Mrs. Grantly, at this period of the 
engagement, might have inflicted a fatal wound by referring 
to poor 01ivia*s former love affairs, but she was not destitute 
of generosity. Even in the extremest heat of the battle she 
knew how to spare the young and tender. 

" When I came here, Mrs. Grantly, I little dreamed what 
a depth of wickedness might be found in the very close of a 
cathedral city," said Mrs. Proudie. 

"Then, for dear Olivia's sake, pray do not bring poor 
Mr. Tickler to Barchester." 

"Mr. Tickler, Mrs. Grantly, is a man of assured morab 
and of a highly religious tone of thinking. I wish every one 
could be so safe as regards their daughters' future prospects 
as I am." 

" Yes, I know he has the advantage' of being a family man," 
said Mrs. Grantly, getting np. " Good morning, Mrs. Proudie; 
good day, Olivia." 

" A great deal better that than " But the blow fell 

upon the empty air ; for Mrs. Grantly had already escaped on 
to the staircase while Olivia was ringing the bell for the 
servant to attend the front>door. 

Mrs. Grantly, as she got into her carriage, smiled slightly, 
thinking of the battle, and as she sat down she gently pressed 
her daughter's hand. But Mrs. Proudie's face was still dark 
as Acheron when her enemy withdrew, and with angry tone 
she sent her daughter to her work. "Mr. Tickler will have 
great reason to complain if, in your position, you indulge 
such habits of idleness," she said. Therefore I conceive that 
I am justified in saying that in that encounter Mrs. Grantly 
was the conqueror. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

DON QUIXOTE. 

On the day on which Lucy had her interview with Lady 
Luflon the dean dined at Framley Pai'sonage. He and 
Robarts had known each other since the latter had been ii) 
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the diocese, and now, owing to Mark's preferment in tlxe 
chapter, had become almost intimate. The dean was greatly 
pleased with the manner in which poor Mr. Crawley's children 
had been conveyed away from Hogglestock, and was inclined 
to open his heart to the whole Framley household. As he 
etill had to ride home he could only allow himself to remain 
half an hour after dinner, but in that half-hour he said 
a great deal about Crawley, complimented Robarts on the 
manner in which he was playing the part of the Good 
Samaritan, and then by degrees informed him that it had 
come to his, the dean's ears, before he left Barchester, that a 
writ was in the hands of certain persons in the city, enabling 
them to seize — ^he did not know whether it was the person or 
the property of the vicar of Framley. 

The fact was that these tidings had been conveyed to the 
dean with the express intent that he might put Robarts on 
his guard ; but the task of speaking on such a subject to a 
brother clergyman had been so unpleasant to him that he had 
been unable to introduce it till the last five minutes before hia 
departure. " I hope you will not put it down as an imper- 
tinent interference," said the dean, apologizing. 

** No," said Mark ; " no, I do not think that." He was so 
fad at heart that he hardly knew how to speak of it. 

" I do not understand much about such matters," said the 
dean; " but I think, if I were you, I should go to a lawyer. 
I should imagine that anything so terribly disagreeable as an 
arrest might be avoided." 

^^It is a hard case," said Mark, pleading his own cause. 
' Though these men have this claim against me I have never 
received a shilling either in money or money's worth." 

"And yet your name is to the bills ! " said the dean. 

" Tes, my name is to the bills, certainly, but it was to 
oblige a friend." 

And then the dean, having given his advice, rode away. 
He could not understand how a clergyman, situated as was 
Mr. Robarts, could find himself called upon by friendship to 
attadi his name to accommodation bills which he had not the 
power of liquidating when due 1 On that evening they were 
both wretched enough at the parsonage. Hitherto Mark had 
^oped ,that perhaps, after all, no absolutely hostile steps would 
be taken against him with reference to these bills. Some 
iMiforeseen chance might occur in his favour, or the persons 
holding them might consent to take small instalments of pay- 
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ment A*om time to time ; but now it seemed that the evil day 
was actually coming upon him at a blow. He had no longer 
any eecrets from his wife. Should he go to a lawyer ? and if 
so, to what lawyer ? And when he had found his lawyer, 
what should he say to him ? Mrs. Hobarts at olie time sug- 
gested that everything should be told to Jjady Lufton. Mark, 
however, could not bring himself to do diat. " It would 
seem," he said, '' as though I wanted her to lend me the 
money." 

On the following morning Mark did ride into Barchester, 
dreading, however, lest he should be arrested on his journey, 
and he did see a lawyer. During his absence two calls 
were made at the parsonage— one by a very rough-looking 
individual, who left a suspicious document in the hands of the 
servant, purporting to be an invitation — ^not to dinner — ^from 
one of the judges of the land ; and the other call was made 
by Lady Lufton in person. 

Mrs. Robarts had determined to go down to Framley Court 
on that day. In accordance with her usual custom she would 
have been there within an hour or two of Lady Lufton's 
return from London, but things between them were not now 
as they usually had been. This affair of -Lucy's must make 
a difference, let them both resolve to the contrary as they 
might. And, indeed, Mrs. Robarts had found that the closeness 
of her intimacy with Framley Court had been diminishing 
from day to day since Lucy had first begun to be on fiiendly 
terms with Lord Lufbon. Since that she had been less at 
Framley Court than usual ; she had heard fix>m Lady Luilon 
less frequently by letter during her absence than she had done 
in former years, and was aware that she was less implicitly 
trusted witii all the affairs of the parish. This iiad not made 
her angry, for she was in a manner conscious that it must be 
so. It made her tmhappy, but what could she do? She 
could not blame Lucy, nor could she blame Lady Lofton. 
Lord Luflon she did blame, but she did so in the hearing of 
no one but her husband. Her mind, however, was made up 
to go over and bear the first brunt of her ladyship's argumeatB, 
when she was stopped by her ladyship's arrival. If it were 
not for this terrible matter of Lucy's love — a matter on wiuci 
they could not now be silent when they met — ^there would be 
twenty subjects of pleasant, or, at any rate, not unpleasant 
conversation. But even then there would be those terrible 
bills hanging over her conscience, and almost crushing her 
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bj their weight. At the moment in which Ladj Lufton 
walked up to the drawing-room window, Mrs. Robarts held in 
her hand that ominous invitation from the judge. Would it 
not be well that she should make a clean breast of it all, dis- 
regardii)g what -her husband had said 7 It might be well : 
only this — ^she had never done anything in opposition to her 
husband's wishes. So she hid the slip within her desk, and 
led the matter open to consideration. The interview com- 
menced with an affectionate embrace, as was a matter of 
course. " Dear Fanny," and " Dear Lady Lufton," was said 
between them with all the usual warmth. And then the first 
Inquiry was made about the children, and the second about 
the school. For a minute or two Mrs. Bobarts thought that, 
perhaps, nothing was to be said about Lucy. If it pleased 
Lady Luflon to be silent, she, at least, would not commence 
the subject. Then there was a word or two spoken about 
Mi^ Podgens* baby, after which Lady Lufton aeked whether 
Fanny were alone. " Yes," said Mrs. Bobarts. " Mark has 
gone over to Barchester." 

'' I hope he will not be long before he lets me see him. 
Perhaps he can call to-morrow. Would you both come and 
dine to-morrow?" 

" Not to-morrow, I think. Lady Lufton ; but Mark, I am 
sure, will go over and call." 

*' And why not come to dinner ? I hope there is to be no 
change among us, eh, Fanny ? " and Lady Lufton as she spoke 
looked into tiie other's face in a manner which almost made 
Mrs. Robarts get up and throw herself on her old friend's 
i^eck. Where was she to find a friend who would give her 
such constant love as she had received from Lady Luflon ? 
And who was kinder, better, more honest than she ? 

'' Change 1 no, I hope not. Lady Lufton ; '* and as she 
spoke the tears stood in her eyes; 

'^ Ah, but I shall think there is if you wiU not come to me 
as you used to do. You always used to come and dine with 
me the day I came home, as a matter of course." What 
could she say, poor woman, to this ? 

''We were all in confusion yesterday about poor Mrs. 
Crawley, and the dean dined here; he had been over at 
Hogglestock to see his friend." 

''I have heard of her illness, and will go over and see what 
ought to be done. Don't you go, do you hear, Fanny? Tou 
with your young children 1 I should never forgive you it 
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you did.'* And then Mrs. Robarts explained how Lucy bad 
gone there, had sent the four children back to Framlej, and 
was herself now staying at Hogglestock with the object of 
nursing Mrs. Crawley. In telling the story she abstained 
from praising Lucy with all the strong language which she 
would have used had not Lucy's name and character been at 
the present moment of peculiar import to Lady Luflon ; but 
nevertheless she could not tell it without dw^ling much on 
Lucy's kindness. It would have been ungenerous to Lady 
Lufton to make much of Lucy's virtue at this present moment, 
but unjust to Lucy to make nothing of it. 

''And she is actually with Mrs. Crawley now?" asked 
Lady Lufton. 

'* Oh, yes ; Mark lefl her there yesterday afternoon." 

'' And the four children are all here in the house ? " 

" Not exactly in the house — that is, not as yet. We have 
arranged a sort of quarantine hospital over the coach-house." 

" What, where Stubbs lives ? " 

'' Yes ; Stubbs and his wife have come into the house, 
and the children are to remain up there till the doctor says 
that there is no danger of infection. I have not even seen 
my visitors myself as yet," said Mrs. Robarts with a slight 
laugh. 

" Dear me I " said Lady Lufton. " I declare you have 
been very prompt. And so Miss Robarts is over there I I 
should have thought Mr. Crawley would have made a difficulty 
about the children." 

" Well, he did ; but they kidnapped them — ^that is, Lncy 
and Mark did. The dean gave me such an account of it. 
Lucy brought them out by two's and packed them in the 
pony-carriage, and then Mark drove off at a gallop while 
Mr. Crawley stood calling to them in the road. The dean 
was there at the time and saw it all." 

*' That Miss Lucy of yours seems to be a very determined 
young lady when she takes a thing into her head," said Lady 
Lufton, now sitting down for the first time. - 

'' Yes, she is," said Mrs. Robarts, having laid aside all her 
pleasant animation, for the discussion which she dreaded was 
now at hand. 

" A very determined young lady," continued Lady Lufton. 
'' Of course, my dear Fanny, you know all this about Ludovic 
and your sister-in-law? " 

^' Yes, she has told me about it." 
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" Ifc is very unfortunate — ^very." 

''I do not think Lucy has been to blanae/' said Mrs. 
Kobarts; and as she spoke the blood was already mounting to 
ber cbedcs. 

" Do not be too anxious to defend her, my dear, before any 
one accuses her. • Whenever a person does that it looks as 
though their cause were weak." 

" But my cause is not weak as far as Lucy is concerned ; I 
feel quite sure that she has not been to blame." 

" I know how obstinate you can be, Fanny, when you 
think it necessary to dub yourself any one^s champion. Don 
Quixote was not a better knight-errant than you are. But 
is it not a pity to take up your lance and shield before an 
enemy is within sight or hearing ? But that was ever the 
way with your Don Quixotes." 

" Perhaps there may be an enemy in ambush." That was 
Mrs. Robarts* thought to herself, but she did not dare to 
express it, so she remained silent. 

" My only hope is," continued Lady Lufton, " that when 
my back is turned you fight as gallantly for me." 

" Ah, you are never tmder a cloud, Hke poor Lucy." 

" Am I not? But, Fanny, you do not see all the clouds. 
The sun does not always shine for any of us, and the down- 
pouring rain and the heavy wind scatter also my fairest 
flowers — ^as they have done hers, poor girl. Dear Fanny, I 
hope it may be long before any cloud comes across the 
brightness of your heaven. Of all the creatures I know you 
are the one most fitted for quiet continued sunshine." And 
then Mrs. Robarts did get up and embrace her friend, thus 
hiding the tears which were running down her face. Con- 
tinued sunshine indeed ! A dark spot had already gathered 
on her horizon, which was likely to &11 in a very waterspout 
of rain. What was to come of that terrible notioe which 
Was now lying in the desk under Lady Luflon's very arm? 

'*But I am not come here to croak like an old raven," 
continued Lady Lufton, when she had brought this embrace 
to an end. "It is probable that we all may have our sorrows ; 
but I am quite sure of this, — ^that if we endeavotu: to do our 
duties honestly, we shall all find our consolation and all have 
our joys also. And now, my dear, let you and I say a few 
words about this unfortunate afiair. It would not be natural 
if we were to hold our tongues to each other; would it?" 

"I suppose not," said Mxa. Robarts. 
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** We should always be conceiving worse than the truth- 
each as to the other's thoughts. Now, some time ago, when 
I spoke to you about your sister-in-law and Ludovic — ^I dare« 
say you remember " 

" Oh, yes, I remember." 

'^ We both thought then that there would really be no 
danger. To tell you the plain truth I fancied, and indeed 
hoped, that his affections were engaged elsewhere ; but I was 
altogether wrong then; wrong in thinking it, and wrong in 
hoping it." Mrs. Bobarts knew well that Lady Lufion was 
aUuding to Griselda Grantly, but she conceived that it would 
be discreet to say nothing herself on that subject at present 
She remembered, however, Lucy's flashing eye when the 
posEdbility of Lord Luilon making such a marriage was 
spoken of in the pony-carriage, and could not but feel glad 
that Lady Lufbon had been disappointed. 

'^ I do not at aU impute any blame to Miss Bobarts for 
what has occurred since," continued her ladyship. '^ I wish 
you distinctly to understand that." 

'' I do not see how any- one could blame her. She ha9 
behaved so nobly." 

''It is of no use inquiring whether any one can. It is 
sufficient that I do not." 

'' But I think that is hardly sufficient," said Mrs. Bobarts, 
pertinaciously. 

'' Is it not? " asked her ladyship, raising her eyebrows. 

^' No. Only think what Lucy has done and is doing. 1^ 
she had chosen to say that she would accept your son I reallj 
do not know how you could have justly blamed her. I do 
not by any means say that I would have advised such a thing." 

<<I am glad of that, Fanny." 

''I have not given any advice; nor is it needed. I know 
no one more able than Lucy to see clearly, by her own 
judgment, what course she ought to pursue. I should be 
afraid to advise one whose mind is so strong, and who, of her 
own nature, is so self-denying as she is. She is sacrificing 
herself now, because she will not be the means of bringing 
trouble and dissension between you and your son. If you 
ask me. Lady Lufton, I think you owe her a deep debt of 
gratitude. I do, indeed. And as for blaming her — ^what has 
she done that you possibly could blame?" 

''Don Quixote on horseback 1 " said Lady Lufton. " Fanny, 
I shall always call you Don Quixote, and some day or other 
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I will get somebody to write your adventiires. But the truth 
18 this, mj dear ; there has been imprudence. You may call 
it mine, if you will — ^though I really hardly see how I am to 
take the blame. I could not do other than ask Miss Robarts 
to my house, and I could not yery well turn my son out of it. 
In point of fact, it has been the old story." 

"£zactly ; ihe story that is as old as the world, and which 
will continue as long as people are bom into it. It is a story 
of God's own telling!" 

'^ But, my dear child, you do not mean that every young 
gentleman and every young lady should fall in love with each 
other directly they meet! Such a doctrine would be very 
inconvenient." 

" No, I do not mean that. Lord Lufton and Miss Grantly 
did not fall in love with each other, though you meant them 
to do so. But was it not quite as natural that Lord Lufton 
and Lucy should do so instead ? " 

'^ It is generally thought, Fanny, that young ladies should 
not give loose to their affections imtU they have been certified 
of their Mends' approval." 

" And that young gentlemen of fortune may amuse them- 
selves as they please I I know that is what the world teaches, 
but I cannot agree to the justice of it. The terrible suffering 
which Lucy has to endure makes me cry out against it. She 
did not seek your son. The moment she began to suspect 
that there ought be danger she avoided him scrupulously. 
She would not go down to Framley Court, though her not 
doing so was remarked by yourself. She would hardly go 
out about the place lest she should meet him. . She was con- 
tented to put herself altogether in the background till he 
should have pleased to leave the place. But he — ^he came to 
her here, and insisted on seeing her. He found her when I 
was out, and declared himself determined to speak to her. 
What was she to do? She did try to escape, but he stopped 
her at the door. Was it her fault that he made her an offer ?" 

''My dear, no one has said so." 

"Yes, but you do say so when you tell me that young 
ladies should not give play to their affections without per- 
mission. He persisted in saying to her, here, all that it pleased 
him, though she implored him to be silent. I cannot tell the 
words she used, but she did implore him." 

"I do not doubt that she behaved well." 

*'But lie — ^he persisted, and begged her to accept his hand. 
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She refused him then, Lady Ludon — ^not as some girls do, 
with a mook reserve, not intending to be taken at their words 
—but steadily, and, God forgive her, untruly. Knowing 
what your feelings would be, and knowing what the world 
would say, she declared to him that he was indifferent to 
her. What more could she do in your behalf? " And then 
Mrs. Bobarts paused. 

" I shall wait till you have done, Fanny." 

'' You spoke of girls giving loose to their affections. She 
did not do so. She went about her work exactly as she had 
done before. She did not even speak to me of what had 
passed — ^not then, at least. She determined that it should ail 
be as though it had never been. She had learned to love 
your son ; but that was her misfortune, and she would get 
over it as she might. Tidings came to us here that he was 
engaged, or about to engage himself, to Miss Grantly.'* 

*' Those tidings were untrue." 

'^ Yes, we know that now ; but she did not know it thai 
Of course she could not but suffer; but she suffered, within 
herself." Mrs. Robarts, as she said this, remembered the 
pony-carriage and how Fuck had been beaten. " She made 
no complaint that he had ill-treated her — ^not even to herself. 
She had thought it right to reject his offer ; and there, as &r 
as he was concerned, was to be an end of it." 

** That would be a matter of course, I should suppose.*' 

*^ But it was not a matter of course. Lady Lufbon. H^ 
returned from London to Framley on purpose to repeat his 

offer. He sent for her brother You talk of a young 

lady waiting for hei* friends' approval. In this matter who 
would be Lucy's friends ? " 

'' You and Mr. Robarts, of course." 

" Exactly ; her only friends. Well, Lord Lufton sent for 
Mark and repeated lus offer to him. Mind you, Mark had 
never heard a word of this before, and you may guess whether 
or no he was surprised. Lord Lufton repeated his offer in the 
most formal manner, and claimed permission to see Lucy. She 
refused to see him. She has never seen him since that day 
when, in opposition to all her efforts, he made his way into 
this room. Mark, — ^aa I think very properly, — ^would have 
allowed Lord Lufton to come up here. Looking at both their 
ages and position he could have had no right to forbid it. But 
Lucy positively refused to see your son, and sent him a 
message instead, of the purport of which you are now awaie 
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—that she would never accept him unless she did so at' your 
request." 

" It was a very proper message." 

'^ I say nothing about that. Had she accepted him I would 
not have blamed her ; and so I told her, Lady Luflon." 

" I cannot understand your saying that, Fanny." 

'' Well ; I did say so. I don't want to argue now about 
myself, — whether I was right or wrong, but I did say so. 
Whatever sanction I could give she would have had. But 
she again chose to sacrifice herself, although I believe she 
regards him with as true a love as ever a girl felt for a num. 
Upon my word I don*t know that she is right. Those con* 
siderations for the world may perhaps be carried too far." 

" I think that she was perfectly right." 

" Very well, Lady Lufton ; I can understand that. But 
after such sacrifice on her part — a sacrifice made entirely to 
jou — how can you talk of 'not blaming her?' Is that the 
language in which you speak of those whose conduct from 
first to last has been superlatively excellent ? If she is open 

to blame at all, it is — it is " But here Mrs. Bobarts 

stopped herself. In defending her sister she had worked 
herself almost into a passion ; but such a state of feeling was 
not customary to her, and now that she had spoken her mind 
she sank suddenly into silence. 

"It seems to me, Fanny, that you almost regret Miss Robarts' 
decision," said Lady Lufton. 

" My wish in this matter is for her happiness, and I regret 
anything that may mar it." 

" You think nothing then of our welfare, and yet I do not 
know to whom I might have looked for hearty friendship and 
for sympathy in difficulties, if not to you ? " Poor Mrs. Robarts 
was almost upset by this. A few months ago, before Lucy's 
arrival, she would have declared that the interests of La<ly 
Lufton's family would have been paramount with her, af\er 
and next to those of her own husband. And even now, it 
seemed to argue so black an ingratitude on her part — this 
accusation that she was indifierent to them I From her child- 
hood upwards she had revered and loved Lady Luflon, and 
for years had taught herself to regard her as an epitome of all 
that was good and gracious in woman. Lady Lufton's theories 
of life had been accepted by her as the right theories, and those 
whom Lady Lufton had liked she had liked. But now it 
9eemed that all these ideas which it had taken a life to build 
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np were to be thrown to the ground, because she waa bound 
to defend a sister-in-law whom she had only known for the 
last eight months. It was not that she regretted a word that 
she had spoken on Lucy's behalf. Chance had thrown her 
and, Lucy together, and, as Lucy was her sister, she should 
receive from her a sister's treatment. But she did not the 
less feel how terrible would be the e£fect of any disseverance 
from Lady Lufton. '' Oh, Lady Lufbon," she said, " do not 
say that." 

''But Fanny, dear, I must speak as I find. You were 
talking about clouds just now, and do you think that all this 
is not a cloud in my sky? Ludovic tells me that he is 
attached to Miss Robarts, and you tell me that she is attached 
to him; and I am called upon to decide between them. Her 
very act obliges me to do so." 

''Dear Lady Luflon," said Mrs. Robarts, springing from 
her seat. It seemed to her at the moment as though the 
whole difficulty were to be solved by an act of grace on the 
part of an old friend. 

" And yet I cannot approve of such a marriage," said Lady 
Lufton. Mrs. Robarts returned to her seat saying nothing 
further. 

" Is not that a cloud on one's horizon ? " continued her 
ladyship. " Do you think that I can be basking in the sun- 
shine while I have such a weight upon my heart as that? 
Ludovic will soon be home, but instead of looking to his 
return with pleasure I dread it. I would prefer that he 
should remain in Norway. I would wish that he should stay 
away for months. And, Fanny, it is a great addition to my 
misfortune to feel that you do not sympathize with me." 
Having said this, in a slow, sorrow^, and severe tone, 
Lady Luflon got up and took her departure. Of conise 
Mrs. Robarts did not let her go without assuring her that she 
did sympathize with her, — did love her as she ever had loved 
her. But wounds cannot be cured as eaoly as they may be 
inflicted, and Lady Lufton went her way with much real 
sorrow at her heart. She was proud and masterful, fond of 
her own way, and much too careful of the worldly dignities 
to which her lot had called her : but she was a woman who 
oould cause no sorrow to those she loved without deep sorrow 
to herself. 
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CHAPTER XLH. 

TOUOHIKO PITCH. 

Iir these hot midsummer days, the end of June and tbe 
beginning of July, Mr. Sowerby had but an uneasy time of 
it. At his sister's instance, he had hurried up to London, and 
there had remained for days in attendance on the lawyers. 
He had to see new lawyers, Miss Dunstable's men of business, 
quiet old cautious gentlemen whose place of business was in a 
dark ally behind &e Bank, Messrs. Slow and Bideawhile by 
name, who had no scruple in detaining him for hours while they 
or their clerks talked to him about anything or about nothing. 
It was of vital consequence to Mr. Sowerby that this business 
of his should be settled without delay, and yet these men, to 
whose care this settling was now confided, went on as though 
law processes were a sunny bank on which it delighted men 
to bask easily. And then, too, he had to go more than 
once to South Audley Street, which was a worse infiiction ; 
for the men in South Audley Street were less civil now than 
had been their wont. It was well understood there that 
Mr. Sowerby was no longer a client of the duke's, but his 
opponent; no longer his nominee and dependant, but his 
enemy in the county. " Chaldicotes," as old Mr. Gumption 
remarked to young Mr. Gagebee ; " Chaldicotes, Gagebee, is 
a cooked goose, as far as Sowerby is concerned. And what 
difference could it make to him whether the duke is to own 
it or Miss Dimstable ? For my part I cannot understand how 
a gentleman like Sowerby can like to see his property go into 
the hands of a gallipot wench whose money stiH smells of bad 
drugs. And nothing can be more ungrateiul," he said, " than 
Sowerby's conduct. He has held the county for five-and- 
twenty years without expense ; and now that the time for 
payment has come, he begrudges the price." He called it 
no better than cheating, he did not — ^he, Mr. Gumption. 
According to his ideas Sowerby was attempting to ch^at the 
duke. It may be imagined, therefore, that Mr. Sowerby did 
not feel any very great delight in attending at South Audley 
Street. And then rumour was spread about among all the 
bill-discounting leeches that blood was once more to be sucked 
from the Sowerby carcase. The rich Miss Dunstable had 
taken up his afiairs; so much as that became known in the 
purlieus of the Goat and Compasses. Tom Tozer's brother 
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declared that she and Sowerbj were going to make a match 
of it, and that any scrap of paper with Sowerby^s name on it 
would become worth its weight in bank-notes ; but Tom 
Tozer himself — Tom, who was the real hero of the family — 
pooh-poohed at this, screwing up his nose, and alluding in 
most contemptuous terms to his brother's softness. He knew 
better — ^as was indeed the &ct. Miss Dunstable was buying 
up the squire, and by jingo she should buy them up — ^theni, 
the Tozers, as well as oUiers I They knew their value, the 
Tozers did; — ^whereupon they became more than ordinarily 
active. From them and all their brethren Mr. Sowerby at 
this time endeavoured to keep his distance, but his endeavours 
were not altogether effectual. Whenever he could escape for 
a day or two from the lawyers he ran down to Chaldicotes ; 
but Tom Tozer in his perseverance followed him there, and 
boldly sent in his name by the servant at the front door. 

'^ Mr. Sowerby is not just at home at the present moment,*' 
said the well-trained domestic. 

'^ m wait about then," said Tom, seating himself on an 
heraldic stone griffin which flanked the big stone steps before 
the house. And in this way Mr. Tozer gained his purpose. 
Sowerby was still contesting the county, and it behoved him 
not to let his enemies say that he was hiding himself. It had 
been a part of his bargain with Miss Dunstable that he should 
contest the county. She had taken it into her head that the 
duke had behaved badly, and she had resolved that he should 
be made to pay for it. " The duke," she said, " had meddled 
long enough ; " she would now see whether the .ChaldicQtes 
interest would not suffice of itself to return a member for the 
coimty, even in opposition to the duke. Mr. Sowerby him- 
self was so harassed at the time, that he would have given 
way on this point if he had had the power ; but Miss Dunstable 
was determined, and he was obliged to yield to her. In this 
manner Mr. Tom Tozer succeeded and did make his way 
into Mr. Sowerby's presence — of which intrusion one effect 
was the following letter from Mr. Sowerby to his friend Mark 
Kobarts : — 



** Mr DEAR BoBABTS, — " Chaldicotcs, July, 185—. 

*' I AM so harassed at the present moment by an infLoity of troubles 
of my own that I am almost callous to those of other people. They 
say that prosperity makes a man selfish. I have never tried that, bat 
I am quite sure that adversity does so. Nevertheless I am 
about tnose bilLs of yours " 
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''Bills of mine t" said Robarts to himself, as he walked up 
and down the shrubbeiy path at the parsonage, reading this 
letter. This happened a day or two after his visit to the 
lawjer at Barchester. 

" and would rejoice greatly if I thouglit that I could saye jon from 

any further annoyance abont them. That kite, Tom Tozer, has just 
been with me, and insists that both of Ihem shall be paid. He knows — 
no one better — that no consideration was given for the latter. Bnt he 
knows also that the dealing was not with him, nor even with his brother, 
and he will be prepared to swear that he gaye value for both. He would 
swear anything for five hundred pounds^-or for half the money, for that 
matter. I do not think that the fiither of mischief ever let loose upon 
the world a greater rascal than Tom Tozer. 

'* He declu-es that nothing shall induce him to take one shilling less 
than the whole sum of nine hundred pounds. He has been brought to 
this by hearing that my debts are about to be paid. Heaven help me ! 
The Qieaning of that is that these wretched acres, which are now mort- 
gaged to one millionnaire, are to change hands and be mortgaged to 
another instead. By this exchange I may possibly obtain the benefit of 
having a house to live in for the next twelve months, but no other. 
Tozor, however, is altogether wrong in his scent ; and the worst of it is 
that his malice will fi&ll on you rather than on me. 

'* What I want you to do is this : let us pay him one hundred pounds 
between us. Though I sell the last sorry jade of a horse I have, I will 
make up fifty ; and I know you can, at an^ rate, do as much as that. 
Then do yon accept a bill, conjointly with me, for eight hundred. 
It shall be done in Forrest's presence, and handed to him ; and you 
shall receive back the two old bills into your own hands at the same 
time. This new bill should be timed to run ninety days ; and I will 
move heaven and earth, during that time, to have it included in the 
general schedule of my debts which are to be secured on the Chaldicotes 
property. 

The meaning of which was that Miss Dunstable was to be 

cozened into paying the money under an idea that it was a 

part of the sum covered by the existing mortgage. 

''What you said the other day at Barchester, as to never executing 
another bill, is very well as regards future transactions. Nothing can 
be wiser than such a resolution. But it would be folly — worse than 
foUy^if you were to allow your furniture to be seized when the means 
of preventing it are so ready to your hand. By leaving the new bill in 
Forrest's hands you may be sure that you are sale from the claws of 
such birds of prey as these Tozers. Even if I cannot get it settled 
when the three months are over, Forrest will enable you to make anf 
ammgement that may be most convenient. 

" For Heaven's siJce, m^ dear fellow, do not refuse this. You con 
hardly conceive how it weighs upon me, this fear that bailiffs should 
make their way into your wife's drawing-room. I know jrou think ill 
of me, and I do not wonder at it. But you would be less inclined to do 
10 if you knew how terribly I am punished. Pray let me hear that yoQ 
wi^ do as I Qounsel you. Ygurs always ^thfully, 

* "N. SOWBRBY." 

27 
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In answer to which the parson wrote a very short reply:— 

" Mt i>bib Sowerbt, — Framley, July, 185—. 

" I WILL sign no more bills on any consideration. Yonrs troly, 

Mask Bobabtb." 

And then having written this, and having shown it to his 
wife, he returned to the shrubbery walk and paced it up and 
down, looking every now and then to Sowerby's letter as he 
thought over all the past circumstances of his friendship with 
that gentleman. That the man who had written this letter 
should be his Mend — that very fact was a disgrace to him. 
Sowerby so well knew himself and his own reputation, that he 
did not dare to suppose that his own word would be taken for 
anything, — not even when the thing promised was an act of 
the commonest honesty. " The old bills shall be given back 
into your own hands," he had declared with energy, knowiug 
that his Mend and correspondent would not feel himself secure 
against further fraud under less stringent guarantee. This 
gentleman, this county member, the owner of Chaldicotes, 
with whom Mark Robarts had been so anxious to be on terms 
of intimacy, had now come to such a phase of life that he had 
given over speaking of himself as an honest man. He had 
become so used to suspicion that he argued of it as of a thing 
of course. He knew that no one could trust either his spoken 
or his written word, and he was content to speak and to write 
without attempt to hide this conviction. And this was the 
roan whom he had been so glad to caU his friend; for whose 
sake he had been willing to quarrel with Lady Lufton, and at 
whose instance he had unconsciously abandoned so many of 
the best resolutions of his life. He looked back now, as he 
walked there slowly, still holding the letter in his hand, to the 
day when he had stopped at the school-house and written his 
letter to Mr. Sowerby, promising to join the party at Chaldi- 
cotes. He had been so eager then to have his own way, that 
he would not permit himself to go home and talk the matter 
over with his wife. He thought also of the manner in which 
he had been tempted to the house of the Duke of Omnium, 
and the conviction on his mind at the time that his giving way 
to that temptation would surely bring him to evil. And then 
he remembered the evening in Sowerby's bedroom, when the 
bill had been brought out, and he had allowed himself to be 
persuaded to put his name upon it; — ^not because he was 
willing in this way to assist his Mend, but because he was 
imable to refuse. He had ^acked the courage to say, " No,* 
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dkOTigli he knew at the time how gross was the error whidi ha 
was committing. He had lacked the courage to say, " No,** 
and hence had come upon him and on his household all this 
miseiy and cause for bitter repentance. 

I have written much of clergymen, but in doing so I have 
endeavoured to portray them as they bear on our social life 
rather than to describe the mode and working of their profes- 
sional careers. Had I done the latter I could hardly have 
steered clear of subjects on which it has not been my intention 
to pronounce an opinion, and I should either have laden my 
fiction with sermons or I should have degraded my sermons 
into fiction. Therefore I have said but little in my narrative 
of this man's feelings or doings as a clergyman. But I must 
protest against its being on this account considered that Mr. 
Robarts was indi£ferent to the duties of his clerical position. 
He had been fond of pleasure and had given way to tempta- 
tion, — as is so customarily done by young men of six-and- 
twenty, who are placed beyond control and who have means 
at command. Had he remained as a curate till that age, suV 
ject in all his movements to the eye of a superior, he would, 
we may say, have put his name to no bills, have ridden after 
no hounds, have seen nothing of the iniquities of Gatherum 
Castle. There are men of twenty-six as fit to stand alone as 
ever they will be — ^fit to be prime ministers, heads of schools, 
judges on the bench — almost fit to be bishops; but Mark 
Robarts bad not been one of them. He had within him many 
aptitudes for good, but not the strengthened courage of a man 
to act up to them. The stuff of which his manhood was to 
be formed had been slow of growth, as it is with many men ; 
and, consequently, when temptation was offered to him, he 
had fallen. But he deeply grieved over his own stumbling, 
and from time to time, as his periods of penitence came upon 
him, he resolved that he would once more put his shoulder to 
the wheel as became one who fights upon earth that battle for 
which he had put on the armour. Over and over again did 
he think of those words of Mr. Crawley, and now as he 
walked up and down the path, crumpling Mr. Sowerby's letter 
in his hand, he thought of them again — *' It is a terrible fall- 
ing off; teiTible in the fall, but doubly terrible through that 
difficulty of returning." Yes ; that is a difiiculty which mtd- 
tiplies itself in a feai^l ratio as one goes on pleasantly running 
down the path — ^whitherward ? Had it come to that with him 
that he could not return — ^that he could never again hold up 

27—2 
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his head with a safe oonecience as the pastor of his parish ! 
It was Sowerby who had led him into this misery, who had 
brought on him this ruin? But then had not Sowerby paid 
him ? Had not that stall which he now held in Barchester 
l^een Sowerby's gift? He was a poor man now — a distresBcd, 
poverty-stricken man ; but nevertheless he wished with all 
his heart that he had never become a sharer in the good 
things of the Barchester chapter. *^ I shall resign the stall," 
he said to his wife that night. '' I think I may say that I 
have made up my mind as to that." 

*' But, Mark, will not people say that it is odd ? *' 

" I cannot help it — ^they must say it. Fanny, I fear that 
we shall have to bear the saying of harder words than that" 

•* Nobody can ever say that you have done anything that is 
unjust or dishonourable. If there are such men as Mr. 
Sowerby " 

" The blackness of his fault will not excuse mine." And 
then again he sat silent, hiding his eyes, while his wife, sitting 
by him, held his hand. 

". Don't make yoiurself wretched, Mark. Matters will all 
come right yet. It cannot be that the loss of a few hundred 
pounds should ruin you." 

" It is not the money — it is not the money I 

" But you have done nothing wrong, Mark.' 

** How am I to go into the church, and take my place before 
them all, when every one will know that bailiffs are in the 
house ? " And then, dropping his head on to the table, he 
sobbed aloud. 

Mark Eobarts' mistake had been mainly this> — he had 
thought to touch pitch and not to be defiled. He, looking 
out from his pleasant parsonage into the pleasant upper ranks 
of the world around him, had seen that men and things in 
those quarters were very engaging. His own x)arsonage, with 
his sweet wife, were exceedingly dear to him, and Lad/ 
Lufton's affectionate friendship had its value ; but were not 
these things rather dull for one who had lived in the best sets 
at Harrow and Oxford ; — ^unless, indeed, he could supplement 
them with some occasional bursts of more lively life ? Cakes ^ 
and ale were as pleasant to his palate as to the palates of those 
with whom he had formerly lived at college. He had the 
same eye to look at a horse, and the same heart to make him 
go across a country, as they. And then, too, he found that 
men liked him, — ^men and women also; men and women who 
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were high in worldly standing. His ass's earu wera tickled, 

and he iesraed to fiuicy that he was intended by nature for the 

sode^ of high people. It seemed as though he were follow- 
ing his appointed course in meeting men and women of the 
world at the houses of the fashionable and the rich. He was 
not the first clergyman that had so lived and had so prospered, 
^es, clergymen had so lived, and had done their duties in 
their sphere of life altogether u> the satis&ctiou of their 
countrymen — and of their sovereigns. Thus Mark Boharts 
had determined that he would touch pitch, and escajie defile- 
ment if that were possible. With what result those who have 
read so far will have perceived. Late on the following after- 
noon who should drive up to the parsonage door but Mr. 
Forrest, the bank manager from Barchester — Mr. Forrest, to 
whom Sowerby had always pointed as the Deua ex nuichinil 
who, if duly invoked, could relieve them all from their present 
Rubles, and dismiss the whole Tozer family — ^not howling 
into the wilderness, as one would have wished to do with that 
brood of Tozers, but so gorged with prey that from them no 
farther annoyance need be dreaded ? All this Mr. Forrest 
could do; nay, more, most willingly would do! Only let 
Mark Robarts put himself into the banker's hand, and blandly 
«gn what documents the banker might desire. " This is a 
very impleasant afiair," said Mr. Forrest as soon as they were 
closeted together in Mark's book-room. In answer to which 
observation the parson acknowledged that it was a very 
unpleasant affair. 

^ Mr. Sowerby has managed to put you into the hands of 
about the worst set of rogues now existing in their line of 
busmess in London." 

** So I suppose; Curling told me the same." Curling was. 
the Barchester attorney whose aid he had lately invoked. 

'* Curling has threatened them that he will expose their 
whole trade ; but one of them who was down here, a man 
i^med Tozer, replied, that you had much more to lose by ex- 
posure than he had. He went further, and declared that he 
Would defy any jury in England to refuse him his money. 
He swore that he discounted both bills in the regular way of 
business ; and, though this is of course false, I fear that it 
will be impossible to prove it so. He well knows that you 
are a clergyman, and that, therefore, he has a stronger hold 
on you than on other men." 

'* The disgrace shall Ml on Soyrerby," said Kobarts, hardly 



422 FRAMLET PABSOKAQB. 

actuated at the moment by any strong feeling of Christian 
forgiyeness. 

*^ I fear, Mr. Robarts, that he is somewhat in the condition 
of the Tozers. He will not feel it as you will do." 

" I must bear it, Mr. Forrest, as best I may." 

" Will you allow me, Mr. Robarts, to give you my advice. 
Perhaps I ought to apologize for intruding it upon you ; but 
as the bills have been presented and dishonoured across my 
counter, I have, of necessity, become acquainted with the 
circumstances.*' 

" I am sure I am very much obliged to you," said Mark. 

'^ You must pay this money, at any rate, the most consider- 
able portion of it ; — ^ihe whole of it, indeed, with such deduc- 
tion as a lawyer may be able to induce these hawks to make 
on the sight of the ready money. Perhaps 7601. or 800/. 
may see you clear of the whole affidr." 

" But I have not a quarter of that sum lying by me." 

"No, I suppose not; but what I would recommend is this: 
that you should borrow the money from the bank, on yonr 
own responsibility, — ^with the joint security of some friend 
who may be willing to assist you with his name. Lord Lufbn 
probably would do it." 

"No Mr. Forrest ^" 

" Listen to me first, before you make up yotur mind. If 
you took this step, of course you would do so with the fixed 
intention of paying the money yourself, — ^without any further 
reliance on Sowerby or on any one else." 

" I shall not rely on Mr. Sowerby again ; you may be sore 
of that." 

" What I mean is that you must teach yourself to recognize 
the debt as your own. If you can do that, with your income 
you can surely pay it, with interest, in two years. If ^^ 
Luflon will assist you with his name, I will so arrange the 
bills that the payments shall be made to &11 equally over that 
period. In that way the world will know nothing about it, 
and in two years' time you will once more be a free man. 
Many men, Mr. Robarts, have bought their experience much 
dearer than that, I can assure you." 

" Mr. Forrest, it is quite out of the question." 

" You mean that Lord Lufton will not give you his name. 

" I certainly shall not ask him ; but that is not all. In ^^ 
first place, my income will not be what you think it^ for I shaU 
probably give up the prebend at Barchester." 
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'' Give up the prebend I give up dx hundred a year ! " 

" And, beyond this, I thmk I may say that nothing shall 
tempt me to put my name to another bill. I have learned a 
lesson which I hope I may never forget." 

^*Then what do you intend to do ? " 

" Nothing I " 

" Then those men will sell every stick of furniture about 
the place. They know that your property here is enough to 
secure all that they claim.'* 

" If they have tiie power, they must sell it." 

" And all the world will know the facts." 

" So it must be. Of the faults which a man commits he 
must bear the punishment. If it were only myself 1 " 

" That's, where it is, Mr. Robarts. Think what your wife 
will have to suffer in going through such misery as that I 

You had better take my advice. Lord Lufton, I am sure ^" 

But the very name of Lord Luflon, his sister's lover, again 
gave him courage. He thought, too, of the accusations which 
Lord Luflon had brought against him on that night, when he 
had come to him in the coffee-room of the hotel, and he felt 
that it was impossible that he should apply to him for such 
aid. It would be better to tell all to Lady Lufton I That she 
would relieve him, let the cost to herself be what it might, he 
was very sure. Only this ; — that in looking to her for assist- 
ance he would be forced to bite the dust in very deed. 

" Thank you, Mr. Forrest, but I have made up my mind. 
Do not think that I am the less obliged to you for your dis- 
interested kindness, — ^for I know that it is disinterested ; but 
this I think I may confidently say, that not even to avert so 
terrible a calamity will I again put my name to any bill. 
Even if you could take my own promise to pay without the 
addition of any second name, I would not do it." There was 
nothing for Mr. Forrest to do under such circumstances but 
simply to drive back to Barchester. He had done the best 
for the young clergyman according to his lights, and perhaps, 
in a worldly view, his advice had not been bad. But Mark 
dreaded the very name of a bill. He was as a dog that had 
been terribly scorched, and nothing should again induce him 
to go near the fire. 

" Was not that the man from the bank ? " said Fanny, 
coming into the room when the sound of the wheels had died 
away. 

" Yes ; Mr. Forrest." 
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"Well, dearest?" 

" We ma»t prepare ourselves for the worst.*' 

" You will not sign any more papers, eh, Mark?" 

" No ; I have just now positively refused to do so." 

'' Then I can bear anything. But, dearest, dearest Hsik, 

will you not let me tell I^y Lufion 7 " 
Let them look at the matter in any way the punishment 

was very heavy. 



CHAPTER XLHI. 

IS SHE NOT INSIGNIFICANT? 

And now a month went by at Framley without any increase 
of comfort to our friends there, and also without any absolute 
development of the ruin which had been daily expected it 
the parsonage. Sundry letters had reached Mr. Robarts from 
various personages acting in the Tozer interest, all of which he 
referred to Mr. Curling, of Barchester. Some of these letters 
contained prayers for the money, pointing out how an innocent 
widow lady had been induced to invest her all on the faith of 
Mr. Robarts' name, and was now starving in a garret, with 
her three children, because Mr. Robarts would not make good 
his own undertakings. But the majority of them were filled 
with threats ; — only two days longer would be allowed, and 
then the sheriff's officers would be enjoined to do their work ; 
then one day of grace would be added, at the expiration of 
which the dogs of war would be unloosed. These, as fast as 
they came, were sent to Mr. Curling, who took no notice of 
ijiem individually, but continued his endeavour to prevent 
the evil day. The second bill Mr. Robarts would take up- 
such was Mr. Curling's proposition ; and would pay by two 
instalments of 250Z. each, the first in two months, and the 
second in four. If this were acceptable to the Tozer interest 
— ^well ; if it were not, the sheriff's officers must do their 
worst and the Tozer interest must look for what it could get. 
The Tozer interest would not declare itself satisfied with these 
terms, and so the matter went on. During which the roses 
faded from day to day on the cheeks of Mrs. Robarts, as under 
such circumstances may easily be conceived. In the mean* 
time Lucy still remained at Hogglestock, and had there become 
absolute mistress of the house. Poor Mrs. Crawley had been 



IS SHE NOT nrsiaNiFiOAirr ? 425 

8t death'8 door ; for some days she was delirious, and after- 
wards remained so weak as to be almost onoonsciouB ; but 
now the worst was over, and Mr. Crawlqr had been informed, 
that as far as human judgment might pronounce^ hia children 
would not become orphans nor would ne become a widower. 
Baring these weeks Lucy had not once been home nor had 
she seen any of the Framley people. " Why should she 
incur the risk of conveying infection for so small an object ? " 
as she herself argued, writing by letters, which were duly 
fumigated before ikey were opened at the parsonage. So she 
remained at Hogglestock, and the Crawley chUdren, now 
admitted to all the honoura of the nursery, were kept at 
Framley. They were kept at Framley, although it was 
expected from day to day that the beda on which they lay 
would be seized for the payment of Mr. Sowerby's debts, 
l^cy, as I have said, became mistress of the house at Hoggle- 
Btod:, and made herself absolutely ascendant over Mr. Crawley. 
Jellies, and broth, and fruit, and even butter, came from 
■Lufton Court, which she displayed on the table, absolutely on 
the cloth before him, and yet he bore it. I cannot say that he 
Partook of these delicacies with any freedom himself, but he 
Old drink his tea when it was given to him although it con- 
wined Framley cream ; — ^and, had he known it, Bohea itself 
^m the Framley chest. In truth, in these days, he had 
&^^ himself over to the dominion of this stranger ; and he 
^d nothing beyond, " Well, well," with two uplifted hands, 
J^hen he came upon her as she was sewing the buttons on to 
his own shirts — sewing on the buttons and perhaps occa- 
Monally applying her needle elsewhere, — ^not without utility, 
^e said to her at this period very little in the way of thanks. 
Sonae protracted conversations they did have, now and again, 
during the long evenings ; but even in these he did not utter 
^^y words as to their present state of life. It was on religion 
chiefly that he spoke, not lecturing her individually, but 
l^yhig down his ideas as to what the life of a Christian should 
^» and especially what should be the life of a minister. "But 
thongb I can see this, Miss Robarts," he said, " I am bound to 
^y that no one has fallen off so frequently as myself. I have 
i^enounced the devil and all his "v^orks ; but it is by word of 
^outh only — by word of mouth only. How shall a man 
crucify the old Adam that is within him, unless he throw 
'^^^^c^if prostrate in the dust and acknowledge that all his 
strength is weaker than water ? " To this, often as it might 
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be repeated, she would listen patiently, comforting him by 
such words as her theology would supply ; but then, when 
this was over, she would again resume her command and 
enforce from him a close obedience to her domestic behests. 

At the end of the month Lord Luflon came back to Fram- 
ley Court. His arrival there was quite unexpected ; though, 
as he pointed out when his mother expressed some surprise, 
he had returned exactly at the time named by him before 
he started. 

" I need not say, Ludovic, how glad I am to have you,*' 
said she, looking to his face and pressing his arm ; '* the more 
BO, indeed, seeing that I hardly expected it." 

He said nothing to his mother about Lucy the first evening, 
although there was some conversation respecting the Bobarts 
family. 

" I am afraid Mr. Robarts has embarrassed himself," said 
Lady Luflon, looking very seriously. '' Rumours reach me 
which are most distressing. I have said nothing to anybody 
as yet — not even to Fanny ; but I can see in her face, and 
hear in the tones of her voice, that she is suffering some great 
sorrow." 

'' I know all about it," said Lord Luflon. 

" You know all about it, Ludovic ?" 

''Yes; it is through ihat precious friend of mine, Mr. 
Sowerby, of Chaldicotes. He has accepted bills for Sowerby ; 
indeed, he told me so." 

*' What business had he at Chaldicotes ? What had he to 
do with such friends as that ? I do not know how I am to 
forgive him." 

" It was through me that he became acquainted with 
Sowerby. You must remember that, mother." 

" I do not see that that is any excuse. Is he to consider 
that all your acquaintances must necessarily be his friends 
also ? It is reasonable to suppose that you in your position 
must live occasionally with a great many people who are 
altogether tmfit companions for him as a parish clergyman. 
He will not remember this, and he must be taught it. What 
business had he to go to Gatherum Castle ? " 

" He got his stall at Barchester by going there," 

" He would be much better without his stall, and Fanny 
has the sense to know this. What does he want with two 
houses? Prebendal stalls are for older men than he — for 
men who have earned them, and who at the end of their livoi 
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want some ease. I wish with all mj heart that he had never 
taken it/'' 

" Six hundred a year has its charms all the same,*' said 
Lufton, getting tip and strolling out of the room. 

^^ If Mark really be in any difficulty," he said, later in the 
evening, " we mnst put him on his legs." 

" You mean, pay his debts? " 

^' Yes ; he has no debts except these acceptances of 
Sowerby's." 

" How much will it be, Lndovic 7 " 

" A thousand pounds, perhaps, more or less. PU find the 
money, mother ; only I shan't be able to pay you quite as 
soon as I intended." Whereupon his mother got up, and 
throwing her arms roimd his neck declared that she would 
never forgive him if he ever said a word more about her little 
present to him. I suppose there is no pleasure a mother can 
have more attractive than giving away her money to an only son. 

Lucy's name was first mentioned at breakfast the next 
morning. Lord Luflon had made up his mind to attack his 
mother on the subject early in the morning — ^before he went 
np to the parsonage; but as matters turned out, Miss Robarts' 
doings were necessarily brought under discussion without refer- 
ence to Lord Lufton's special aspirations regarding her. The 
fact of Mrs. Crawley's illness had been mentioned, and Lady 
Lnflon had stated how it had come to pass that all the Crawley's 
children were at the parsonage. 

" I must say that Fanny has behaved excellently," said 
Lady Lufton. " It was just what might have been expected 
from her. And indeed," she added, speaking in an embar- 
rassed tone, '' so has Miss Robarts. Miss Robarts has remained 
at Hogglestock and nursed Mrs. Crawley through the whole." 

" Remained at Hogglestock — through the fever I" exclaimed 
his lordship. 

" Yes, indeed," said Lady Lufton. 

" And is she there now ? " 

'^ Oh, yes ; I am not aware that she thinks of leaving just 
yet." 

'' Then I say that it is a great shame — a, scandalous shame ! " 

" But, Ludovic, it was her own doing." 

" Oh, yes; I understand. But why should she be sacrificed? 
Were there no nurses in the country to be hired, but that she 
must go and remain there for a month at the bedside of a 
pestilent &ver ? There is no justice in it." 
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'< Justice, Ludovic? I don^t know about justice, but there 
was great Christian charity. Mrs. Crawley has probably owed 
her life to Miss Robarts.** 

''Has she been ill? Is she ill? I insist upon knowing 
>Yhether she is ill. I shall go over to Hogglestock myself 
immediately after breakfast.'* To this Lady Luflon made no 
reply. If Lord Luflon chose to go to Hogglestock she could 
not prevent him. She thought, however, that it would be 
much better that he should stay away. He would be quite 
as open to the infection as Lucy Bobarts ; and, moreover, 
Mrs. Crawley's. bedside would be as inconvenient a place as 
might be selected for any interview between two lovers. Lady 
Lufion felt at the present moment that she was cruelly treated 
by circumstances with reference to Miss Bobarts. Of course 
ic would have been her part to le^tsen, if she could do so with- 
out injustice, that high idea which her son entertained of the 
beauty and worth of the young lady ; but, unfortunately, she 
had been compelled to praise her and to load her name with 
all manner of eulogy. Lady Luflon was essentially a true 
woman, and not even with the object of carrying out her own 
views in so important a matter would she be guilty of such 
deception as she might have practised by simply holding her 
tongue; but nevertheless she could hardly reconcile herself to 
the necessity of singing Lucy's praises. 

Ailer breakfast Lady Luifton got up from her chair, but 
hung about the room without making any show of leaving. 
In accordance with her usual custom she would have asked 
her son what he was going to do ; but she did not dare so to 
inquire now. Had he not declared, only a few minutes since, 
whither he would go ? '^ I suppose I shall see you at lunch ?" 
at last she said. 

" At lunch 7 Well, I don't know. Look here, mother. 
What am I to say to Miss Bobarts when I see her ?*' and he 
leaned with his back against the chimney-piece as he inter- 
rogated his mother. 

" What are you to say to her, Ludovic ?" 

" Yes, what am I to say, — as coming from you ? Am I to 
tell her that you will receive her as your daughter-in-law?" 

'^ Ludovic, I have explained all that to Miss Bobarts herself."* 

"Explained what?" 

" I have told her that I did not think that such a marriage 
would make either you or her happy." 

'•And why have you told her so? Why have you iakA 
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iipn yourself to judge for me in Bach a matter, as tbougfa I 
ivere a child 7 Mother, joa must tmsaj what you have said." 
Lurd Luilon, as he spoke, looked full into his mother*s face ; 
and he did so, not as though he were begging from her a 
favour, but issuing to her a command. She stood near him, 
with one hand on the breakfast-table, gazing at him almost 
furtively, not quite daring to meet the full view of his eye. 
There was only one thing on earth which Lady Lufton feared, 
and that was her son's displeasure. The sun of her earthly 
heaven shone upon her through the medium of his existence. 
If she were driven to quarrel with him, as some ladies of her 
acquaintance were driven to quarrel with their sons, the world 
to her would be over. Not but what facts might be so strong 
as to make it absolutely necessary that she should do this. 
As some people resolve that, under certain circumstances, they 
will commit suicide, so she could see that, under certain cir- 
cumstances, she must consent even to be separated from him. 
She would not do wrong, — not that which she knew to be 
wrong, — even for his sake. If it were necessary that all her 
happiness should collapse and be crushed in ruin around her, 
she must endtu*e it, and wait God's time to relieve her from so 
dark a world. The light of the sun was very dear to her, but 
even that might be purchased at too dear a cost. 

" I told you before, mother, that my choice was made, and I 
asked you then to give your consent ; you have now had time 
to think about it, and therefore I have come to ask you again. 
I have reason to know that there will be no impediment to my 
marriage if you will frankly hold out your hand to Lucy." 

The matter was altogether in Lady Lufton^s hands, but, 
fond as she was of power, she absolutely wished that it were 
not 80. Had her son married without asking her, and then 
brought Lucy home as his wife, she would undoubtedly have 
forgiven him; and much as she might have disliked the 
niatch, she would, ultimately, have embraced the bride. But 
now she was compelled to exercise her judgment. If he 
married imprudently, it would be her doing. How was she 
to give her expressed consent to that which she believed to 
be wrong? " Do you know anything against her; any reason 
why she should not be my wife ? " continued he. 

'' If you mean as regards her moral conduct, certainly not," 
said Lady Lufton. " But I could say as much as that in 
favour of a great many yoimg ladies whom I should regard as 
Very ill suited for such a marriage." 
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** Yes; some might be viilgar, some might be ill-tempered, 
some might be ugljr ; others might be burdened with dis- 
agreeable connectionB. I can understand that you should 
object to a daughter-in-law under any of these circumstances. 
But none of these things can be said of Miss Bobarts. I defy 
you to say that she is not in all respects what a lady should be." 

But her father was a doctor of medicine, she is the sister 
of the parish clergyman, she is only five feet two in height, 
and is so uncommonly brown I Had Lady Luilon dared to 
give a catalogue of her objections, such would have been its 
extent and nature. But she did not dare to do this. 

" I cannot say, Ludovic, that she is possessed of all that jou 
should seek in a wife.*' Such was her answer. 

<< Do you mean that she has not got money ? '' 

" No, not that ; I should be very sorry to see you making 
money your chief object, or indeed any essential object. H 
it clumced that your wife did have money, no doubt you. 
would find it a convenience. But pray understand me, 
Ludqyic; I would not for a moment advise you to subject 
your happiness to such a necessity as that. It is not because 
she is without fortune " 

" Then why is it ? At breakfast you were singing her 
praises, and saying how excellent she is." 

" If I were forced to put my objection into one word, I 

should say " and then she paused, hardly daring to 

encounter the frown which was already gathering itself on her 
son's brow. 

" You would say what ? " said Lord Lufton, almost roughly. 

** Don't be angry with me, Ludovic ; all that I think, and 
all that I say on this subject, I think and say with only one 
object — that of your happiness. What other motive can I 
have for anything in this world ? "^ And then she came close 
to him and kissed him. 

'^ But tell me, mother, what is this objection ; what is this 
terrible word that is to sum up the Ust of all poor Lucy's 
sins, and prove that she is unfit for married life ? " 

" Ludovic, I did not say that. You know that I did not." 

" What is the word, mother ? '* 

And then at last Lady Luflon spoke it out. " She is — ^ 
insignificant. I believe her to be a very good girl, but she is 
not qualified to fill the high position to whioh you would 
exalt her." 

'' Insignificant I " 
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" Yes, LndoviCy I think so." 

" Then, mother, yon do not know her. You must permit 
me to saj that you are talking of a girl whom you do not 
know. Of all the epithets of opprobrium which the English 
language could give you, that would be nearly the last which 
she would deserve." 
" I have not intended any opprobrium." 
" Insignificant ! " 

'' Perhaps you do not quite understand me, Ludovic." 
" I know what insignificant means, mother." 
"I think that she would not worthily fill the position 
which your wife should take in the world." 
" I understand what you say." 

^ She would not do you honour at the head of your table." 

" Ah, I understand. You want me to marry some bouncing 

amazon, some pink and white giantess of fiishion who would 

frighten the little people into their proprieties." 

" Oh, Ludovic ! you are intending to laugh at me now." 

"I was never less inclined to laugh in my life — ^never, I 

can assure you. And now I am more certain than ever that 

your objection to Miss Robarts arises from your not knowing 

her. You will find, I think, when you do know her, that she 

18 as well able to hold her own as any lady of your acquain- 

tance — ay, and to maintain her husband's position, too. I 

can assure you that I shall have no fear of her on that score." 

" I think, dearest, that perhaps you hardly " 

" I think this, mother, that in such a matter as this I must 
choose for myself. I have chosen; and I now ask you, as my 
mother, to go to her and bid her welcome. Dear mother, I 
will own this, that I should not be happy if I thought that 
you did not love my wife." These last words he said in a 
tone of affection that went to his mother's heart, and then he 
left the room. 

Poor Lady Lufton, when she was alone, waited till sh(^. 
heard her son's steps retreating through the hall, and then 
betook herself up-stairs to her customary morning work. She 
sat down at last as though about so to occupy herself; but 
her mind was too full to allow of her taking up her pen. She 
had often said to herself, in days which to her w^ere not as 
yet long gone by, that she would choose a bride for her son, 
and that then she would love the chosen one with all her 
heart. She would dethrone herself, in favour of this new 
queen, sinking with joy into her dowager state, in order that 
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her Bon*8 wife might shine with the greater splendour. The 
fondest day-dreams of her life had all had reference to the 
time when her son should bring home a new Lady Lnfton, 
selected by herself from the female excellence of England, and 
in which we might be the first to worship her new idol. But 
ooidd she dethrone herself for Lucy Bobarts ? Could she give 
up her chair of state in order to place thereon the little girl 
from the parsonage 7 Could she take to her heart, and treat 
with absolute loving confidence, with the confidence of an 
almost idolatrous mother, that little chit who, a few months 
since, had sat awkwardly in one comer of her drawing-room, 
afraid to speak to any one ? ^nd yet it seemed that it must 
come to this — to this — or else those day-dreams of hers would 
in nowise come to pass. She sat herself down, trying to ihink 
whether it were possible that Lucy might fill the throne ; for 
she had begun to recognize it as probable that her son's will 
would be too strong for her ; but her thoughts would fiy away 
to Griselda Grantly. Li her first and only matured attempt 
to realize her day-dreams, she had chosen Griselda for her 
queen. She had failed there, seeing that the Fates had destined 
Miss Grantly for another throne ; for another and a higher 
one, as far as the world goes. She would have made Griselda 
the wife of a baron, but fate was about to make that young 
lady the wife of a marquis. Was there cause of grief in this? 
Did she really regret that Miss Grantly, with all her virtues, 
should be made over to the house of Hartletop ? Lady Lufton 
was a woman who did not bear disappointment lightly ; but 
nevertheless she did almost feel herself to have been relieved 
from a burden when she thought of the termination of the 
Lufton-Grantly marriage treaty. What if she had been suc- 
cessful, and, after all, the prize had been other than she 
had expected ? She was sometimes prone to think that that 
prize was not exactly all that she had once hoped. Griselda 
looked the very thing that Lady Luflon wanted fer a queen; 
but how would a queen reign who trusted only to her looks? 
In that respect it was perhaps well for her that destiny had 
interposed. Griselda, she was driven to admit, was better 

suited to Lord Dumbello than to her son. But still such 

a queen as Lucy I Could it ever come to pass that the lieges 
of the kingdom would bow the knee in proper respect before 
so puny a sovereign ? And then there was that feeHng which, 
in still higher quarters, prevents the marriage ot princes with 
the most noble of their people. Is it not a recognized role id 



IS SHE KOT INSIGNIFICANT 7 433 

these realms that none of the blood rojal shall raise to rojal 
honours those of the subjects who are hy birth uo-royal 1 
LvLcy was a sabject of the house of Lufton in that she was the 
sister of the parson and a resident denizen of the parsonage. 
Presuming that Lucy herself might do for queen — ^granting 
that she might have some faculty to reign, the crown haying 
been duly placed on her brow — now, then, about that clerical 
brother near the throne? Would it not come to this, that 
there would no longer be a queen at Framley ? And yet she 
knew that she must yield. She did not say so to herself. 
She did not as yet acknowledge that she must put out her' 
hand to Lucy, calling her by name as her daughter. She 
did not absolutely say as much to her own heart — not as yttt. 
But she did begin to bethink herself of Lucy's high qualities, 
and to declare to herself that the girl, if not fit to be a queen, 
was at any rate fit to be a woman. That there was a spirit 
'vilhin that body, insignificant though the body might be, 
Uy Luflon was prepared to admit. That she had acquired 
the power — ^the chief of all powers in this world— of sacrificing 
herself for the sake of others ; that, too, was eyident enough. 
That she was a good girl, in the usual acceptation of the word 
good, Lady Luflon had neyer doubted. She was ready-witted, 
too, prompt in action, gifted with a certain fire. It was that 
gift of fire which had won for her, so imfortimately, Lord 
Lufton's loye. It was quite possible for her also to loye Lucy 
Hobarts; Lady Lufton admitted that to herself; but then who 
could bow the knee before her, and serye her as a queen ? 
Was it not a pity that she should be so insignificant ? 

But, neyerUieless, we may say that as Lady Lufton sate that 
morning in her own room for two hours without employment, 
the star of Lucy Robarts was gradually rising in the firma- 
ment. Afi;er all, loye was the ft>od chiefly necessary for tlie 
nourishment of Lady Lufton — ^the only food absolutely neces- 
sary. She was not aware of this herself, nor probably would 
those who knew her best haye so spoken of her. They would 
have declared that family pride, was her daily pabulum, and 
fihe herself would haye said so too, calling it, howeyer, by 
some less ofiensiye name. Her son*s honour, and the honour 
of her house !— of those she would haye spoken as the things 
dearest to her in this world. And this was partly true, ibr 
had her son been dishonoured, she would haye sunk with 
sorrow to the grave. But the one thing necessary to her 
chiiy lift was t£e power of loving those who were near to 

28 
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her. Lord Luflon, when he left the dining-room, intended at 
once to go np to the parsonage, but he first stroUed round the 
garden in order that he might make up his mind what he 
would say there. He was angry with his mother, having not 
had the wit to see that she was about to give way and yield 
to him, and he was determined to make it understood that in 
this matter he would have his own way. He had learned that 
which it was necessary that he should know as to Lucy's 
heart, and such being the case he would not conceive it pos- 
sible that he should be debarred by his mother's opposition. 
^' There is no son in England loves his mother better than 1 
do," he said to himself; *^ but there are some things which a 
man cannot stand. She would have married me to that block 
of stone if I woidd have let her ; and now, because she is 

disappointed there Insignificant! I never in my life 

heaiil anything so absurd, so untrue, so tmcharitable, so 

She'd like me to bring a dragon home, I suppose. It would 
serve her right if I did — some creatiure that would make the 
house intolerable to her." '' She must do it though,'' he said 
again, <' or she and I will quarrel," and then he turned off 
towards the gate, preparing to go to the parsonage. 

'^ My lord, have you heard what has happened ? " said the 
gardener, coming to him at the gate. The man was out of 
breath and almost overwhelmed by the greatness of his own 
tidings. 

" No ; I have heard nothing. What is it ? " 
'' The bailifis have taken possession of everything at the 
parsonage." 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

THB PHIUSTHfES AT THE PABSONAGE. 

It has been already told how things went on between the 
Tozers, Mr. Curling, and Mark Robarts during that month. 
Mr. Forrest had drSled out of the business altogether, as aiso 
had Mr. Sowerby, as far as any active participation in it 
went. Letters came frequently from MS*. Curling to the 
parsonage, and at last came a message by special mission to 
say that the evil day was at hand. As far as Mr. Curling's 
professional experience would enable him to anticipate or 
ibretel the proceediiigs of such a man as Tom Tozer he 
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thought that the sheriff's officers would be at Framley Par- 
sonage on the following morning. Mr. Curling^s experience 
did not mislead him in this respect. '^ And what will you do, 
Mark?" said Fanny, speaking through her tears, after she had 
read the better which her husband handed to her. 
" Nothing. What can I do ? They must come." 
" Lord Luilon came to-day. Will you not go to him ? " 
" No. If I were to do so it would be the same as asking 
him for the money." 

"Why not borrow it of him, dearest? Surely it would 
not be so much for him to lend." 

"I cotdd not do it. Think of Lucy, and how she stands 
with him. Besides, I have already had words with Lufton 
about Sowerby and his money matters. He thinks that I am 
to blame, and he would tell me so ; and then there would be 
sharp things said between us. He would advance me the 
money if I pressed for it, but he would do so in a way that 
would make it impossible that I should take it." 

There was nothing more, then, to be said. If she had had 
her own way Mrs. Robarts would have gone at once to Lady 
Lufton, but she could not induce her husband to sanction 
such a proceeding. The objection to seeking assistance from 
her ladyship was as strong as that which prevailed as to her 
son. There had already been some little beginning of ill- 
feeling, and under such circumstances it was impossible to 
ask for pecuniary assistance. Fanny, however, had a pro- 
phetic assurance that assistance out of these difficulties must 
in the end come to them from that quarter, or not come at 
all ; and she would fain, had she been allowed, make every- 
thing known at the big house. On the following morning 
they breakfasted at the usual hour, but in great sadness. A 
Oiaid-servant, whom Mrs. Robarts had brought with her when 
she married, told her that a rumour of what was to happen 
had reached the kitchen. Stubbs, the groom, had been in 
Barchester on the preceding day, and, according to his 
account — so said Mary — everybody in the city was talking 
about it. " Never mind, Mary," said Mrs. Robarts, and 
Mary replied, " Oh, no, of course not, ma'am." In these 
days Mrs. Robarts was ordinarily very busy, seeing that there 
Were six children in the house, four of whom had come to 
her but ill supplied with infantine belongings ; and now, as 
usual, she went about her work immediately after breakfast. 
But she moved about the house very slowly, and was almost 

28—2 
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unable to give ner orders to the servants, and spoke sadly to 
the children "who hung about her wondering^ what was tbe 
matter. Her husband at the same time took himseLT to his 
book-room, but when there did not attempt any employment. 
He thrust his hands into his pockets, and, leaning against the 
fire-place, fixed his eyes upon the table before him without 
looking at anything that was on it ; it was impossible for him 
to betake himself to his work. Eemember what is the ordi- 
nary labour of a clergyman in his study, and think how fit 
he must have been for such employment I What would have 
been the nature of a sermon composed at such a moment, and 
with what satis&ction could he have used the sacred volume 
in referring to it for his arguments ? He, in this respect, was 
worse off than his wife ; she did employ herself, but he stood 
there without moving, doing nothing, with fixed eyes, think- 
ing what men would say of him. Luckily for him this state 
of suspense was not long, for within half an hour of lus 
leaving the breakfast-table, the footman knocked at his door 
— ^that footman with whom, at the beginning of his difficulties, 
he had made up his mind to dispense, but who had been kept 
on because of the Barchester prebend. 

" If you please, yoiu: reverence, there are two men outside," 
said the footman. Two men ! Mark knew well enough what 
men they were, but he could hardly take the coming of two 
such men to his quiet country parsonage quite as a matter of 
course. 

" Who are they, John ? " said he, not wishing any answer, 
but because the question was forced upon him. 

" I'm afeard they're — bailiffs, sir." 

" Very well, John ; that will do ; of course they must do 
what they please about the place.'* And then, when the 
servant lefl him, he still stood without moving, exactly as he 
had stood before. There he remained for ten minutes, but 
the time went by very slowly. When about noon some cir- 
cumstance told him what was the hour, he was astonished to 
find that the day had not nearly passed away. And then 
another tap was struck on the door — a soimd which he well 
recognized — and his wife crept silently into the room. She 
came close up to him before she spoke, and put her arm 
within his : 

'^Mark," she said, ''the men are here: they are in tho 
yard." 

'* I know it," he answered gruffly. 
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'< Will it be better that you should see them, dearest ?** 

" See them ; no ; what good can I do by seeing them ? 
But I shall see them, soon enough ; they will be here, I sup- 
pose, in a few minutes." 

" They are taking an inventory, cook says ; they are in the 
stable now.'* 

'^ Very well ; they must do as they please ; I cannot help 
them." 

'* Cook says that if they are allowed their meals and some 
beer, and if nobody takes anything away, they wilT be quite 
civil." 

'< Civil ! But what does it matter ! Let them eat and 
drink what they please, as long as the food lasts. I don't 
suppose the butcher will send you more." 

" But, Mark, there's nothing due to the butcher, — only the 
regular monthly bill." 

" Very well ; you'll see." 

'' Oh, Mark, don't look at me in that way. Do not turn 
away from me. What is to comfort us if we do not ding to 
each other now ? " 

** Comfort us I God help you ! I wonder, Fanny, that you 
can bear to stay in the room with me." 

« Mark, dearest Mark, my own dear, dearest husband! who 
is to be true to you, if I am not ? You shall not turn from 
me. How can anything like this make a difference between 
you and me?" And then she threw her arms round his 
neck and embraced him. It was a terrible morning to him, 
and one of which every incident will dwell on his memory to 
the last day of his life. He had been so proud in his position 
— ^had assumed to himself so prominent a standing — had con- 
trived, by some trick which he had acquired, to carry his 
head so high above the heads of neighbouring parsons. It 
was this that had taken him among great people, had intro- 
duced him to the Duke of Omnium, had procured for him the 
stall at Barchester. But how was he to carry his head now ? 
What would the Arabins and Grantlys say ? How would the 
bishop sneer at him, and Mrs. Proudie and her daughters tell 
of him in all their quarters ? How would Crawley look at 
him — Crawley, who had already once had him on the hip ? 
The stem severity of Crawley's face loomed upon him now. 
Crawley, 'with his children half naked, and his wife a drudge, 
and himself half starved, had never had a bailiff in his house 
at Hogglestock ? And then his own curate, Evans, whom he 
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had patronized, and treated almost as a dependant — liow was 
he to look his curate in the face and arrange with him for the 
sacred duties of the next Sunday ? His wife still stood hy 
him, gazing into his face ; and as he looked at her and thought 
of her misery, he could not control his heart wiih reference 
to the wrongs which Sowerby had heaped on him. It was 
Sowerby*8 falsehood and Sowerby*s fraud which had brought 
upon him and his wife this terrible anguish. 

'* If there be justice on earth he wiU sqfTer for it yet," he 
•aid at last, not speaking intentionally to his wife, but unable 
to repress his feelings. 

''•Do not wish him evil, Mark ; you maybe sure he has his 
own sorrows.*' 

'' His own sorrows I No ; he is callous to such misery as 
this. He has become so hardened in dishonesty that all this 
is mirth to him. If there be punishment in heaven for 
&lsehood ^ 

'' Oh, Mark, do not curse him 1" 

" How am I to keep myself from cursing when I see what 
he has brought upon you ? " 

'''Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord,'" answered the 
yoimg wife, not with solemn, preaching accent, as though 
bent on reproof, but with the softest whisper into his ear. 
" Leave that to Him, Mark ; and for us, let us pray that He 
may soften the hearts of us all ; — of him who has caused us to 
suffer, and of our own." Mark was not called upon to reply 
to this, for he was again disturbed by a servant at the door. 
It was the cook this time herself, who had come with a mes- 
sage from the men of the law. And she had come, be it 
remembered, not from any necessity that she as cook should 
do this line of work; for the footman, or Mrs. Bobarts* maid, 
might have come as well as she. But when things are out 
of course servants are always out of course also. As a rule, 
nothing will induce a butler to go into a stable^ or persuade a 
housemaid to put her hand to a frying-pan. But now that 
this new excitement had come upon ^e household-seeing 
that the bailiffs were in possession, and that the chattels were 
being entered in a catalogue, everybody was willing to do 
everything^— everything but his or her own work. The 
gardener was looking after the dear children ; the nurse was 
doing the rooms before the bailiffs should reach them; the 
groom had gone into the kitchen to get their lunch ready ^^ 
them; and the cook was walking about with an inkstand. 
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obeying all the orders of these great potentates. As far as 
the seryants were concerned, it may be a question whether 
the coming of the bailiffs had not hitherto been r^arded as 
a treat 

" If you please, ma'am," said Jemima cook, " they wishes to 
know in which room you'd be pleased to have the inmin-tory 
took fust. 'Cause, ma'am, they wouldn't disturb you nor 
master more than can be aYoided. For their line of life, 
ma'am, they is very dyil — ^very civil indeed." 

"I suppose they may go into the drawing-room," said 
^Sxs, Bobarts, in a sad low voice. All nice women are proud 
of their drawing-rooms, and she was very proud of hers. It 
had been furnished when money was plenty with them, imme- 
diately after their marriage, and everything in it was pretty, 
good, and dear to her. O ladies, who have drawing->rooms in 
which the things are pretty, good, and dear to you, think of 
what it would be to have two bailifBs rummaging among them 
with pen and ink-horn, making a catalogue preparatory to a 
sheriff's auction; and all without fault or extravagance of 
your own I There were things there that had been given to 
her by Lady Lufton, by Lady Meredith, and other friends, 
and the idea did occur to her that it might be possible to save 
them from contamination ; but she would not say a word, lest 
^7 ^ saying she might add to Mark's misery. 

'^ And then the dining-room," said Jemima cook, in a tone 
almost of elation. 

" Yes ; if they please." 

''And then master's book-room here; or perhaps the bed- 
rooms, if you and master be stiU here." 

"AjQy way they please, cook; it does not much signify," 
flaid Mrs. Bobarts. But for some days after that Jemima was 
hy no means a favourite with her. 

The cook was hardly out of the room before a quick foot- 
step was heard on the gravel before the window, and the hall 
door was ipunediately opened. 

"Where is your master?" said the well-known voice of 
Lord Lu^n ; and then in half a minute he also was in the 
book-room. 

" Mark, my dear fellow, what's aU this ? " said he, in a 
cheery tone and with a pleasant face. " Did not you know 
that I was here ? I came down yesterday ; landed from Ham- 
burg only yesterday morning. How do you do^ Mrs, Bobarts ? 
This is a terrible bore, isn't it?" Bobarts, at the first 
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momenty hardly knew how to speak to his old friend. He wa8 
struck dumb by the diagraoe of his position ; the more so as 
his misfortune was one which it was partly in the power of 
Lord Lufton to remedy. He had never yet borrowed money 
since he had filled a man's position, but he had had words 
about money with the young peer, in which he knew that his 
friend had wronged him ; and £)r this double reason he was 
now speechless. 

''Mr. Sowerby has betrayed him," said Mrs. Bobarts, 
wiping the tears from her eyes. Hitherto she had said no 
word against Sowerby, but now it was necessary to defend 
her husband. 

'' No doubt about it. I believe he has always betrayed 
every one who has ever trusted him. I told you what he was, 
some time since; did I not? But, Mark, why on earth have 
you let it go so &r as this ? Would not Forrest help you?** 

'' Mr. Forrest wanted him to sign more bills, and he would 
not do that ? '' said Mrs. Bobarts, sobbing. 

" Bills are like dram-drinking,'' said the discreet young 
lord : " when one once begins, it is very hard to leave off. Is 
it true that the men are here now, Mark ? " 

" Yes, they are in the next room." 

" What, in the drawing-room ? " 

'' They are making out a list of the things," said Mrs. 
Bobarts. 

" We must stop that at any rate," said his lordship, walk- 
ing off towards the scene of the operations ; and as he left the 
room Mrs. Bobarts followed him, leaving her husband by 
himself. 

" Why did you not send down to my mother ? " said he, 
speaking hardly above a whisper, as they stood together in 
the hall. 

" He would not let me." 

" But why not go yourself? or why not have written to 
me, — considering how intimate we are I " Mrs. Bobarts 
could not explain to him that the peculiar intimacy betwe^ 
Lim and Lucy must have hindered her from doing so, even if 
otherwise it might have been possible ; but she felt such was 
the case. 

" Well, my men, this is bad work you're doing here," said 
lie, walking into the drawing-room. Whereupon the cook 
curtseyed low, and the bailiff, knowing his lordship, stopped 
from their business and put their hands to their foreheadfr 
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" Yon must stop this, if 70a please, — ^at once. Come, ]et*B go 
out into the kitchen, or some place outside. I don't like to 
see jou here with your big boots and the pen and ink among 
the ftimiture." 

^^ We aia't a-done no harm, my lord, so please your lord- 
ship," said Jemima oook. 

^* And we is only a* doing our bonnden dooties,*' said one 
of the bailiffs. 

*^ As we is sworn to do, so please your lordship,'* said the 

other. 

"And is wery sorry to be unconwenient, my lord, to any 
gentleman or lady as is a genleman or lady. But accidents 
will happen, and then what can the likes of us do ? *' said 
the first. 

" Because we is sworn, my lord," said the second. But, 
nevertheless, in spite of their oaths, and in spite also of the 
stern necessity which they pleaded, they ceased their opera- 
tioDs at the instance of the peer. For the name of a lord is 
still great in England. 

" And now leave this, and let Mrs. Robarts go into her 
drawing-room." 

" And, please your lordship, what is we to do ? Who is 
we to look to ? " In satisfying them absolutely on this point 
Lord Luflon had to use more than his influence as a peer. It 
was necessary that he should have pen and paper. But with 
pen and paper he did satisfy them ; — satisfy them so far that 
they agreed to return to Stubbs' room, the former hospital, 
due stiptdation having been made for the meals and beer, and 
there await the order to evacuate the premises which would no 
doubt, under his lordship's influence, reach them on the fol- 
lowmg day. The meaning of all which was that Lord Luflon 
W undertaken to bear upon his own shoulder the whole debt 
due by Mr. Robarts. And then he returned to the book- 
i^m where Mark was still standing almost on the spot in 
which he had placed himself immediately afler breakfast. 
Mrs. Robarts did not return, but went up among the children 
to counter-order such directions as she had given for the pre- 
paration of the nursery for the Philistines. "Mark," he said, 
" do not trouble yourself about this more than you can help. 
The men have ceased doing anything, and they shall leave the 
place to-morrow morning." 

"And how will the money — ^be paid?" said the poor 
clergyman. 
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<• Do not bother yourself about that at present It shall 
80 be managed that the burden shall iaXL ultimatelj on yoor- 
«elf — ^not on any one else. But. I am sure it must be a 
comfort to you to know that your wife need not be driven out 
of her drawing-room." 

" But, Lufton, I cannot allow you — ^after what has passed— 
and at the present moment " 

" My dear fellow, I know all about it, and I am coming to 
that just now. Tou have employed Curling, and he shall 
settle it ; and upon my word, Mark, you ehaXl pay the bill. 
But, for the present emergency, the money is at my banker's." 

" But, Lufton " 

'' And to deal Honestly, about Curling's bill I mean, it ongbt 
to be as much my affair as your own. It was I that brought 
you into this mess with Sowerby, and I know now how unjust 
about it I was to you up in London. But the truth is that 
Sowerby's treachery had nearly driven me wild. It has done 
the same to you since, I have no doubt." 

'^ He has ruined me," said Bobarts. 

''No, he has not done that. No thanks to him though; be 
would not have scrupled to do it had it come in his way. 
The fact is, Mark, that you and I cannot conceive the depth 
of fraud in such a man as that. He is alwa3r8 looking for 
money ; I believe that in all his hours of most friendly inter- 
course, — ^when he is sitting -with you over your wine, and 
riding beside you in the field, — he is still thinlring how he can 
make use of you to tide him over some difficulty. He has 
lived in that way till he has a pleasure in cheating, and has 
become so clever in his line of fife that if you or I were with 
him again to-morrow he would again get the better of us. He 
is a man that must be absolutely avoided; I, at any rate, hare 
learned to know so much." In the expression of wbicb 
opinion Lord Lufton was too hard upon poor Sowerby;^ 
indeed we are all apt to be too hard in forming an opinion 
upon the rogues of the world. That Mr. Sowerby had been a 
rogue, I cannot deny. It is roguish to lie, and He had be^ ^ 
great liar. It is roguish to make promises which the pronuser 
knows he cannot perform, and such Had been Mr. Sowerby s 
daily practice. It is roguish to live on other men's monej; 
and Mr. Sowerby had long been doing so. It is roguish, 
at least so I would hold it, to deal willingly with rogues ; ^ 
Mr. Sowerby had been constant in such dealings. I do not 
know whether he had not at times fallen even into tosM 
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palpable roguery than is proved by Buch practices as those 
enumerated. Though I have for him some tender feeling, 
knowing that there was still a touch of gentle bearing round 
his heart, an abiding taste for better things within him, I can- 
not ^quit him from the great accusation. But, for all that, 
in spite of his acknowledged roguery, Lord Lufton was too hard 
upon him in his judgment. There was yet within him the 
means of repentance, could a locus penitentin have been sup- 
plied to him. He grieved bitterly over his own ill doings, and 
knew well what changes gentlehood would have demanded 
irom him. Whether or no he had gone too far for all changes 
— ^whether the locus penitentisB was for him still a possibility — 
that was between him and a higher power. 

" I have no one to blame but myself," said Mark, still speak- 
u)g in the same heart-broken tone and with his face averted 
from his fidend. 

The debt would now be paid, and the bailiffs would be 
expelled ; but that would not set him right before the world. 
It would be known to all men — to all clergymen in the diocese, 
that the sheriff's officers had been in charge of Framley 
Parsonage, and he could never again hold up his head in 
the close of Barchester. " My dear fellow, if we were all to 
make ourselves miserable for such a trifle as this, — " said 
Lord Lufton, putting his arm affectionately on his friend's 
shoulder. 

^'But we are not all clergymen," said Mark, and as he 
spoke he turned away to the window and Lord Luflon knew 
t^at the tears were on his cheek. 

Nothing was then said between them for some moments, 
after which Lord Lufton again spoke, — 

" Mark, my dear fellow 1 " 

"WeU," said Mark, with his face still turned towards the 
window. 

"You must remember one thing; in helping you over this 
stile, which will be really a matter of no inconvenience to me, 1 
have a better right than that even of an old friend ; I look 
^pon you now as my brother-in-law." Mark turned slowly 
^^ound, plainly showing the tears upon his face. 

" Do you mean," said he, " that anything more has taken 
place?" 

*^ I mean to make your sister my wife ; she sent me word 
^y you to say that she loved me, and I am not going to stand 
Upon any nonsense after that. If she and I are both willing 
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no one alive has a right to stand between us, and, by heayens, 
DO one shall. I will do nothing secretly, so I tell you that, 
exactly as I have told her ladyship.** 

<' But what does she say ? '* 

'^ She says nothing ; bnt it cannot go on like that. My 
mother and I cannot live here together if she opposes me in 
this way. I do not want to frighten your sister by going over 
to her at Hogglestock, but I expect you to tell her so much as 
I now tell you, as coming from me ; otherwise she will think 
that I have forgotten her.** 

" She will not think that.'* 

"She need not; good-bye, old fellow. I'll make it all 
right between you and her ladyship about this affidr of 
Sowerby's." And then he took his leave and walked off to 
settle about the payment of the money. 

" Mother," said he to Lady Lufion that evening, *< you must 
not bring this affair of the bailiffs up against Bobarts. It has 
been more my fault than his." 

Hitherto not a word had been spoken between Lady Lufton 
and her son on the subject. She had heard with terrible 
dismay of what had happened, and had heard also that Lord 
Lufton had immediately gone to the parsonage. It was 
impossible, therefore, that she should now interfere. That 
the necessary money would be forthcoming she was aware, 
but that would not wipe out the terrible dlEfgrace attached to 
an execution in a clergyman's house. And then, too, he was 
her clergyman, — ^her own clergyman, selected and appointed, 
and brought to Framley by herself, endowed with a wife of 
her own choosing, filled with good things hy her own hand ! 
It was a terrible misadventure, and she began to repent that 
she had ever heard the name of Robarts. She would not, 
however, have been slow to put forth the hand to lessen the 
evil by giving her own money, had this been either necessaiy 
or possible. But how could she interfere between Bobarts 
and her son, especially when she remembered the proposed 
connection between Jjucy and Lord Lujfton 7 

**Youriault, Ludovic?" 

" Yes, mother. It was I who introduced him to Mr. Sowerby ; 
and, to tell the truth, I do not think he would ever have been 
intimate with Sowerby if I had not given him some sort of a 
commission with reference to money matters then pending 
between Mr. Sowerby and me. They are all over ncWi'-* 
—thanks to you, indeed.'* 
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" Mr. Robarts' character as a clergyman should hare kept 
him from such troubles, if no other feeling did so.*' 

''At any rate, mother, oblige me by letting it pass by.** 

' Oh, I shall say nothing to him.** 

''You had better say something to her, or otherwise it 
will be strange ; and even to him I would say a word or 
two, — ^a word in kindness, as you so well know how. It will 
he easier to him in that way, than if you were to be altogether 
ffllent.*' 

No further conversation took place between them at the 
time, but later in the evening she brushed her hand across her 
son's forehead, sweeping the long silken hairs into their 
place, as she was wont to do when moved by any special 
feeling of love. "Ludovic,** she said, "no one, I tibink, has 
BO good a heart as you. I will do exactly as you would have 
me about this affair of Mr. Rbbarts and the money.** And 
then there was nothing more said about it. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

PALACE BLESSINGS. 

And now, at this period, terrible rumours found their way 
into Barchester, and flew about the cathedral towers and 
round the cathedral door ; ay, and into the canon's houses and 
the humbler sitting-rooms of the vicars choral. Whether they 
made their way from thence up to the bishop's palace, or 
whether they descended from the palace to the close, I will 
not pretend to say. But they were shocking, unnatural, and 
no doubt grievous to all those excellent ecclesiastical hearts 
which cluster so thickly in those quarters. The first of these 
had reference to the new prebendary, and to the disgrace 
which he had brought on the chapter; a disgrace, as some of 
them boasted, which Barchester had never known before, 
^his, however, like most other boasts, was hardly true ; for 
within but a very few years there had been an execution in 
the house of a late prebendary, old Dr. Stanhope; and on 
that occasion the doctor himself had been forced to fly away 
to Italy, starting in the night, lest he also should &11 into the 
hands of the Philistines, as well as his chairs and tables. " It 
^a scandalous shame," said Mrs. Proudie, speaking not of 
the old doctor^ but of the new offender ; '' a scandalous shame : 
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and it would only serve him ligbt if the gown were stripped 
from his back." 

** I suppose his living will be sequestrated," said a young 
minor canon who attended much to the ecclesiastical injunc- 
tions of the lady of the diocese, and was deservedly held in 
high favour. If Framley were sequestrated, why should not 
he, as well as another, undertake the duty — ^with such stipend 
as the bishop might award ? 

'* I am told that he is over head and ears in debt," said the 
future Mrs. Tickler, " and chiefly for horses which he has 
bought and not paid for." 

" I see him riding very splendid animals when he comes 
over for the cathedral duties," said the minor canon. 

" The sheriff's officers are in the house at present, I am 
told," said Mrs. Proudie. 

"And is not he in jail ? ** said Mrs. Tickler. 

" If not, he ought to be," said Mrs. Tickler's mother. 

" And no doubt soon will be," said the minor canon ; '' for 
I hear that he is linked up with a most discreditable gang of 
persons.** 

This was what was said in the palace on that heading ; and 
though, no doubt, more spirit and poetry was displayed there 
than in the houses of the less gifted clergy, this ^ows the 
manner in which the misfortune of Mr. Robarts was generally 
discussed. Nor, indeed, had he deserved any better treat- 
ment at their hands. But his name did not run the gauntlet 
for the usual nine days ; nor, indeed, did his fame endure at 
its height for more than two. This sudden fall was occasioned 
by other tidings of a still more distressing nature ; by a 
rumour which so affected Mrs. Proudie that it caused, as she 
said, her blood to creep. A.nd she was very careful that the 
blood of others should creep also, if the blood of others was 
equally sensitive. It was said that Lord Dumbello had jilted 
Miss Grantly. From what adverse spot in the world these 
cruel tidings fell upon Barchester I have never been able to 
discover. We know how quickly rumour flies, making her- 
self common through all the cities. That Mrs. Proudie should 
have known more of the facts connected with the Hartletop 
family than any one else in Barchester was not snrpnsiD^; 
seeing that she was so much more conversant with the 
great world in which such people lived. She knew, and was 
therefore correct enough in declaring, that Lord DumbcIIo 
had already jilted one other young lady — ^the Lady J^ 
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Mac Mull, to whom he had been engaged three seasons back| 
and that therefore his character in such matters was not to be 
tnusted. That Lady Julia had been a terrible flirt and greatly 
given to waltzing with a certain German count, with whom 
flhe had since gone off — that, I suppose, Mrs. Proudie did not 
know, much as she was conversant with the* great world,—* 
seeing that she said nothing about it to any of her ecclesiastical 
listeners on the present occasion. 

'' It will be a terrible warning, Mrs. Quiverful, to us all ; a 
most useful warning to us — not to trust to the diings of Uiia 
world. I fear they made no inquiry about this young noble- 
man before they agreed that his name should be linked with 
that of their daughter.*' This she said to the .wife of the 
present warden of Hiram^s Hospital, a lady who had received 
^vonrs from her, and was therefore bound to listen attentively 
to her voice. 

" But I hope it may not be true," said Mrs. Quiverful, who, 
in spite of die allegiance due by her to Mrs. Proudie, had 
reasons of her own for wishing well to the Grantly family. 

'^ I hope so, indeed,*' said Mrs. Proudie, with a slight tinge 
of anger in her voice ; " but I fear that there is no doubt. 
And I must confess that it is no more than we had a right to 
^^pect. I hope that it may be taken by all of us as a lesson, 
•nd an ensample, and a teaching of the Lord's mercy. And 
I "vnsh you would request your husband — from me, Mrs. 
Quiverful — ^to dwell on this subject in morning and evening 
lecture at the hospital on Sabbath next, showing how false is 
^e trust which we put in the good things of this world:" 
which behest, to a certain extent, Mr. Quiverful did obey, 
feeling that a quiet life in Barchester was of great value to 
^^ ; but he did not go so far as to caution his hearers, who 
confflBted of the aged bedesmen of the hospital, against matn- 
monial projects of an ambitious nature. In this case, as in 
^ others of the kind, the report was known to all the chapter 
Wore it had been heard by the archdeacon or his wife. The 
^ean heard it, and disregarded it ; as did also the dean's wife — 
at first ; and those who generally sided with the Grantlys in 
^e diocesan battles pooh-poohed the tidings, saying to each 
other that both the archdeacon and Mrs. Grantly were very 
^ell able to take care of their own affairs. But dripping 
^ter hollows a stone; and at last it was admitted on aU 
i^des that there was ground for fear,— on all sides, except at 
Plumstead* 
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'' I am rtre there is nothing in it ; 1 really am sure of it," 
said Mrs. Arabin, whispering to her sister ; '* but after taming 
it oyer in mj mind, I thought it right to tell you. And yet 
I don^t know now but I am wrong." 

*' Quite right, dearest Eleanor," said Mrs. Grantly. <^ And 
I am much obliged to you. But we understand it, you know. 
It comes, of course, like all other Christian blessings, from the 
palace." And then there was nothing more said about it 
between Mrs. Grantly and her sister. But on the following 
morning there arrived a letter by post, addressed to Mn. 
Grantly, bearing the postmark of Littlebath. The letter ran:— 

" Madam, — ^It is known to the writer that Lord Dumbello has arranged 
with certain friends how he may escape from his present engagement 
I think, therefore, that it is my dnty as a Christian to warn yon of tb'u. 

"Yours truly, 

"A Wellwishdl'* 

Now it had happened that the embryo Mrs. TickWs most 
intimate bosom Mend and confidante was known at Pliunstead 
to live at Littlebath, and it had also happened — ^most unfor- 
tunately — that the embryo Mrs. Tickler, in the warmth of her 
neighbourly regard, had written a friendly line to her friend 
Griselda Grantly, congratulating her with all female sincerity 
on her splendid nuptials with the Lord Dumbello. 

" It is not her natural hand," said Mrs. Grantly, talking 
the matter over with her husband, " but you may be sure it 
has come from her. It is a part of the new Christianity 
which we leai-n day by day from the palace teaching." But 
these things had some effect on the archdeacon^s mind. He 
had learned lately the story of Lady Julia Mac Mull, and was 
not sure that his son-in-law — ^as ought to be about to be— had 
been entirely blameless in that matter. And then in these da)r« 
Lord Dumbello made no great sign. Immediately on Griselda 8 
return to Plumstead he had sent her a magnificent present of 
emeralds, which, however, had come to her direct from the 
jewellers, and might have been — and probably was— ordered 
by his num of business. Since that he had neither come, nor 
8ent| nor written. Griselda did not seem to be in any way 
annoyed by this absence of the usual sign of love, and went 
on steadily with her great duties. " Nothing," as she told her 
mother, " had been said about writing, and, therefore, she did 
not expect it." But the archdeacon waa not quite at his ease. 
«< Keep Dumbello up to his Fs and Q's, you know,"* a ^^^ 
of his had whispered to him at hia olub. By heavens* y* 
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The archdeacon was not a man to bear with indifference a 
wrong in such a quarter. In spite of his clerical profession, 
few men were more inclined to fight against personal wrongs — 
and few men more able. 

" Can there be anything wrong, I wonder? " said he to his 
wife. '< Is it worth while that I should go up to London 7 '* 
But Mrs. Grantly attributed it all to the palace doctrine. 
What could be more natural, looking at all the circumstances 
of the Tickler engagement? She therefore gave her voice 
against any steps being taken by the archdeacon. A day or 
two after that Mrs. Proudie met Mrs. Arabin in the close and 
condoled with her openly on the termination of the marriage 
treaty ;— quite openly, for Mrs. Tickler — as she was to be — 
was with her mother, and Mrs. Arabin was accompanied by 
her sifiter-in-law, Mary Bold. 

" It must be very grievous to Mrs. Grantiy, very grievous 
^i^d^i" said Mrs. Proudie, ^'and I sincerely feel for her. 
Bn^ Mrs. Arabin, all these lessons are sent to us for our 
«temal welfiire." 

** Of course,** said Mrs. Arabin. '^ But as to this special 
lesson, I am inclined to doubt that it " 

'* Ah-h 1 I fear it is too true. I fear there is no room for 
doubt Of course you are aware that Lord Dumbello is off for 
^ Continent." Mrs. Arabin was not aware of it, and she 
^'^ obliged to admit as much. 

'^ He started four days ago, by way of Boulogne," said 
Mrs. Tickler, who seemed to be very well up in the whole 
affair. ** I am so sorry for poor dear Griselda. I am told she 
has got all her things. It is such a pity, you know." 

** But why should not Lord DmnbeUo come back from the 
Continent?" said Miss Bold, very quietly. 

" Why not, indeed ? I'm sure I hope he may," said 
Mrs. Proudie. '* And no doubt he will, some day. But if he 
be such a man as they say he is, it is really well for Griselda that 
she should be relieved from such a marriage. For, afler all, 
Mrs. Arabin, what are the things of this world?— dust beneath 
our feet, ashes between our teeth, grass cut for the oven, vanity, 
vexation, and nothing more I " — well pleased with which variety 
of Christian metaphors Mrs. Proudie walked on, still muttering, 
however, something about worms and grubs, by which she 
intended to signify her own species and the Dumbello and 
Grantly sects of it in particular. This now had gone so &r 
^t Mrs. Arabin conceived herself bound ix^ duty to see her 

29 
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iister, and it was then settled in consultation at Plumstead 
that the archdeacon should call officially at the palace and beg 
that the rumour might be contradicted. This he did early on 
the next morning and was shown into the bishop^s study, in 
which he found both his lordship and Mrs. Proudie. The 
bishop rose to greet him with special civility, smiling his very 
sweetest on him, as though of all his clergy the archdeacon 
were the &yourite ; but Mrs. Proudie wore something of a 
gloomy aspect, as though she knew that such a visit at such 
an hour must have reference to some special business. The 
morning calls made by the archdeacon at the palace in the 
way of ordinary civiHty were not numerous. On the present 
occasion he dashed at once into his subject. '^ I have called 
this morning, Mrs. Proudie,*^ said he, '^ because I wish to iak 
a favour from you." Whereupon Mrs. Proudie bowed. 

" Mrs. Proudie will be most happy, I am sure," said the bishop. 

*' I find that some foolish peo^e have been talking in Bar- 
Chester about my daughter," said the archdeacon ; '' and I 
wish to ask Mrs. Proudie " 

Most women under such circumstances would have felt the 
awkwardness of their situation, and would have prepared to 
eat their past words with wry faces. But not so Mrs, Proudie. 
Mrs. Grantly had had the imprudence to throw Mr. Slope^ in 
her face — there, in her own drawing-room, and she was 
resolved to be revenged. Mrs. Grantly, too, had ridiculed the 
Tickler match, and no too great niceness should now prevent 
Mrs. Proudie from speaking her mind about the DumbeUo 
match. 

'^ A great many people are talking about her, I am sony 
to say," said Mrs. Proudie ; " but, poor dear, it is not her 
fault. It might have happened to any girl ; only, perhaps, a 
little more care — ; you'll excuse me. Dr. Grantly." 

" I have c6me here to allude to a report which has been 
spread about in Barchester, that the match between Lord 
DumbeUo and my daughter has been broken off; and " 

" Everybody in Barchester knows it, I believe," said Mrs. 
Proudie. 

^* and," continued the archdeacon, "to request that that 

report may be contradicted." 

" Contradicted I Why, he has gone right away, — out of 
the country I " 

" Never mind where he has gone to, Mrs. Proudie ; I b^ 
that the report may be contradicted." ^- 
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''Tonll baye to go round to every hotue in Baiobetter 

then," said she. 

<' By no meansy" replied the archdeacon. '^ And, perhapiy 
it may be right that Lshoold ezpUdn to the bishop that loame 
bere because " 

^ The biahop knows nothing about it,'' said Mrs. Proodie. 

'^ Nothing in the world/* said his lordship. ''And I am 
sure I hope that the young lady may not be disaj^inted." 
-— ^<< becanse the matter was so distinctly motioned to Mrs* 
Arabin by yourself yesterday." 

" Distinctly mentioned ! Of course it was distinctly men- 
tioned. There are some things which can^t be kept under a 
bushel. Dr. Grantly ; and this seems to be one of them. Your 
going about in this way won't make Lord Dumbello marry 
the young lady." That was true ; nor would it make Mrs. 
Proudie hold her tongue. Perhaps the archdeacon was wrong 
in hia present errand, and so he now began to bethink himself. 
^' At any rate," said he, '^ when I tell you that there is no 
gn>imd whatever for such a report you will do me the kind* 
ness to say that, as &r as you are concerned, it shall go no 
inrther. I think, my lord, I am not asking too much in 
asking that." . 

'* The bishop knows nothing about it," said Mrs. Proudie 
again. 

*' Nothing at all," said the biis^p. 

^' And as I must protest that I believe the information 
which has reached me on this head," said Mrs. Proudie, '' I 
do not see how it is possible that I should contradict it. I can 
easily understand your feelings, Dr. Grantly. Considering 
your daughter's position the match was, as regards earthly 
wealth, a very great one. I do not wonder that you should 
he grieved at its being broken off; but I trust that this sorrow 
may eventuate in a blessing to you and to Miss Griselda. 
These worldly disappointments are precious balms, and I trust 
you know how to accept them as such." The fact was that 
Dr. Gxantly had done altogether wrong in coming to the 
palace. His wife might have some chance with Mrs. Proudie, 
hut he had none. Since she had come to Barchester he had 
had only two or three encounters with her, and in all of these he 
had gone to the wall. His visits to the palace always resulted 
in his leaving the presence of the inhabitants in a frame of mind 
by no means desirable, and. he now found that he had to do so 
oaoe again. He could not coihpel Mrs. Proudie to say that the ' 

29— a 



45S FaAXLET PABSQETAm. 

report was nntrae ; nor cotdd he condeBcend to make ooonter 
hits at her about her own daughter, as his wife would haye 
dmie. And thns having utterly fiuled, he got up and took his 
kave. But the worst of the matter was, tibat, in going home, 
he could not divest his mind of the idea that there might be 
some truth in the report What if Lord Dumbello had gone 
to the Ckmtinent resolved to send back from thence some 
reason why it was impossible that he should make Miw 
Grantly his wife ? Such things had been done before now by 
men in his rank. Whether or no Mrs. Tickler had been the 
letter-writing wellwisher from Littlebath, or had induced her 
friend to be so, it did seem manifest to him, Dr. Grantly, that 
Mrs. Proudie absolutely believed the report which she promul- 
gated so diligently. The wish might be £ither to the bought, 
no doubt ; but that the thought was truly there, Dr. Gnntly 
could not induce himself to disbelieve. His wife was less 
credulous, and to a certain d^ree comforted him ; bat ihat 
evening he received a letter which greatly confirmed the 8f»- 
jncions set on foot by Mrs. Proudie, and even shook his wife's 
fidth in Lord Dumbello. It was from a mere acquaintance, 
who in the ordinary course of things would not have written 
to him. And the bulk of the letter referred to ordinary things, 
as to which the gentleman in question would hardly have 
thought of giving himself the trouble to write a letter. Bnt at 
the end of the note he said« — *' Of course you are aware that 
Dumbello is off to Paris ; I have not heard whether the exact 
day of his return is fixed." 

'' It is true, then," said the archdeacon, striking the library 
table with his hand, and becoming absolutely white about the 
mouth and jaws. 

'' It cannot be," said Mrs. Grantly ; but even she was now 
trembling. 

<<If it be so ril drag him back to England by the collar of 
his coat, and disgrace him before the steps of his iathors 
halL" And the archdeacon as lie uttered the threat looked 
his character as an irate British fiither much better than he 
did his other character as a clergyman of the Church of 
England. The archdeacon had been greatly worsted by 
Mrs. Proudie, but he was a man who knew how to fight his 
battles among, men — sometimes without too close a repA to 
his cloth. 

'* Had Lord Dumbello intended any such thing he would 
have written, or got some friend to write by this time," na4 
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Mrs. Gfraady, '' It is quite possible that he might wish to be 
off, but he would be too chary of his name not to endeaTOur 
to do so with decency." 

Thus the matter was discussed, and it appeared to them 
both to be so serious that the archdeacon resolred to go at 
once to London. That Lord Dnmbello had gone to I^rance 
he did not doubt; but he would find some one in town 
acquainted with the young man's intentions, and he would, 
no doubt, be able to hear when his return was expected. It 
there were real reason for apprehension he would follow the 
runagate to the Continent, but he would not do this without 
absolute knowledge. According to Lord Dumbello*s present 
engagements he was bound to present himself in August next 
at Plumstead Episcopi, with the view of then and there 
taking Griselda Grantly in marriage; but if he kept his 
word in this respect no one had a right to quarrel with him 
for going to Paris in the meantime. Most expectant bride- 
grooms would, no doubt, under such drcumstanoes, have 
declared their intentions to their future brides ; but if Lord 
Dumbello were different from others, who had a right on that 
account to be indignant with him? He was unlike Qther 
men in other things; and especially unlike other men in 
being the eldest son of the Marquis of Hartletop. It would 
be*all very well for Tickler to proclaim his whereabouts from 
week to week ; but the eldest son of a marquis might find it 
inconvenient to be so precise 1 Nevertheless the archdeacon 
thought it only prudent to go up to London. '^ Susan,*' said 
the archdeacon to his wife, just as he was starting; — ^at this 
moment neither of them were in the happiest spirits — '^I 
think I would say a word of caution to Griselda." 

''Do you feel so much doubt about it as that?" said 
Mrs. Grantly. But even she did not dare to put a direct 
n^^ve to this proposal, so much had she been moved by 
what she had heard 1 

*' I think I would do so, not frightening her more than I 
could help. It will lessen the blow if it be that the blow is 
to fall." 

''It will kill me," said Mrs. Grantly; "but I think that 
she will be able to bear it." On the next morning 
Mrs. Grantly, with much cunning preparation, went about 
the task which her husband had left her to perform. It took 
her long to do, for she was very cunning in the doing of it ; 
but at last it dropped from her in words that there was a 
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poisibility-^a bare possibUify— that some disappeintmenft 
might eren yet be in store for them. 

«Do you mean, mamma, that the mairiage viU be pot 
off?" 

*' I don't mean to say that I think it will ^ God forbid ! 
bnt it is just possible. I daresay that I am very wrong to tell 
you this, bat I know that yon hiave sense enongh to bear it. 
Papa hais gone to London, and we shall hear from him soon." 

'* Then, mamma, I had better gi^e them orders not to go on 
with the marking.** 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

LADY LUFrON*8 BEQUEST. 

The bailiffb on that day had their meals regular-— and their 
beer, whioh state of tlungs, together with an absenoe of aU 
duty in Hie way of msking inrentories and the like, I take 
to be the earthly paradise of bailiff ; and on the next morn- 
ing they walked off with dvil speeches and many apologies 
as to ^eir intrusion. <*They was very sorry,*' th^ said, 
^ to have troubled a gen*leman as were a gen*leman, but in 
their way of business what could they do?** To which one 
of them added a remark that, ^ business is business.** This 
statement I am not prepared to contradict, but I would recom- 
mend all men in choosing a profession to avoid any that may 
require an apology at every turn ; either an apdogy or else a 
somewhat violent assertion of ri^t. Each yotmger male 
reader may, perhaps, reply that he has no thought of beoom* 
ing a sheriff's officer; but then are there not other oofp^ste 
lines of life to which, perhaps, the attention of some saoh may 
be attracted? On the evening of the day on which they went 
Mark received a note from Lady Lufton begging him to call 
early on the following morning, and immediately after brtek- 
ihst he went across to Framley Com*t. It may be imagined 
that he was not in a very happy frame of ndnd, but he ^t 
the truth of his wife*s remark that the first plunge .into cold 
water was always the worst. Lady Lufkon was not a woman 
who would continually throw his disgrace into his teeth, how- 
ever terribly cold m%ht be the first words with which ^e 
spoke of it. He strove hard as he entered her room to cany 
his usual look and bearing, and to put out his hand to greet 
her with his customary freedom, but he knew that he failed. 
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And it may be said that no good man wHo has broken down 
in his goodness can carry the disgrace of his ML without 
some look of shame. When a man is able to do that, he 
ceases to be in any way good. 

'' Thia has be^ a distressing affair," said Lady LQi)K)n, 
after her first sahitation. 

" Yes, indeed," said he. " It has been very sad for poor 
Fanny." 

" Well; we must all have our little periods of grief ; and 
it may perhaps be forttmate if none of us have worse than 
this. She will not complain, herself, I am sure." 

<< She complain ! " 

" No, I am sure she will not. And now all IVe got to say, 
Mr. Robarts, is this : I hope you and Lufton have had enough 
to do with black sheep to last you your lives; for I must 
protest tiiat your late friend Mr. Sowerby is a black sheep." 
In no possible way could Lady Luflon have alluded to the 
matter with greater kin^ess than in thus joining Mark's 
name wiih that of her son. It took away all ihe bitterness of 
the rebuke, and made the subject one on which even he 
might have spoken without difficulty. But now, seeing that 
she was so gentle to. him, he coxdd not but lean the more 
hardly on himself. 

^* I have been very foolish," said he, "very foolish, and 
very wrong, and very wicked." 

"Very foolish, I believe, Mr. Robarts— to speak frankly 
and once for all ;, but, as I also believe, nothing worse. I 
thought it best for both of us that we should just have one 
word about it, and now I recommend that the matter be never 
mentioned between us again." 

" God bless you, Lady Lufton," he said, " I think no man 
ever had such a friend as you are." She had been very quiet 
during the interview, and almost subdued, not speaking with 
the animation that was usual to her; for this affair with 
Mr. Robarts was not the only one she had to complete that 
day, nor, perhaps, the one most difficult of completion. But 
she d^ered up a little under the praise now bestowed on her, 
for it was the sort of praise she loved best. She did hope, 
and perhaps, flatter heraelf, that she was a good friend. 

" You must be good enougli, then, to gratify my friendship 
by coming up to dinner this evening; and Fanny, too, of 
course. I cannot take any excuse, for the matter is com- 
pletely arranged. I have a particular reason for wishing it." 
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These last violent injanctions had been added becaiue Ladj 
Lufton had seen a refusal xisiDg in the parson's face. Poor 
Ladj LuflonI Her enemies — ^for even she had enemies- 
used to declare of her, that an invitation to dinner -was the 
only method of showing itself of which her good-humour was 
cognizant. But let me ask of her enemies whether it is not 
as good a method as any other known to be extant? Under 
such orders as these obedience was of course a necessity, and 
he promised that he, with his wife, would come across to 
dinner. And then, when he went away. Lady Lufton ordered 
her carnnge. 

During these doings at Framley, Lucy Robarts still re- 
mained at Hogglestock, nursing Mrs. Crawley. Nothing oc- 
curred to take her back to Framley, for the same note from 
Fanny which gave her the first tidings of the arrival of the 
Philistines told her also of their departure— and also of the 
source from whence relief had reached them. '^ Don't oome, 
therefore, for that reason," said the note, '' but, nevertheless, 
do come as quickly as you can, for the whole house is sad 
without you." On the morning after the receipt of this note 
Lucy was sitting, as was now usual with her, beside an old 
arm-chair to which her patient had lately been promoted. 
The fever had gone, and Mrs. Crawley was slowly regaining 
her strength— very slowly, and with frequent caution from 
the Silverbridge doctor that any attempt at being well too 
fast might again precipitate her into an abyss of illness and 
domestic inefficiency. 

" I really think I can get about to-morrow," said she ; 
" and then, dear Lucy, I need not keep you longer from 
your home." 

" You are in a great hurry to get rid of me, I think. 1 
suppose Mr. Crawley has been complaining again about the 
cream in his tea." 

Mr. Crawley had on one occasion stated his assured con- 
viction that surreptitious daily supplies were being brougo^ 
into the house, because he had detected the presence of cream 
instead of milk in his own cup. As, however, the cream had 
been going for sundry dajrs before this. Miss Robarts had not 
thought much of his ingenuity in making the diacoveiy* 

" Ah, you do not know how he speaks of you when your 
back is turned." 

" And how does he speak of me ? I know you yio^ 
not have the courage to tdU me the whole." 
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" NOf I have not ; for you would think it absurd coming 
from one who looks like him. He sajs that if he were to 
write a poem about womanhood, he would make you the 
heroine.** 

'^ With a cream-jug in my hand, or else sewing buttons on 
to a shirt-collar. But he never forgave me about the mutton 
broth. He told me, in so many words, that I was Sr— story- 
teller. And for the matter of that, my dear, so I was." 

" He told me that yon were an angel." 

" €k)odne88 gracious 1 '* 

'< A ministering angel. And so you have been. I can 
almost feel it in my heart to be glad that I have been ill, 
seeing that I have had you for my friend." 

'' But you might have had that good fortune without the 
fever." 

'' No, I should not In my married life I have made no 
friends till my illness brought you to me ; nor should I ever 
really have known you but for that. How should I get to 
know any one ? " 

''You will now, Mrs. Crawley; will you not? Promise 
that you will. You will come to us at Framley when you 
are well? You have promised already, you know." 

'' You made me do so when I was too weak to refuse." 

*' And I shall make you keep your promise, too. He shall 
come, also, if he likes ; but you shall come whether he likes 
or no. And I won't hear a word about your old dresses. 
Old dresses will wear as well at Framley as at Hpgglestock." 
From all which it will appear that Mrs. Crawley and Lucy 
Kobarts had become very intimate during this period of the 
nursing ; as two women always will, or, at least, should do, 
when^ut up for weeks together in the same sick room. 

The conversation was still going on between them when 
the sound of wheels was heard upon the road. It was no 
highway that passed before the house, and carriages of any 
sort were not frequent there. 

'' It is Fanny, I am sure," said Lucy, rifdng from her chair. 

" There are two horses," said Mrs. Crawley, distinguishing 
the noise with the accurate sense of hearing which is always 
attached to sickness ; '' and it is not the noise of the pony- 
carriage.** 

''It is a r^;ular carriage," said Lucy, speaking from the 
window, " and stopping here. It is somebody from Framley 
Court, for I know tlie servant." As she sj[)oke a blush came 
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to her forehead. Might it not be Lord Loflon, ahe thought 
to herself— forgetting, at the moment, that Lord Lufton did 
not go about the eonntry in a close ehariot with a fat footman. 
Intimate as she had become with lirs. Crawley she had said 
nothing to her new friend on the subject of her love affair. 
1*he carriage 8t<^^)ed; and down came the footman, but nobody 
spoke to him from Itie inside. 

'< He has probably brought something from Framley,* ' said 
Lucy, haying cream and sn<^ like matters in her mind ; for 
cream and such like matters had come from Framley Court 
more than once during her sojourn there. *' And the carriage, 
probably, happened to be coaang this way." But the mystoy 
soon elucidated itself partially, or, perhaps, became more 
mysterious in another way. The r^-armed litde'girl who 
had been taken away by her frightened mother in the fint 
burst of the fever had now returned to her place, and at the 
present moment entered the room, with awe-struck &ce, 
declaring that Miss Eobarts was to go at. once to the big lady 
in the carriage. 

'^ I suppose it's Lady Lufton," said Mrs., Crawley. Lucy's 
heart was so absolutely in her mouth that any kind of speech 
was at the moment impossible to her. Why idiould Lady 
Lufton have come iMther to Hogglestock, and why should she 
want to see her, Lucy Bobarts, in the carriage ? Had not 
everyAing between lliem been settled ? And yet ■ ■ ■ 1 Lucy, 
in the moment for thought thaft was allowed to her, could not 
determine what might be the probable upshot of such aQ 
interview. Her diief feeling was a desire to postpone it for 
t^ present instant. But the red-armed little girl would not 
allow that. 

" You are to oome-at once,'* said she* 

And then Lucy, wi^ut having spoken a yfot^, got up and 
left the roomr She walked downstairs, dong the little passage, 
and out through the smaM garden, with firm steps, but hardly 
knowing whither she went or why. Her presence of mind 
and self-possession had all deserted her. She knew that she 
was unable to speak as she should do ; she felt that she would 
hi^ve to regret hjsr present behaviour, but yet she could not 
help hersdf. Why should Lady Luflon have come to her 
there? She went on, and the big footman stood with the 
carriage door open. She stepped up ahnost unconsciously^ 
and, without knowing how she got tberOy she found. herself 
seated by Lady Lufton. To tell the truth her LadyiAip jdso 
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was a Ikde at a loss to know bow she was to caxzy through 
her present plan of operations. The duty of beginning, how- 
ever, was dearly with her, and iheie£ore, having taken Lney 
by the hand, she spoke. ^ Miss Bobarts," she said, " my son 
has oome home. I don't know whether yon are aware c^ it" 
She cqpoke wilii a low, gentle yoioe, not qnite like herself, bat 
Luoy was much too oonftised to notice this. 

<' I was not aware of it,** said Lnoy. She had, however, 
been so-informed in Fanny's letter, but all that had gone oat 
of her head. 

^* Yes; he has come back. He has been in Norway, you 
kQow,*— fishing.** 

" Yes," said Lucy. 

'' I am sore you will remember all that took place when 
you came to me, not long ago, in my little room upstairs at 
Fxamley Court." In answer to whieh, Luoy, quivering in 
every nerve, and wrongly thinking that she was visibly shak- 
ing in every, limb, timidly answered that she did remember* 
Wikj was it that she had then been so bold, and now was so 
poor a coward 7 

''Well, my dear, all that I said to you then I said to you 
thinking that it was for the best. You, at any rate, will not 
be angry with me for loving my own son better than I love 
any one eke.** 

" Oh, no," said Lucy. 

''He is the best of sons, and the best of men, and I am 
sure that he will be the best of husbands.'* 

Lucy had an idea, by instinct, however, rather l^an by 
Bight, that Lady Luilon^a eyes were fail of tears as she spoke. 
As for herself i^e was altogether, blinded, and did not dure to 
lift her &ce or to turn her head. As for the utterance of any 
soimd, that was quite out of tlie question. "And now t have 
come h^e^ Lucy, to ask you to be his wife." 

She was quite sure that she heard the words. The^ came 
plainly to her ears, leaving on her brain l&eir proper sense, 
but yet she could not move or make any sign that she had 
understood them* It seaned as though it would be ungene- 
rous in her to take advantage of such conduct and to accept 
an offer made with so much self*sacrifice-. She had not time 
at the first moment to think even of his happiness, let alone 
her own, but she thought only of the magnitade of the con- 
oesfdon which had been made to her. When she had consti- 
tuted .Lady Lufton the arbiter of her destiny she had regarded 
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ihe question of her love as decided against herself. She had 
found herself unable to endure the position of being Lady 
Lufk>n*s danghter-in-hiw while Ladj Lufton would be scorn- 
ing her, and therefore she had given up the game. She had 
given up the game, sacrificing herself, and, as fiir as it might 
be a samfice, sacrificing him also. She had been resolute to 
stand to her word in tius respect, but she had never allowed 
herself to think it possible that Lady Lufton should comply 
with the conditions which she, Lucy, had laid upon her. And 
yet such was the case, as she so plainly heard. '' And now I 
nave come here, Lucy, to ask you to be his wife.*' How long 
they sat together silent, I cannot say ; counted by minutes the 
time would not probably have amounted to many, but to each 
of them the duration seemed considerable. Lady Lufton, 
while she was speaking, had contrived to get hold of Lucy's 
hand, and she sat, still holding it, trying to look into Lucy's 
fiioe,—- which, however, she could hardly see, so much was it 
turned away. Neither, indeed, were Lady Lufton'i^ eyes per- 
fectly dry. No answer came to her question, and thtf efore, 
after a while, it was necessary that she should speak again. 

" Must I go back to him, Lucy, and tell him that there is 
some other objection — something besides a stem old mother ; 
some hindrance, perhaps, not so easily overcome ? " 

'^ No," said Lucy, and it was all which at the moment she 
could say. 

"What shall I tell him then? Shall I say yes— simply 
yes?" 

'^ Simply yes," said Lucy. 

" And as to the stem old mother who thought her only son 
too precious to be parted with at the first woid — is nothing to 
be said to her?" 

"Oh, Lady Lufton I" 

"No forgiveness to be spoken, no sign of affection to be 
given ? Is she always to be regarded as stem and cross, vex- 
atious and disagreeable? " Lucy slowly turned round her head 
and looked up into her companion's face. Though she had as 
yet no voice to speak of affection she could fill her eyes with 
love, and in that way make to her future mother all the promises 
that were needed. " Lucy, dearest Lucy, you must be very 
dear to me now." And then they were in each other's armsy* 
kissing each other. Lady Lufton now desired her coadiman 
to drive up and down for some little space along the road 
while she completed her necessary conversation with Lucy. 
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She wanted at first to carry her back to Framlej that evening, 
promising to send her again to Mrs. Crawley on the foUowing 
morning — " till some permanent arrangement could be made," 
by whidh Lady Lufton intended l&e substitution of a regular 
nurse for her future daughler-in-law, seeing that Lucy Bobarts 
was now invested in her eyes with attributes which made it 
unbecoming that she should sit in attendance at Mrs. Crawley*s 
bedside. But Lucy would not go back to Framley on that 
evening ; no, nor on the next morning. She would be so glad 
if Fanny would come to her there, and then she would arrange 
about going home. '^ But, Lucy, dear, what am I to say to 
Ludovic ? Perhaps you would feel it awkward if he were to 
come to see you here.*' 

<' Oh, yes. Lady Lufton ; pray tell him not to do that.** 

«' And is that all that I am to tell him?** 

"Tell him — ^tell him — He won*t want you to tell hira 
anything ; — only I should like to be quiet for a day, Lady 
Lufton.*' 

^^Wctt^dfiarest, you shall be quiet; the day afler to-morrow 

then. ^ffind^ wnt wasaaL not spare you any longer, because 

it will be right that you AodtfL be at home now. He would 
think it very hard if you were to b^ so near, and he was not 
to be allowed to look at you. And there will be some one 
else who will want to see you. I shall want to have you 
very near to me, for I shall be wretched, Lucy, if I cannot 
teach you to love me.** In answer to which Lucy did find 
voice enough to make sundry promises. And then she was 
put out of the carriage at the little wicket gate, and Lady 
Lufton was driven back to Framley. I wonder whether the 
servant when he held the door for Miss Robarts was conscious 
that he was waiting on his future mistress. I fancy that he 
was, for these sort of people always know everything, and the 
peculiar courtesy of his demeanour as he let down the car- 
riage steps was very observable. 

Lucy felt almost beside herself as she returned upstairs, not 
knowing what to do or how to look, and with what words to 
speak. It behoved her to go at once to Mrs. Crawley's room, 
and yet she longed to be alone. She knew that she was quite 
unable either to conceal her thoughts or express them ; nor 
did she wish at the present moment to talk to any one about 
her happiness, — seeing that she could not at the present moment 
talk to Fanny Bobarts. She went, however, without delay 
Into Mrs. Crawley's room, and with that little eager way of 
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speaking quickly which ia so common with people who know 
l£at Ihey are confiieed, said that she feared she had been- a 
very long time away. " And was it Lady Lnfton?" 

" Yes ; it was Lady Lufton." 

♦* "Why, Lucy ; I did not know that you and her ladyship 
were such friends." 

^ She had something particular she wanted to say,^' «dd 
Lucy, avoiding the question, and avoiding also Mrs. Grawlej's 
^es; and then she sat down in her usual chaur. 

** It was nothing unpleasant, I hope." 

" No, nothing at all unpleasant ; nothing of that kind.— Oh, 
Mrs. Crawley, Til tell you some other time, but pray do 
not ask me now." And then she got up and escaped, for it 
was absolutely necessary that she should be alone. 

When she reached her own room — that in whicli the 
children usually slept — ^she made a great effort to compofle 
herself, but not altogether successfully. She got out hei 
paper and blotting-book, intending, as she said to herself, 
to write to Fanny, knowing, however, that the letter when 
written would be destroyed ; but she was not able even to form 
a word. Her hand was unsteady and her eyes were dim and 
her thoughts were incapable of being fixed. She could only 
sit, and think, and wonder and hope ; occasionally wiping the 
tears from her eyes, and asking herself why her present frame 
of mind was so painful to her ? During the last two or three 
months she had felt no fear of Lord Lufron, had always carried 
herself before him on equal terms, and had been signally 
capable of doing so when he made his declaration to her at the 
parsonage ; but now she looked forward with an undefined 
dread to the first moment in which she should see him. And 
then she thought of a certain evening she had passed at 
Framley Court, and acknowledged to herself that there was 
some pleasure in looking back to that. Griselda Grandy had 
been there, and all the constitutional powers of the tv^o 
families had been at work to render easy a process of love- 
making between her and Lord Lufton. Lucy had seen and 
understood it all, without knowing that she understood it, and 
had, in a certain degree, suffered from beholding it. She had 
placed herself apart, not complaining — painfully conscious of 
some inferiority, but, at the same time, almost boasting to 
herself that in her own way she was the superior. And then 
he had come behind her chair, whispering to her, speaking . to 
her his first words of kindness and good-nature, and she had 
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resolved lliat she would be his fiiend — ^his friendi even though 
Qriselda Grantly might be his wife. What those resolutions 
were woxth had soon become manifest to her. She had eoon 
confessed to herself the result of that friendship, andhad deter- 
mined "to bear her puni^ment with courage. But now 

She sate so for about an hour, and would fain have so sal 
out the day. But as this could not be, she got up, and having 
wa3hed her face and eyes returned to Mrt). Crawleyls room. 
There ^lie found Mr. Crawley also, to her great joy, for she 
knew that while he was there no questions would be asked of 
her. He was always very gentle to her, treating her with an 
old-fashioned, polished respect — except when compelled on 
that one occasion by his sense of duty to accuse her of men- 
dacity respecting the purveying of victuals y but he had 

never become absolutdy ^miliar with her as his wife had 
done ; and it was well for her now that he had not done so, 
for she could not have talked about Lady Luilon. In the 
evening, when the three were present, she did manage to say 
that she expected Mrs. Robarts would come over on the fol- 
lowing day. *' We shall part with you, Miss Robarts, with 
the deepest regret," said Mr. Crawley; '^ but we would not on 
any account keep you longer. Mrs. Crawley can do without 
you now. What she would have done, had you not come to 
us, I am at a loss to think." 

<' I did not say that I should go," said Lucy. 
" But you wifi," said Mrs. Crawley. " Yes, dear, you wilL 
I know that it is proper now that you should return. Nay, 
but we will not have you any longer. And the po<5r dear 
children, too, — ^they may return. How am I to thank Mrs. 
Robarts for what she has done for us ? " It was settled that 
if Mrs. Robarts came on the following day Lucy should go 
back with her ; and then, during the long watches of the night 
— ^for on this last night Lucy would not leave the bed-side of 
her new friend till long afler the dawn had broken, she did 
tell Mrs. Crawley what was to be her destiny in life. To herself 
there seemed nothing strange in her new position; but to 
Mrs. Crawly it was wonderfal that she — she, poor as sh^ was 
— should have an embryo peeress at her bedside, handing her 
her cup to drink, and smoothing her pillow that she might be 
at rest. It was strange, and she could hardly maintain her 
accustomed.^oniiiarity. Lucy felt this at the moment. 

'^ It must make no difference, you know," said she, eagerly ; 
^** none at ^, between you and me. Promise me that it shall 
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make no difference.** The promiae was, of coune, exacted^ ^^l 
bill it was not possible that such a promise should be kept* ^ 
Very early on &e billowing morning — so early that it woke *^ 
her while still in her first sleep-— there came a letter £ar her 
from the parsonage. Mrs. Bobarts had written it, after 
her retom home from Lady Luflon's dinner. The letter 
said:— 

''Mr OWK OWN Dabuko, — ^How am I to coneratalate yoa, and 
be eager enongh in wishing raa joj ? I do wish yoa joy, and am 
■o Terjr happy. I write now chiefly to lay that I shall be over with yoa 
about twelve to-morrow, and that I mu$t bring yoa away with me. If 
I did not lome one else, by no means so trustworthy, would insist on 
doing it" 

But this, though it was thus stated to be the chief part of the 
letter, and though it might be so in matter, was by no means 
so in space. It was very long, for Mrs. Bobarts had sat 
writing it till past midnight. 

** 1 will not say anything about him," she went on to say, after two 
pages had been filled with his name, " but I must tell you how beai- 
tifSlly she has behaved. You will own that she is a dear woman ; will 
yoa not?" 

Lucy had already owned it many times since the visit of 
yesterday, and had declared to herself, as she has continued to 
declare ever since, that she had never doubted it. 

" She took us by surprise when we got into the diawing>TOom beibrB 
dinner, and she told us first of all that she had been to see yoa at 
Hogglestock. Lord Lofton, of course, could not keep the secret, but 
brought it out instantly. I can't tell you now how he told it aU, bat 
I am sure you will beUeve that he did it in the best possible maimer. 
He took my hand and pressed it half a down times, and I thought he 
was going to do something else; but he did not, so yon need not be 
{ealous. And she was so nice to Mark, saying such things in praise of 
you, and paying all manner of compliments to your fiither. But Lord 
Lufion scolded her immensely for not bringing you. He said it was 
lackadaisical and nonsensical; but I could see how much he loved her 
for what she had done; and she could see it too, for I know her ways, 
and know that she was delighted with him. She could not keep her ^es 
off him all the evening, and certainly I never did see him look so welL 

" And then whUe Lord Lufton and Mark were in the diningM!0(mi, 
where they remained a terribly long tune, she would make me go mroogh 
the house that she might show me your rooms, and explain how you were 
to be mistress there. She has got it all arranged toperfection, and I 
am sure she has been thinking about it for years. Her great fear at 
present is that you and he shoidd go and live at Lufton. If you have 
any gratitude in you, either to her or me, yoa vrill not let him do this. 
I oonsoled her by saying that there are not two stones apon one another 
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q yW' Al Lufton as jet; and I belieTe such ib the case. Besides, eyerybody 
I }»\sL ^7^ ^^^ ^^ ^ ^^ ugliest spot in the world. She went on to declare, 
' ^ ^- with tears in her eyes, that if 70a were content to remain at Fnunley, 
it it WM siie would ncTer interfere in ai^thing. I do think that she is the best 
t[fy[k woman that ever lived." 

^^ . So much as I have given of thia letter fonned but a small 
^ '^ portion of it, but it comprises all that it is necessary that we 
should know. Exactly at twelve o'clock on that day Puck 
the Pony am>eared, with Mrs. Robarts and Grace Crawley 
behind him, Grace having been brought back as being capable 
of some service in the house. Nothing that was confidential, 
and very little that was loving, could be said at the moment, 
because Mr, Crawley was there, waiting to bid Miss -Robarts 
adieu; an^ he had not as yet been informed of what was to be 
the future fate of his visitor. So they could only press each 
other's hands and embrace, which to Lucy was almost a relief; 
for even to her sister-in-law she hardly as yet knew how to 
speak openly on this subject. 

''May God Almighty bless you. Miss Robarts,*' said 
Mr. Crawley, as he stood in his dingy sitting-room ready to 
lead her out to the pony-carriage. *^ You have brought sun- 
shine into this house, even in the time of sickness, when there 
was no sunshine ; and He will bless you. You have been the 
Good Samaritan, binding up the wounds of the afflicted, pour- 
ing in oil and balm. To the mother of my children you have 
given life, and to me you have brought light, and comfort, 
and good words, — making my spirit glad within me as it had 
not been gladdened before. All this hath come of charity, 
which vaimteth not itself and is not puffed up. Faith and 
hope are great and beautiful, but charity exceedeth them all." 
And having so spoken, instead of leading her out, he went 
away and hid himself. How Puck behaved himself as Fanny 
drove him back to Framley, and how those two ladies in the 
carriage behaved themselves — of that, perhaps, nothing further 
need be said. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

NEMESIS. 

But in spite of all these joyful tidings it must, alas! be 
remembered that Poena, that just but Rhadamanthine god- 
deaSf whom we modems ordinarily call Punishment, or 

80 
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Nemesb when we wish to speak of her goddess-sbip, very 
seldom fidls to catch a wicked man though she have some- 
times a lame foot of her own^ and though the wicked man 
may possibly get a start of her. In this instance the wicked 
man had been our imfortunate friend Mark Robarts ; wicked 
in that he had wittingly touched pitch, gone to Gatberom 
Gasde, ridden fast mares across the country to Gobbcld's 
Ashes, and fallen very imprudently among the Tozers ; and 
the instrument used by Nemesis was Mr. Tom Towers of the 
JupUer^ than whom, in these our days, there is no deadlier 
scourge in the hands of that goddess. In the first instance, 
however, I must mention, though I will not relate, a little 
conversation which took place between Lady Luidon and 
Mr. Bobarts. That gentleman thought it right to say a few 
words more to her ladyship respecting those money trans- 
actions. He could not but feel, he said, that he had received 
that prebendal stall from the hands of Mr. Sowerby; and 
under such circumstances, considering all that had haj^ed, 
he could not be easy in his mind as long as he held it. What 
he was about to do would, he was aware, delay considerably 
his final settlement with Lord Luflon ; but Lufix>n, he hoped, 
would pardon that, and agree with him as to the propriety of 
what he was about to do. 

On the first blush of the thing Lady Lufton did not quite 
go along with him. Now that Lord Luilon yras to marry 
the parson^s sister it might be well that the parson should 
be a dignitary of the church ; and it might be well, also, 
that one so nearly connected with her son should be com- 
fortable in his money matters. There loomed, also, in the 
future, some distant possibility of higher clerical honours for 
a peer's brother-in-law ; and the top rung of the ladder is 
always more easily attained when a man has already ascended 
a step or two. But, nevertheless, when the matter came to 
be fully explained to her, when she saw clearly the circum- 
stances under which the stall had been conferred, she did 
agree that it had better be given up. And well for both 
of them it was — ^well for them all at Framley — ^that this con- 
clusion had been reached before the scourge of Nemesifl had 
fellen. Nemesis, of course, declared that her scourge had 
produced the resignation; but it was generally understood 
that this was a false boast, for all clerical men at Barchester 
knew that the stall had been restored to the chapter, or, in 
cither words, into the hands of the Grovemment, before Tom 
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Towers had twirled the fatal lash above his head. But the 
manner of the twirling was as follows :-^ 

" It is with difficulty enoiif;h/' said the article in the Jupiter, " that 
the Church of England maintaing at the present moment that ascendancy 
among the religions sects of this countiy which it so kmdly claims. And 
perhaps it is rather from an old-fashioned and time-hononred affection 
for its standing than from any intrinsic merits of its own that some such 
general acknowledgment of its ascendancy is stiU allowed to pteyail. If, 
howeyer, the patrons and clerical members of this Church are bold enough 
to disregard all general rules of decent behayionr, we think we may pre* 
diet that this cmyalrous feeling wiU be found to give way. From time 
to time we hear of instances of such imprudence, and are made to 
wonder at the folly of those who are supposed to hold the State Church 
in the greatest reverence. 

" Among those positions of dignified ease to which fortunate clergymen 
may be promoted are the stalls of the canons or prebendaries in oui 
camedxals. Some of these, as is well Imown, cany little or no emolu- 
ment with them, but some are rich in the good things of this world. 
Excellent &mily houses are attached to them, with we Imrdly know what 
domestic privileges, and clerical incomes, moreover, of an amount which, 
if divided, would make glad the hearts of many a hard-working clerical 
slave. Beform has been busy even among these stalls, attachme some 
amount of work to the pay, and paring off some superfluous wealm from 
such of them as were over friU; but reform has been lenient with them, 
acknowledging that it was well to have some such places of comfortable 
a&d dignified retirement for those who have worn themselves out in the 
hard work of their profession. There has of late prevailed a taste for the 
appointment of young bishops, produced no doubt by- a feeling that 
bishops should be men fitted to get through really hard work; but we 
have never heard that young preb^daries were considered desirable. A 
dergynum selected for such a position shodld, we have always thought, 
have earned an evening of ease by a long day of work, and should, 
above all things, be one whose life has oeen, and therefore in human 
probability will be, so decorous as to be honourable to the cathedral 
of his adoption. 

<* We were, however, the other day given to understand that one of 
these luxurious benefices, belonging to the cathedral of Barchester, had 
been bestowed on the Bev. Mark Hobarts, the vicar of a neighbouring 
parish, on the understanding that he should hold the living and the stall 
together; and on making frirther inquiiy we were surprised to learn 
that this fortunate gentleman is as yet considerably under thirty ^ears of 
age. We were desirous, however, of believing that his learmng, his 
piety, and his conduct, might be of a nature to add peculiar grace to 
his diapter, and therefore, though almost unwillingly, we were silent. 
But now it has come to our ears, and, indeed, to the ears of all the 
world, that this piety and conduct are sadly wanting; and judgbg of 
Ifbr. Bobarts by his life and associates, we are inclined to doubt even 
the learning. He has at this moment, or at any rate had but a few 
days since, an execution in his parsonage house at Framley, on the 
smt of certain most disreputable bill discounters in London; and probably 
would have another execution in his other house in Barchester close, but 
for the &ct that he has never thought it necessary to go into residence.** 

30—2 
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Then followed some very stringent, and, no doubt, mucli<* 
needed advice to those clerical members of the Church o( 
England who are supposed to be mainly responsible for the 
conduct of their brethren; and the article ended as follows: — 

** Many of these stalls are in the gift of the respectiTe deans and 
chapters, and in such cases the dean and chapters are bound to see that 
proper persons are appointed ; but in other instances the power of selection 
IS vested in the Crown, and then an equal responsibility rests on the 
govenunent of the day. ybe, Kobarts, we learn, was appointed to the 
stall in Barchester by the late Prime Minister, and we really think thai 
a grave censure rests on him for the manner in which his patronage has 
been exercised. It may be impossible that he should himself in all 
such cases satisfy himself by personal inquiry. But our government is 
altogether conducted on the footing of vicarial responsibility. Quod 
facit per alium,facit per ae, is in a special manner true of our ministers, 
and any man wno rises to high position among them must abide by the 
danger thereby incurred. In this peculiar case we are informed that the 
recommendation was made by a very recently adifdtted member of the 
Cabinet, to whose appointment we alluded at the time as a great 
mistake. The gentleman in question held no high individual office ol 
his own ; but evil such as this which has now been done at Barchester, 
is exactly the sort of mischief which follows the exal^tion of unfit men 
to high positions, even though no great scope for executive failure may 
be placed within their reach. 

"If Mr. Bobarts will allow us to tender to him our advice he 
will lose no time in going through such ceremony as may be neoessaiy 
again to place the staU at the disposal of the Crown !" 

I may here observe that poor Harold Smith, when he read 
this, writhing in agony, declared it to be the handiwork of 
his hated enemy, Mr. Supplehouse. He knew the mark ; so, 
at least, he said ; but I myself am inclined to believe that his 
animosity misled him. I think that one greater than Mr. 
Supplehouse had taken upon himself the punishment of our 
poor vicar. This was very dreadftd to them all at Framley, 
and, when first read, seemed to crush them to atoms. Poor 
Mrs. Hobarts, when she heard it, seemed to think that for 
them the world was over. An attempt had been made to 
keep it from her, but such attempts always Mlj as did this. 
The article was copied into all the good-natured local news- 
papers, and she soon discovered that something was being 
hidden. At last it was shown to her by her husband, and 
then for a few hours she was annihilated ; for a few days she 
was unwilling to show herself; and for a few weeks she was 
very sad. But after that the world seemed to go on much 
as it had done before ; the sun shone upon them as warmly 
as though the article had not been written ; and not only the 
sun of heaven, which, as a rule, is not limited in his shinix^ 
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by any display of pagan thunder, but also the genial sun of 
their own sphere, the warmth and light of which w^re so 
essentially necessary to their happiness. Neighbouring rectors 
did not look glum, nor did the rectors' wives refuse to call. 
The people in the shops at Barcheater did not regard her as 
though she were a disgraced woman, though it must be 
acknowledged that Mrs. Proudie passed her in the close with 
the coldest nod of recognition. 

On Mrs. Proudie*s mind alone did the article seem to have 

any enduring effect In one respect it was, perhaps, beneficial^ 

Lady Lufton was at once induced by it to make common 

cause with her own clergyman, and thus the remembrance of 

Mr. Robarts' sins passed away the quicker from the minds of 

the whole Framley Court household. And, indeed, the county 

at large was not able to give to the matter that undivided 

attention which would have been considered its due at periods 

of no more than ordinary interest. At the present moment 

preparations were being made for a general election, and 

although no contest was to take place in the eastern division, 

a rery violent fight was being carried on in the west ; and the 

circumstances of that fight were so exciting that Mr. Robarts 

and his article were forgotten before their time. An edict 

bad gone forth from Gatherum Castle directing that Mr. Sowerby 

should be turned out, and an answering note of defiance had 

been sounded from Chaldicotes, protesting on behalf of Mr. 

Sowerby, that the duke's behest would not be obeyed. 

There are two classes of persons in this realm who are 
constitutionally inefiicient to take any part in returning 
members to Parliament — peers, namely, and women; and 
yet it was soon known through the whole length and breadth 
of the county that the present electioneering fight was being 
carried on between a peer and a woman. Miss Dunstable 
had been declared the purchaser of the Chace of Chaldicotes, 
as it were, just in the very nick of time ; which purchase — 
BO men in Barsetshire declared, not knowing anything of the 
facts — ^would have gone altogether the other way, had not the 
giants obtained temporary supremacy over the gods. The 
duke was a supporter of the gods, and therefore, so Mr. 
Fothergill hinted, his money had been refused. Miss Dunstable 
was prepared to beard this ducal friend of the gods in his 
own coimty, and therefore her money had been taken. I am 
inclined, however, to think that Mr. Fothergill knew nothing 
about it, and to opine that Miss Dunstable, in her eagerness 



470 . FBAMLET PAB80NAGE. 

for victory, offered to the Crown more money than the property 
was worth in the duke*s opinion, and that the Crown took 
advantage of her anxiety, to the manifest profit of the public 
at large. And it soon became known also that Miss Donstable 
was, in fact, the proprietor of the whole Chaldicotes estate, 
and that in promoting the success of Mr. Sowerby as a candi- 
date for the county, die was standing by her own tenant. It 
also became known, in the course of the battle, that Miss 
Dunstable had herself at last succumbed, and that she was 
about to marry Dr. Thome of Greshamsbury, or the ^' Gres- 
hamsbury apothecary," as the adverse party now delighted to 
call him. '^ He has been little better than a quack all his 
life," said Dr. Fillgrave, the eminent physician of Barchester, 
^^and now he is going to marry a quack's daughter." By 
which, and the like to which. Dr. Thome did not sdlow himself 
to be much annoyed. But all this gave rise to a veiy pretty 
series of squibs arranged between Mr. Fothergill and Mr. 
Closerstill, the electione^ng agent. Mr. Sowerby was named 
" the lady's pet," and descriptions were given of the lady who 
kept this pet, which were by no means flattering to Miss 
Dunstable's appearance, or manners, or age. And then the 
western division of the county was asked in a grave tone — ^as 
counties and boroughs are asked by means of advertisements 
stuck up on blind walls and barn doors — whether it was 
fitting and proper that it should be represented by a woman. 
Upon which tiie county was again asked whe^er it was 
fitting and proper that it should be represented by a duke. 
And then the question became more personal as against Miss 
Dunstable, and inquiry was urged whether the county would 
not be indelibly disgraced if it w^re not only handed over to 
a woman, but handed over to a woman who sold the oil of 
Lebanon. But little was got by this move, for an answering 
placard explained to the unfortunate county how deep would 
be its shame if it allowed itself to become the appanage of any 
peer, but more especially of a peer who was known to be the 
most immoral lord that ever disgraced the benches of the 
upper house. And so the battle went on very prettily, and, 
as money was allowed to flow fireely, the West Barsetshiro 
world at large was not ill satisfied. It is. wonderful how 
much disgrace of that kind a borough or county can endure 
without flinching; and wonderful, also, seeing how supreme 
is the value attached to the Constitution by the realm at large, 
how very little thp principles of that Constitution are valued 
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hy the people in detail. The duke, of course^ did not show 
himself. He rarely did on any occasion, and never on such 
ocoasioDS as this ; but Mr. Fothergill was to be seen every* 
where. Miss Dunstable, also, did not hide her light under 
a bushel; though I here declare, on the &ith of an historian, 
that the rumour spread abroad of her having made a speech 
to the electors from the top of the porch over the hotel-door 
at Gourcy was not founded on &ct. No doubt she was at 
Couroy, and her carriage stopped at the hotel ; but neither 
there nor elsewhere did she make any public exhibition. 
'' They must have mistaken me for Mrs. Froudie,'* she said, 
when the rimiour reached her ears. But there was, alas! one 
great element of £dlure on Miss Dunstable^s side of the battle. 
Mr. Sowerby himself could not be induced to fight it as became 
a man. Any positive injunctions that were hud upon him he 
did, in. a sort, obey. It had been a part of the bargain that 
he shoold stand the contest, and from that bargain he could 
uot well go back ; but he had not the spirit left to him for 
any true fighting on his own part. He could not go up on 
the hustings, and there defy the duke. Early in tli^fi a£&ir 
Mr. Fothergill challenged him to do so, and Mr. Sowerby 
never took up the gauntlet. 

*' We have heard," said Mr. Fothergill, in that great speech 
whicb he made at the Omnium Arms at Silverbridge — '' we 
have heard much during this election of the Duke of Omnium, 
and of the injuries which he is supposed to have inflicted on 
one of the candidates. The duke^s name is very frequent 
in the mouths of the gentlemen — ^and of the lady — ^who 
support Mr. Sowerby's claims. But I do not think that 
Mr. Sowerby himself has dared to say much about the 
duke. I defy Mr. Sowerby to mention the duke's name upon 
the hustings." And it so happened that Mr. Sowerby never 
did mention the duke's name. 

It is ill fighting when the spirit is gone, and Mr. Sowerby's 
spirit for such thmgs was now well nigh broken. It is true 
that he had escaped from the net in which the duke, by 
Mr. Fothergill's aid, had entangled him ; but he had only 
broik^i out of one captivity into another. Money is a serious 
thing; and when gone cannot be had back by a shuffle in the 
game, or a fortunate blow with the battledore, as may political 
power, or reputation, or fashion. One hundred thousand 
pounds gone, must remain as gone, let the person who claims 
to have had the honour of advancing it be Mrs. B. or mv 
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Lord C. No luckj dodge can erase sucb a claim from the 
things that be — ^unless, indeed, such dodge be possible as 
Mr. Sowerby tried with Miss Dunstable. It was better for 
him, undoubtedly, to have the lady for a creditor than the 
duke, seeing that it was possible for him to live as a tenant in 
his own old house under the lady's reign. But this he foand 
to be a sad enough life, after all that was come and gone. 

The election on Miss Dunstable's part was lost 
carried on the contest nobly, fighting it to the last moment, 
and sparing neither her own money nor that of her antagonist; 
but she carried it on unsuccessfully. Many gentlemen did 
support Mr. Sowerby because they were willing enough to 
emancipate their county from the duke's thraldom; bnt 
Mr. Sowerby was felt to be a black sheep, as Lady Lofton 
had called him, and at the close of the election he found him- 
self banished from the representation of West Barsetshire ;— 
banished for ever, after having held the county for five-and- 
twenty years. Unfortunate Mr. Sowerby I I cannot take 
leave of him here without some feeling of regret, knowing 
that there was that within him which might, under better 
guidance, have produced better things. There are men, even of 
high birth, who seem as though they were bom to be rogues; 
but Mr. Sowerby was, to my thinking, bom to be a gentle- 
man. That he had not been a gentleman — that he had bolted 
from his appointed course, going terribly on the wrong side oi 
the posts — let us all acknowledge. It is not a gentlemanlike 
deed, but a very blackguard action, to obtain a friend's aooept- 
ance to a bill in an imguarded hour of social interconrae* 
That and other similar doings have stamped his character 
too plainly. But, nevertheless, I claim a tear for Mr. Sowerby^ 
and lament that he has £tiled to run his race discreetly,' in 
accordance with the rules of the Jockey Club. He attempted 
that plan of living as a tenant in his old house at Chaldicotes, 
and of making a living out of the land which he farmed; but 
he soon abandoned it. He had no aptitude for such indastiyi 
and could not endure his altered position in the county. He 
soon relinquished Chaldicotes of his own accord, and htf 
vanished away, as such men do vanish — not altogether with- 
out necessary income ; to which point in the final arrangement 
of their joint affairs, Mrs. Thome's man of business — ^if I ^ 
be allowed so far to anticipate — ^paid special attention. And 
thus Lord Dumbello, the duke's nominee, got in, as the dukes 
nominee had done for very many years past. There waa do 



BOW THBY WEBB ALL HABBIED. 473 

Nemesis here— none as yet. Neyertheless, she with the lame 
foot inrill assuredly catch him, the duke, if it be that he 
deserve to be caught. With us his grace*s appearance has 
been so unfrequent that I think we may omit to make any 
further inquiry as to his concerns. 

One pointy howerer, is worthy of notice, as showing the 
good sense with which we manage our affairs here in England. 
In an early portion of this story the reader was introduced to 
the intisrior of Gatherum Castle, and there saw Bliss Dunstable 
entertained by the duke in the most friendly manner. Since 
those days the lady has become the duke*8 neighbour, and has 
waged a war with him, which he probably felt to be very 
vexatious. But, nevertheless, on the next great occasion at 
Gatherum Castle, Doctor and Mrs. Thome were among the 
visitors, and to no one was the duke more personally courteous 
than to his opulent neighbour, the late Miss Dunstable. 



••p- 



CHAPTER XLVin. 

HOW THET WERE ALL HABRIED, HAD TWO CHILDBEN, AND 

LIVED HAPPY EYEB AFTEB. 

Dbab, affectionate, sympathetic readers, we have four couple of 
sighing lovers with whom to deal in this our last chapter, and 
ly as leader of the chorus, disdain to press you ftirther with 
doubts as to the happiness of any of that quadrille. They 
were all made happy, in spite of that little episode which so 
lately took place at Barchester ; and in telling of their happi- 
nefl»--Hahortly, as is now necessary — ^we will take them chrono- 
logically, giving precedence to those who first appeared at the 
hymeneal altar. In July, then, at the cathedral, by the 
father of the bride, assisted by his examining chaplain, Olivia 
Proudie, the eldest daughter of the Bishop of Barchester, was 
joined in marriage to the Rev. Tobias Tickler, incumbent of 
the Trinity district church in Bethnal Green. Of the bride- 
groom in this instance, our acquaintance has been so short, 
that it is not, perhaps, necessary to say much. When coming 
to the wedding he proposed to bring his three darling children 
with him ; but in this measure he was, I think prudently, 
stopped by advice, rather strongly worded, from his iiiture 
valued mother-in-law. Mr. Tickler was not an opulent man, 
nor had he hitherto attained any great fume in his profession ; 
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but, at the age of forty-three he still had sufficient opportimty 
before him, and now that his merit has been properly viewed 
by high eocleeiastioal eyes the refreshing dew of deserved 
promotion will no doubt fall upon him. The marriage was 
very smart, and Olivia carried herself through the trying 
ordeal with an excellent propriety of conduct. Up to that 
time, and even for a few days longer, there was doubt at 
Bardkester as to that strange journey which Lord Dombdki 
undoubtedly did take to France. When a man so circom- 
stanoed wrill suddenly go to Paris, without notice given even 
to his future bride, people must doubt ; and grave were the 
apprehensions expressed on this occasion by Mrs. Proudie, 
even at her child's wedding breakfast. '' God bless you, my 
dear children," she said, standing up at the head of her table 
as she addressed Mr. Tickler and his wife ; '' when I see your 
perfect happiness — ^perfect, that is, as far as human happiness 
can be made perfect in this vale of tears — ^and think of the 
terrible calamity which has fallen on our un£:>rtunate neigh- 
bour's, I cannot but acknowledge His infinite mercy and 
goodness. The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away." 
By which she intended, no doubt, to signify that whereas 
"hix. Tickler had been given to her Olivia, Lord Dombello 
had been taken away from the archdeacon's Griselda. The 
happy couple then went in Mrs. Proudie's carriage to the 
nearest railway station but one, and from thence proceeded to 
Malvern, and there spent the honeymoon. And a great com- 
fort it was, I am sure, to Mrs. Proudie when auSienticated 
tidings reached Barchester that Lord Dumbello had retained 
from Paris, and that the Hartletop-Grantly alliance was to be 
carried to its completion. She still, however, held her opinion 
— ^whether correctly or not who shall say ? — ^ihat the young 
lord had intended to escape. "The archdeacon has shown 
great firmness in the way in vdiich he has done it," said 
Mrs. Proudie ; " but whether he has consulted his child's best 
interests in forcing her into a marriage with an unwiUi^g 
husband, I for one must take leave to doubt But then, 
unfortunately, we all know how completely the archdeacon i« 
devoted to worldly matters." 

Li this instance the archdeacon's devotion to worldly ibdb^ 
ters was rewarded by that success which he no doubt desired. 
He did go up to London, and did see one or two of Lo^ 
Dumbello's friends. This he did, not obtrusively, as though 
in fear of any falsehood or vacillation on the part of the 
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Tiscdimty but with that discretioii and tact for which he has 
been sa long noted. Mrs. Frondie deckres that during the 
few days of his absence from Barsetshire he himaelf crossed 
to France and hunted down Lord Dumbello at Faris. As to 
this I am not prepared to saj anything ; but I am quite sure, 
as will be all those who knew the archdeacon, that he was not 
a man to see his daughter wronged as long as any measure 
remained by which such wrong might be avoided. But, be 
that as it may — ^that mooted question as to the archdeacon's 
journey to Paris — Lord Dumbello was forthcoming at Flum* 
stead on the 5th of August, and went through his work like a 
man. The Hartletop family, when the alliance was found to be 
unavoidable, endeavoured to arrange that the wedding should 
be held at Hartletop Priory, in order that the clerical dust 
and dinginess of Ban^ester Close might not soil the splendour 
of the marriage gala doings ; for, to tell the truth, the Hartle^ 
topians, as a rule, were not proud of their new clerical con-* 
nectioxtt. But on this subject Mrs. Grantly was very properly 
inexorable; nor when an attempt was made on the bride to 
induce her to throw over her mamma at the last moment and pro* 
nounce for herself that she would be married at the priory, was 
it attended with any success. The Hartletopians knew nothing 
of the Grantly fibre and calibre, or they would have made no 
Buch attempt. The marriage took place at Plumstead, and on 
the morning of the day Lord Dumbello posted over from Bar- 
Chester to the rectory. The ceremony was performed by the 
archdeacon, without assistance, although the dean, and the 
precezitor, and two other clergymen, were at the ceremony* 
Griaelda's propriety of conduct was quite equal to that of 
Olivia Proudie ; indeed, nothing could exceed the statuesque 
grace and fine aristocratic bearing with which she carried her* 
self on the occasion. The three or four words which the 
service required of her she said with ease and dignity ; there 
Was neither sobbing nor crying to disturb the work or embar<> 
rass her friends, and she signed her name in the church 
books as " Griselda Grantly^' without a tremor — and without 
a regret. 

Mrs. Grantly kissed her and blessed her in the hall as she 
was about to step forward to her travelling, carriage leaning 
on her fiither's arm, and the child put up her face to her 
mother for a last whisper. '* Mamma," she said, " I suppose 
Jane can put her hand at once on the moire antique when we 
reach Dover?" Mrs. Grantly smiled and nodded| and again 
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blessed her child. There ivas not a tear shed — at least, not 
then — ^nor a sign of sorrow to cloud for a moment the gay 
•plendoTxr of the day. But the mother did bethink herself, in 
the solitade of her own room, of those iast words, and did 
acknowledge a lack of something for which her heart had 
sighed. She had boasted to her sister that she had nothing 
to regret as to her daughter's education ; but now, when she 
was fldone after her success, did she feel that she could still 
support herself with that boast? For, be it known, Mrs. 
Grantly had a heart within her bosom and a faith within her 
heart. The world, it is true, had pressed upon her sorely with 
all its weight of accumulated clerical wealth, but it had not 
utterly crushed her — not her, but only her child. For the 
sins of the father, are they not visited on the third and fourth 
generation ? But if any such feeling of remorse did for awhile 
mar the fulness of Mrs. Grantly*s joy, it was soon dispelled by 
the perfect success of her daughter's married life. At the end 
of the autunm the bride and bridegroom returned from their 
tour, and it was evident to all the circle at Hartletop Priory 
that Lord Dumbello was by no means dissatisfied with his 
bai^ain. His wife had been admired everywhere to the 
top of his bent. All the world at Ems, and Baden, and at 
Nice, had been stricken by the stately beauty of the young 
viscountess. And then, too, her manner, style, and high 
dignity of demeanour altogether supported the reverential 
feeling which her grace and form at first inspired. She never 
derogated from her husband's honour by the fictitious liveliness 
of gossip, or allowed any one to forget the peeress in the woman. 
Lord Dumbello soon foimd that his reputation for discretion 
was quite safe in her hands, and that there were no lessons as 
to conduct in which it was necessary that he should give 
instruction. Before the winter was over she had equally won 
the hearts of all the circle at Hartletop Priory. The duke 
was there and declared to the marchioness that Dumbello 
could not possibly have done better. ** Indeed, I do not think 
he could," said the happy mother. *^She sees all that she 
ought to see, and nothing that she ought not.'* 

<* And then, in London, when the season came, all men sang 
all manner of praises in her favour, and Lord Dumbello was 
made aware that he was reckoned among the wisest of his 
age. He had married a wife who managed everything for 
him, who never troubled him, whom no woman disliked, and 
whom every man admired. As for feast of reason and for 
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flow of soul, ig it not a question whether any such flows and 
feasts are necessary between a man and his wife 7 How numy 
men can truly assert that they ever enjoy connubial flows of 
soul, or that connubial feasts of reason are in their nature 
enjoyable? But a handsome woman at the head of your table, 
who knows how to dress, and how to sit, and how to get in 
and out of her carriage — ^who will not disgrace her loid by 
her ignorance, or fret him by her coquetry, or disparage him 
by her talent — how beautiful a thing it is ! For my own part 
I think that Griselda Grantly was bom to be the wife of a 
great English peer. 

'* After all, then,** said Miss Dunstable, speaking of Lady 
Dumbello— she was Mrs. Thome at this time — ^* after all, 
there is some truth in what our quaint latter-day philosopher 
tells us — 'Great are thy powers, O Silence ! ' " The marriage 
of our old friends. Dr. Thome and Miss Dunstable was the 
third on the list, but that did not take place till the latter end 
of September. The lawyers on such an occasion had no 
inconsiderable work to accomplish, and though the lady was 
not coy, nor the gentleman slow, it was not found practicable 
to arrange an earlier wedding. The ceremony was performed 
at St. George*8, Hanover Square, and was not brilliant in any 
special degree. London at the time was. empty, and the few 
persons whose presence was actually necessary were imported 
from the country for the occasion. The bride was given 
away by Dr. Easyman, and the two bridesmaids were ladies 
who had lived with Miss Dunstable as companions. Young 
Mr. Gresham and his wife were there, as was also Mrs. Harold 
Smith, who was not at all prepared to drop her old friend in 
her new sphere of life. "We shall call her Mrs. Thome 
instead of Miss Dunstable, and I really think that will be all 
the difference,** said Mrs« Harold Smith. To Mrs. Harold 
Smith that probably was all the difference, but it was not so 
to the persons most concerned. 

According to the plan of life arranged between the doctor 
and his wife she was still to keep up her house in London, 
remaining there during such period of the season as she might 
choose, and receiving him when it might appear good to him 
to visit her ; but he was to be the master in the country. A 
mansion at the Chace was to be built, and till such time as 
that was completed, they would keep on the old house at 
Greshamsbury. Into this, small as it was, Mrs. Thorne,-^-in 
spite of her great wealth,-*Hlid not disdain to enter. But 
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ftubeequent circumstances changed their plans. It was ioHnd 
thai Mr. Sowerbj could not or would not Hve at Chaldiooltt') 
and, therefore, in the second year of their marriage, that place 
was prepared for them. Thej are now well known to the 
whole county as Dr. and Mrs. Thome of GhaIdicoteB,--of 
Ohaldiootes, in distinction to the well-known Thomes of Ulia- 
thome in the eastern division. Here they live respected by 
their neighbours, and on terms of alliance both wi& the Doke 
of Onmium and with Lady Lufton. '' Of course those dear 
old avenues vrill be very sad to me," said Mrs. Harold Smith, 
when at the end of a London season she was invited down to 
Chaldicotes ; and as she spoke she put her handkerchief up 
to her eyes. 

" Well, dear, what can I do ? " said Mrs. Thome. " I can't 
cut them down ; the doctor would not let me." 

<< Oh, no " said Mrs. Harold Smith, sighing ; and in spite 
of her feeling she did visit Chaldicotes. 

But it was October before Lord Lufton was made a happy man; 
— ^that is, if the fruition of his happiness was a greater joy than 
the anticipation of it. I will not say tibat the happiness of 
marriage is like the Dead Sea fruit — an apple which, when eaten, 
turns to bitter ashes in the mouth. Such pretended sarcasm 
would be very felse. Nevertheless, is it not the fact that the 
sweetest morsel of love's feast has been eaten, that the freshest, 
fairest blush of the £ower has been snatched and has passed 
away, when the ceremony at the altar has been performed, 
and legal possession has been given ? There is an aroma of 
love, an undefinable delicacy of flavour, which escapes and 
is gone before the church portal is left, vanishing with the 
maiden name, and incompatible with the solid comfort apper- 
taining to the rank of wife. To love one's own spouse, and 
to be loved by her, is the ordinary lot of man, and is a duty 
exacted under penalties. But to be allowed to love youth 
and beauty that is not one's own — ^to know that one is loved 
by a soft being who still hangs cowering from the eye of the 
world as though her love were all but illicit— can it be that 
a man is made happy when a state of anticipation such as 
this is brought to a close? No ; when the husband walks 
back from the altar, he has already sivallowed the Mo^ 
dainties of his banquet. The beef and pudding of married 
life are then in store for him ; — or perhaps only the bread 
and cheese. Let him take care lest hardly a crust remain-^ 
or perhaps not a crust. But before we finish, let us go ' 
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for one moment to the dainties — to the time before the beef 
and pudding were served — ^while Lucj was still at the par- 
sonage, and Lord Luiton still staying at Framley Court He 
had come up one morning, as was now frequently his wont, 
and, after a few minutes' conyersation, Mrs. Kobarts had left 
the room — ^as not unfrequently on such occasions was her 
wont. Lucy was working and continued her work, and Lord 
Lufton for a moment or two sat looking at her ; then he got 
up abruptly, and, standing before her, thus questioned her: — 

" Lu<y," said he. 

^' WeU, what of Lucy now ? Any particular fault this 
morning ? " 

" Yes, a most particular fault. When I asked you, here, 
in this room, on t£ds very spot, whether it was possible that 
you should love me — ^why did you say that it was impos- 
sible?" 

Lucy, instead of answering at the moment, looked down 
upon the carpet, to see if his memory were as good as hers. 
Yes,' he was standing on the exact spot where he had stood 
before. No spot in all the world was more frequently clear 
before her own eyes. 

" Do you remember that day, Lucy?" he said again. 

*^ Yes, I remember it," she said. 

** Why did you say it was imposrible ? " 

<* Did I say impossible?" She knew that she had said so. 
She remembered liow she had waited till he had gone, and 
that then, going to her own room, she had reproached herself 
with the cowimlice of the falsehood. She had lied to him 
then ; and now — ^how was she punished for it ? 

« Well, I suppose it w>s possible," she said. 

*^ But why did you say so when you knew it would make 
me so miserable ? " 

" Miserable I nay, but you went away happy enough ! I 
thought I had never seen you look better satined." 

"Lucy I" 

*' You had done your duty, and had had such a lucky 
escape 1 What astonishes me is that you should have ever 
come back again. But the pitcher may go to the well once 
too often, Lord Luflon.** 

" But wiU you tell me tihe truth nowf •* 

"What truth?" 

" That day, when I came to you— did you love me at all 
then?** 
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** We'll let bygones be bygones, if you please." 
'' Bat I swear you shall tell me. It was such a cruel thing 
to answer me as you did, unless you meant it. And yet you 
never saw me again till after mj mother had been over for 
you to Mrs. Crawley's." 

" It was absence that made me — care for you." 
*^ Lucy, I swear I believe you loved me then." 
*^ Ludovic, some conjuror must have told you that." She 
was standing as she spoke, and, laughing at him, she held np 
her hands and shook her head. But she was now in his power, 
and he had his revenge — ^his revenge for her past falsehood 
and her present joke. How could he be more happy when 
he was made happy by having her all his own, than he was 
now ? And in these days there again came up that petition 
as to her riding — with very di£ferent result now than on that 
former occasion. There were ever so many objections, then. 
There was no habit, and Lucy was — or said that she was — 
afraid ; and then, what would Lady Lufton say 7 But now 
Lady Lufton thought it would be quite right ; only were they 
quite sure about the horse 7 Was Ludovic certain that the 
horse had been ridden by a lady 7 And Lady Meredith's 
habits were dragged out as a matter of course, and one of 
them chipped and snipped and altered, without any com- 
punction. And as for fear, there could be no bolder horse- 
woman than Lucy Bobarts. It was quite clear to all Framley 
that riding was the very thing for her. '* But I never shall 
be happy, Ludovic, till you have got a horse properly suited 
for her," said Lady Lufton. And then, also, came the affair 
of her wedding garments, of her troussetm — as to which I 
cannot boast that she showed capacity or steadiness at all equal 
to that of Lady Dumbello. Lady Lufton, however, thought 
it St very serious matter ; and as, in her opinion, Mrs. Bobarts 
did not go about it with sufficient energy, she took the matter 
mainly into her own hands, striking Lucy dumb by her frowns 
and nods, deciding on everything herself, down to the very 
tags of the boot-ties. 

'* My dear, you really must allow me to know what I am 
about; " and Lady Luflon patted her on the arm as she spoke. 
*' I did it all for Justinia, and she never had reason to regret a 
single thing that I bought. If you'll ask her, she'll tell you 
so." Lucy did not ask her future sister-in-law, seeing that 
she had no doubt whatever as to her future mother-in-law*! 
judgment on the articles in question. Only th'e money I And 
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what could she want with six dosen pocket*handkerohie6 all 
at once ? There was no question of Lord Luflon^s going out 
as governor-general to India ! But twelve dozen pocket* 
handkerchiefs had not been too many for Griselda's imagina* 
tion. And Lucy would sit alone in the di«wing-rooni at 
Pramley Court, filling her heart with thoughts of that evening 
when she had first sat there. She had then resolved, painfully, 
with inward tears, with groanings of her spirit, that she was 
wrongly placed in being in that company. Griselda Grantly 
had been there, qxute at her ease, petted by Lady Lufton, 
admired by Lord Lufion ; while she had retired out of sight, 
sore at heart, because she felt herself to be no fit companion to 
those around her. Then he had come to her, making matters 
almost worse by talking to her, bringing the tears into her 
eyes by his good-nature, but still wounding her by the feel- 
ing that she could not speak to him at her ease. But things 
were at a different pass with her now. He had chosen her — 
her out of all the world, and brought her there to share with 
him his own home, his own honours, and all that he had to 
give. She was the apple of his eye, and th/B pride of his 
heart. And the stern mother, of whom she had stood so 
much in awe, who at first had passed her by as a thing not to 
be noticed^ and had then sent out to her that she might be 
warned to keep herself aloof, now hardly knew in what way 
she might sufiidently show her love, regard, and solicitude. 

I mujst not say that Lucy was not proud in these moments 
— that her heart was not elated at these thoughts. Success 
does beget pride, as failure begets shame. But her pride was 
of that sort which is in no way disgraceful to either man or 
woman, and was accompanied by pure true love, and a full 
resolution to do her duly in that state of life to which it had 

"^pleased her God to call her. She did rejoice greatly, to think 
that she had been chosen, and not Griselda. Was it possible 
that having loved she should not so rejoice, or that, rejoicing 
she should not be proud of her love ? They spent the whole 
winter abroad, leaving the dowager Lady Lufton to her plans 
and preparations for their reception at Framley Court ; and 
in the following spring they appeared in London, and there set 
oip their staff. Lucy had some inner tremblings of the spirit, 
and quiverings about the heart, at thus beginning her duty 

" before the great world, but she said little or nothing to her 
husband on the matter. Other women had done as much 
before her time, and by courage had gone through with it. It 

31 
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would be dreadful enough, that position in her own houee 
wilih lords and ladies bowing to her, and stiff members of 
Parliament for whom it would be necessary to make small 
tidk ; but, nevertheless, it was to be endured. The time came, 
and she did endure it. The time came, and before tihe first 
■iz weeks were over she found that it was easy enough. The 
lords and ladies got into their proper places and talked to her 
abhit ordinaiy matters in a way that made no effort neces- 
sary, and ^e members of Parliament were hardly more stiff 
than the clergymen she had known in the neighbourhood of 
Framley. She had not been long in town before she met 
Lady Dumbello. At this interview also she had to overcome 
some little inward emotion. On the few occasions on which 
she had met Griselda Grantly at Framley they had not 
much progressed in fiiendship, and Lucy had felt that she had 
been despised by the rich beauty. She also in her turn had 
disliked, if she had not despised, her rival. But how would 
it be now ? Lady Dumbedlo could hardly despise her, and 
yet it did not seem possible that they should meet as Mends. 
They did meet, and Lucy came foihviuxl with a pretty eagerness 
to give her hand to Lady Luflon's late favourite. Lady I>um- 
bello smiled slightly — ^the same old smile which had come 
across her face when they two had been first introduced in the 
Framley drawing-room ; the same smile without the variation 
of a line, — took the offered hand, muttered a word or two, 
and then receded. It was exactly as she had done before. 
She had never despised Lucy Robarts. She had accorded to 
the parson's sister the amount of cordiality with which she 
usually received her acquaintance ; and now she could do no 
more for the peer's wife. Lady Dumbello and Lady Lufton 
have known each other ever since, and have occasionally 
visited at each other's houses, but the intimacy between them 
has never gone beyond this. 

The dowager came up to town for about a month, and while 
there was contented to fill a second place. She had no desire 
to be the great lady in London. But then came the trying 
period when they, commenced their life together at Framley 
Court. The elder lady formally renounced her place at the 
top of the table,— formally persisted in renouncing it though 
Lucy with tears implored her to resume it. She said also, 
with equal formality — repeating her determination over and 
over again to Mrs. Robarts with great energy, — ^that she would 
in no respect detract by interference of her own from the 
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autboritj of the proper mistress of the house ; but, neverthe- 
less, it is well known to .every one at Framley that old Ladj 
Lufton still reigns paramount in the parish. 

" Yes, my dear ; the big room looking into the little garden 
to the south was always the nursery ; and if you ask my 
advice, it will still remain so. But, of course, any room you 
please — : — " 

And the big room looking into the little garden to the south 
is still the nursery at Framley Court. 



THE END. 
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